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THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER. 


Gardiner,  Lorelace,  and  Hills,  in  their  Commendatory  Verses,  ascribe  thisComed  j  to  Fletcher; 
but  more  credible  witnesses,  the  Prologue  and  Epilogue,  mention  it  as  a  joint  production. 
Its  first  publication  was  in  tlie  folio  of  1647.  The  greatest  applause  was  always  bestowed 
on  this  play,  and  it  used  to  be  frequently  performed,  till  modern  refinement  banished  it 
from  the  Theatres.  In  1749,  some  of  the  scenes  were  selected  for  a  farce,  and  acted  under 
the  title  of  this  Comedy*  «_-__— 

PROLOGUE. 


To  promise  much  before  a  play  begin. 
Ana  when  'tis  done  ksk  pardon,  were  a  sin 
We'll  not  be  guilty  of;  and  to  excuse 
Before  we  know  a  fault,  were  to  abuw 
The  writers  and  ourselves :  For  I  dare  say 
We  all  are  fooi'd  if  this  be  not  a  play. 


And  SQch  a  play  as  shall  (so  should  plays  do) 
Imp  time's  dull  wings,  and  make  you  merry 

too. 
nPwas  to  that  purpose  writ,  so  we  intend  it ; 
And  we  have  our  wish'd  ends,  if  you  com- 

mend  it. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


DlVANT,  a  Gentleman  that  formerly  loved, 
and  $tUl  pretends  to  love  Lamira, 

CLERRMONT,a  merrtf  Gent  lemony  his  Intend. 

CUAMPERN'EL,  a  Imne  old  Gentleman,  Hus- 
band to  Lomira, 

Vertaign,  a  NtAleman  and  a  Judge* 

Beau  PRE,  Son  to  Vertaign. 

Verdone,  Nephetc  to  ChampemeL 

La  Writ,  a  wrangling  Advocate,  or  the 
Little  Lawyer. 


Sampson,  a  foolish  Advocate,  Kinsman  to  Ver* 

Provost.  [taign» 

Gentlemen. 

Clients. 

Servants.  ' 

Lamira,  Wife  to  Champernel,  and  Daughter 

to  Vertaign. 
Anabell,  JSiece  to  ChamperneL 
Nurse  to  Lamira.  [mra* 

Charlotte,    WaUing-gentlewaman  to  Xo* 


SCENE,  France. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremcnt. 

Din.  T\ISSUADE  me  not. 

^^  Cler.  Twill  breed  a  brawl ! 

Din.  I  care  not; 
I  wear  a  Sword ! 

Cler.  And  wear  discretion  with  it, 
Or  cast  it  off;  let  that  direct  your  ann ; 
n^is  madness  else,  not  valour,  and  more  base 
Than  to  receive  a  wrong. 

Din.  Why,  would  you  have  me 
Sit  down  with  a  disgrace,  and  thank  the  doer  ? 
We  are  not  stoicks,  aud  Uiat  passive  courage 
Is  only  now  commendable  in  lacquies, 
Peasants,  and  tradesmen,  not  in  men  of  rank 
And  quality,  as  I  am. 

Cler.  Do  nut  cherish  [suffers. 

That  daring  vice,  for  which  the  whole  age 
The  blood  of  our  bold  youth,  that  heretofore 
Was  spent  in  honourable  action, 
Or  to  defend  or  to  enhirge  the  kmgdom^ 

Vol.  II. 


B 


For  th*  honour  of  our  country,  and  our  prince. 
Pours  itscif  out  with  prodigal  expence 
Upon  our  mother*slap,  the  earth  that  bred  us. 
For  every  trifle.     And  these  private  duels. 
Which  had  their  Brstori^i^inal  fram  tlie  French, 
And  for  which,  to  this  day,  we're  justly  ceu« 

sur'd. 
Are  banish'd  from  all  civil  governments: 
Scarce  tliree  in  Venice,  in  as  mauy  years; 
In  Florence  tliey  are  rarer  ;  and  in  all 
The  fair  dominions  of  the  Sunnish  king 
They  are  ne'er  hcnixl  of.    Nay  those  neigh-» 

hour  countries. 
Which  gladly  imitate  our  other  follies, 
And  come  at  a  dear  rate  to  buy  tliem  of  us, 
Besin  now  to  detest  tliem. 

Din.  Will  you  end  yet  ?  [late  kings, 

Cler,  And  1  have  heard  that  some  of  our 
For  the  lie,  wearing  of  a  mistress'  favour, 
A  cheat  at  cards  or  dice,  and  such-like  causes, 
Have  lost  as  many  eallant  gentlemen 
As  might  have  met  the  GreatTurk  in  the  field, 


THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER. 


[Act  1.  Scepe  1^ 


"^Vith  confidence  o.  a  glorious  victory: 
And  shall  we  then 

Din.  No  more,  Ar  shame,  no  more ! 
Ar&  ydu  become  a  patron  *  too  ?  Tis  a  new  'one, 
No  more  on't,  burn  it,  give  it  to  some  orator, 
To  help  liira  to  enlarge  his  exercise : 
With  sue!)  a  one  it  might  do  well,  and  profit 
The  curate  of  the  parish ;  but  for  Clcremont, 
The  bold  and  undertaking  Cleremont, 
To  talk  thus  to  his  I'riend,  his  friend  that 

knows  him, 
Dinant  that  knows  his  Clercmont,  is  absurd^ 
And  mere  apocr3'pha. 

Cier.  Why,  what  know  you  of  me  ? 

Din.  Why,  if  thou  hast  forgot  thyself,  Til 
tell  thee. 
And  not  look  back,  to  speak  of  what  thou  wert 
^t  fifteen,  for  at  those  years  1  li^ye  heard 
Thou  wast  flesh'd,  j^id  entf  r'd  bravely. 

Cler.  Well,  sir,  well !  ^Sffcond 

Din.  But  yesterday  thou  wast  the  common 
Of  all  that  only  knew  th^e ;  thou  hadst  bills 
Set  up  on  every  post,  to  give  thee  notice 
"Where  any  difference  was,  and  who  were  par- 
Arid  as,  tbsave  the  charges  of  the  law,  [ties. 
Poor  men  seek  arbitrators,  thou  wert  chosen, 
!by  such  as  knew  tliee  not,  to  compound  quar- 
rels : 
But  thou  wert  so  delighted  with  the  sp^rt. 
That  if  there  were  uo  just  cause,  thou  wouldst 

make  one. 
Or  he  enj:ag'd  thyself.    This  goodly  calling 
Th'  hast  fullow'd  fivc-and-twenty  years,  and 

studied 
The  criticisms  of  contentions :  and  art  thou 
In  so  few  hours  transformed?   Certain,  this 

.   night 
Th'hast  had  strange  dreams,  or  ratlier  visions. 

Cler.  Yes,  sir. 


I  have  seen  fools  and  fighters  cbain'd  togetlier. 
And  the  fighters  had  the  upper-hand,    andt 

'    whip'd  first,    '  •  [been 

'The  poor  sots  laughing  at  'em.  "What  1  havc» 
It  skills  not ;  what  1  will  be  is  resolv'd  on. 
'  Din,  Why,  then  you'll  fight  no  more  f 

Cler*  Such  is  my  purpose. 

Din.  On  no  occasion  ? 

Cler'.  Therp  you  stagger  me.  [and  bloo(| 
Some  kind  of  wrongs  there  are,  which  fle&U 
Cannot  ieudure. 

Din.  Thou  wouldst  not  willingly 
LiVe  a  pi'otested  coward',  or  be  cdill'd  one  ? 

Cler.  Words  ar«&  but  words*. 

Dt7i.  Nor  wouldst  thou  take  a  blow  ? 

Cler.,  N  ot  from  my  friend,  thb*  drunk  ;  an<J 
I  think  much  less.  [from  an  enemy, 

Di7i.  There's  some  hope  of  tliee  left  then: 
Wouldbt  thou  hear  me  behind  niy  back  dis- 
graced? 

CUr.  D'you  think  I  am  a  rogue  ?   They 

'   ^hat  should  do  it 
Had  better  been  born  dumb. 

Din.  Or  in  thy  presence. 
See  me  o'er-charj»'d  with  odds  ? 

Cler,  I'd  fall  mvself  first. 

Din.  Wouldst  tliou  endure  tliy  mistress  b^ 
And  thou  sit  quiet?   '  [ta'cu  from  tiiee^ 

Cler,  There  you  touch  my  honour; 
No  Frenchman  can  endure  that. 

Din.  Plague  upon  thee  !        [dar'st  suffer 
Why  dost  thou  talk   of  peace  then,  tha^ 
N  otiiing,  or  in  thyself,  or  in  thy  friend. 
That  is  unmanly  ? 

Cler,  Tiiat  1  grant,  I  cannot : 
fiut  IMl  not  quarrel  with  this  gentleman 
For  wearing  stammel  breeched ;  or  this  game- 
ster [nodiing; 
For  playing  a  thousand  pounds,  that  owes  me 


'  Are  you  become  a  patron  ioof  'T*«  a  new  one, 

No  more  onU,  burn  it,  give  it  to  some  orcUor.']  Tatron,  here,  has  its  Latin  meaning,  t.  e. 
a  pleader,  or  advocate;  but  the  vf  or  A  speech  y  dtclamation,  /iwmigue,  or  something  to  that 
effect,  must  be  understood,  to  make  the  following  line  sense;  and  it  is  higltly  probable  that 
a  whole  line  is  lost,  which  might  have  been  something  like  the  following:  * 

Are  you  become  sl patron  too?  How  long 
Have  you  beep  conning  this  speech  ?  Tis  a  new  onp; 
No  moreon*t,  &c.  Satard,   " 

Are  you  become  a  patron  t(fo  ¥  *Tis  a  iiew  onei]  We  suspect /?c<ro7i  to  be  a  corruption  of 
pattern,  a  word  which  would  give  good  sense  to  the  passage,  and  comes  very  near  that  ad-- 
mittcd  into  the  text. 

^  Words  are  but  Kords.']  After  Cleremont  has  said  this,  which  seems  to  assert  that  he 
would  not  niilid  being  called  a  coward,  nor  make  that  a  cause  of  iightiu^^,  Dinant  goes  on 
as  if  he  had  said  directly  the  contrary  ;  and  perhaps  a  line  may  here  be  Ipst  again  to  the 
following  iipport: 

Words  are  but  words,  but  coward  is  a  nax)ie 
I  could  not  bi'ook. 
\Vith  this  addition  the  whole  context  spems  consonant  to  itself.  Sewaid. 

3  Slammel  breeches.]  i.  e.  Red  breeches.  Mr.  Sympsop  has  given  an  explanation  of  the 
word  IrDui  Ben  Jonson,  more  clear  than  what  V/e  have  in  dictionaries.  Octavo  edition, 
page  288. 

*  Red-hood  the  first  that  does  appear 

*  In  stammel ;  scarlet  is  too  dear.^ 

It  is  highly  probable  that  red  breeches  were  in  our  Authors'  time  wpre  only  by  smarts,  and 
were  esteemed  coxcoraical.  In  that  age  of  duelling,  therefore,  a  $neer  upon  this  topic  might 
have  produced  bloodshed.    •        Stvard^ 


Act  1.  Scene  1.] 


THE  LITTLE  ERENCII  LAWYER. 


For  this  man's  Uiking  up  a  common  wench 
In  nies,  and  lousy,  then  maintaining  her 
Caroch'd  «,  in  cicftii  of  tissne;  nor  five  hundred 
Of  such-like  toys,  that  at  no  part  concern  mc. 
Marry,  wher<>  my  honour,  or  my  friend's  is 

question'd, 
I  have  a  fword,  and  T  think  I  may  use  it 
To  th'  cuttine:  of  a  rascars  throat,  or  so, 
Like  a  godd  Christian. 

Din,  Thou'rt  of  a  fine  religion  ;       [ship, 
AM,  ratlier  than  we'll  imilse  a  schism  in  fricnd- 
i  will  be  of  it.     But,-  to  be  serious. 
Thou  art  acquainted  with  my  tedious  love-suit 
To  fair  Lamira  ? 

Ckr.  Too  well*  sir,  and  remember- 
Your  presents,  courtship — ^that's  too  good  a 
rtame —  [sick. 

Your  slavdike  services;  your  mornini;  mu- 
Your  walking  three  houi-s  in  tiie  rain  at  mid- 
night [at. 
To  sec  her  at  her  window,  sometime*;  laughM 
Sometimes  admitted,  and  vouchsafd  to  kiss 
Her  glove,  her  skirt,  nay,  I  have  heard,  her 
slippers;  '  [sooth. 
How  then  you  triumph'd  !  Itere  was  kve  for- 

Din,  These  follies  I  deny  not  ;  [me  : 

Such  a  contemptible  thing  my  dotage  made 
But  my  reward  for  this 

Cier.  As  you  deserv'd  ; 
For  he  that  makes  a  goddess  of  a  puppet> 
Merits  no  other  r'ecotnpenSe; 

Din.  This  day,  friendj 
For  thou  art  so-^^ 

Cf^.  I  am  no  flatterer;  ^  [to 

Din.  This  proud  ingrateful  she  is  married 
I^me  Champempl. 

Cier.  I  know  him  ;  he  Jias  been 
A^  tali  a  seiunan,  and  has  tljriv'd  as  well  by't, 
O'he  loss  of  a  leg  and  an  arm  deducted)  as  any 
That  ever  put  from  Marseilles.  You  are  tame ; 
Plague  on  t,  it  mads  me!  If  it  were  my  case, 
I  sbould  kill  all  the  family. 

Din.  Yet,  but  now 
You  did  preach  patience. 

Cfer.  1  thipn  came  from  confessidrl  ; 
And  'twas  cnjoiu*d  me  three  hours,  for  a  pe- 
nance. 
To  be  a  peaceable  man,  and  to  talk  like  one; 
JBut  now,  all  else  being  pardouM,  I  begin 


On  a  new  tally.    'Foot,  do  any  thing, 
I'll  second  you. 

Din,  I  would  not  willingly  [purpose. 

Make  red  my  yet-white  conscience;  yet  1 
I  th'open  street,  as  they  come  from  the  temple, 
(For  thi^  way  they  must  pftss)  to  speak  iny 

ivronps, 
And  do  it  boldly.  [Mustek  playt, 

Cter.  Were  thy  tongue  a  cannon, 
I  would  stand  by  thf  e,  boy.     They  coipe  * 

Din.  Observe  a  little  first.       [upon  'cm ! 

C/er.  This  is  fine  fiddling. 

Enter  Verfaign,  Champernel,  Lamira,  Nurttf 
BeanprCy  and  Verdone. 

AN  EPITHALAMION  SONG  AT  THE  WEDDTNO* 

Co' le  away  ;  bring  on  the  bride. 
And  place  her  by  her  lover's  side; 
you  tair  troop  of  maids  attend  her, 
PUrie  and  holy  tlioughts  befiiend  bee 
•   Blush,  and  wish,  you  virgins  all, 
Many  such  fair  nights  may  fall. 
Chorus,  Hymen,  fill  the  house  with  joy^ 
Ail  thy  sacred  fires  employ : 
Bless  the  bed  with  holy  love, 
Nowj  fiir  orb  of  beauty,  move« 

Din.  Stantl  by,  for  I'll  be  heard; 

Vert.  This  is  sthinjre  rudeiiess ! 

Din.  Tis  courtship,  balanced  with  iniuries! 
You  all  look  pale  with  guilt,  but  I  will  dye 
Your  clieeks  with  blushes,  if  in  your  sear'd 

veins 
There  yet  remain  iso  much  of  honest  blood 
To  make  the  colour.  First,  to  you,  my  lord, 
Thfe  father  of  this  bride,  whom  you  have  sent 
Alive  into  her  grave. 

Champ,  How  !  to  her  grave  ?       [arion.— 

Din.  Be   patient,  Hr;  1*11  Speak  of  yoii 
You  that  allow'd  me  liberal  access, 
To  make  my  way  with  service,  and  approv'd  of 
My  birth,  my  person,  years,  and  no-base  for- 


tune }  [too 

You  that  are  ricli,  and,  but  in  this,  held  wis« 
That  as  a  father  should  have  Ibok'd  upon 
Your  daughter  in  a  husband,  and  aim'd  more 
At  what  her  youth  and  heat  of  blood  requir'd 
In  lawful  plcHSurcs,  than  tJie  parting  from 
Your  croNVns  to  piiy  her  dower;  you  that  al- 
ready 

Mr.  Steevens  hath  collected  the  following  examples  of  the  use  of  this  motd,  iu  a  note  at 
yae  latter  end  of  the  second  act  of  The  Tempeat. 

*  la  Fletcher's  Woman-Hater: 

"  Humble  herself  in  an  old  xfamel  petticoat." 

*  So,  in  Middleton's  Masque  of  The  World  Toss'd  at  Tennis; 

"  They  wear  itammel  cloaks  instead  of  scarlet" 

*  So,  in  The  Return  from  Parnassus,  1606, 

**  Some  ttamel  weaver,  or  some  butcher's  son." 
<  Again,  in  The  Turk  turn'd  Christian,  16 IS, 
.  ,      .     .  "  That  fellow  in  the  Uammel  hose  is  one  of  them.'* 

And  Mr.  Toilet  observes,  that  stammel  colour  is  a  light-ted  colour.     'The  light-pate  ^/omme/ 

*  is  mentioned  in  Ph.  Holland's  Translation  of  Pliny's  Nat.  Hist,  and  is  also  there  slvled 

*  the  light-red  ttad  fresh  lust t/  gallant,  {i.  260  and  261.  See  also  Stammel  in  Ainsworth'.s 

*  Dictionary/  '  R. 

4  Carocli'd,]  This  word  is  derived  from  the  French  carosse,  a  coach.  In  Tlie  Custom  of  tim 
Country,  IlyuoUta  says,  "  Make  ready  ray  corochj' 
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THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAt^YER. 


[Act  1.  Scene  !• 


Have  one  foot  in  tbe  grave,  yet  study  profit. 
As  if  you  were  assured  to  live  here  ever ; 
What  poor  end  bad  you  in  this  choice?  In  what 
Deserve  I  your  contempt  ?  My  house,  aud  ho- 
nours. 
At  all  parts  equal  yours,  my  fame  as  fair. 
And,  not  to  praise  myself,  the  city  ranks  me 

in  the  first  file  of  her  most  hopeful  gentry. 
)ut  Champernel  is  rich,  and  needs  a  nurse, 
And  not  your  gold ;  and,  add  to  that,  he's 

old  too, 
His  whole  estate  in  likelihood  to  descend 
Upon  your  family  :  Here  was  providence, 
I  erant,  but  in  a  nobleman  base  thrift. 
No  merchants,  nay,  no  pirates,  sell  for  bon4- 

men 
Their  countrymen ;  but  yon,  a  gentleman, 
To  save  a  little  gold,  have  9o]^  your  daughter 
To  worse  than  slavery. 

Cler,  This  was  spoke  borne  indeed. 
Beav,  Sir,  I  shall  take  some  other  time  to 

tell  you, 
That  this  harsh  language  was  delivered  to 
An  old  man,  but  my  father. 
-  Din.  At  your  pleasure. 
Cler.  Proceed  m  your  design ;  kt  me  alone 
To  answer  him,  or  any  man. 

Ferdone.  You  presume 
Too  much  upon  your  name,  but  may  be  co- 

zen'd. 
Dill.  But  for  you,  most  unmindful  of  my 

service, 
(For  now  I  may  upbraid  you,  and  witli  honour, 
Since  all  is  lost ;  and  yet  I  am  a  gainer, 
In  being  delivered  from  a  torment  in  you. 
For  such  yon  must  have  been)  you,  to  whom 

nature 
Gave  with  a  liberal  band  most  excellent  form ; 
Your  education,  language,  and  discourse. 
And  judgment  to  distinguish ;  when  you  shall 
With  feeling  sorrow  understand  how  wretched 
And  miserable  you  have  made  yourself. 
And  but  yourself  have  nothing  to  accuse. 
Can  you  with  hope  from  any  beg  compassion  ? 
But  you  will  say,  you  served  your  father's  plea- 

eure. 
Forgetting  that  onjust  commands  of  parents 
Are  not  to  be  obey'd ;  or,  that  you're  rich. 
And  that  to  wealth  all  pleasures  else  are  sei^ 

vants :  [cha&M, 

Yet,  but  consider  how  this  wealth  was  pur- 
^will  trouble  the  possession. 

Champ.  You,  sir,  know 
I  got  it,  and  with  honour. 
Din,    But  from  whom  ? 
Remember  that,  and  how !  You'll  come  indeed 
To  houscH  bravely  furnish'd,  but  demanding 
Where  it  was  bought,  this  soldier  will  notlie> 
But  answer  truly,  'This  rich  clotli  of  arras 
*I  made  my  prize  in  such  a  ship;  this  plate 


'  Was  my  share  in  another ;  these  fair  jewels, 

*  Coming  ashore,  I  got  in  such  a  village, 

*  The  maid,  or  matrou  kiirdy'from  whom  they 

were  ravish'd.' 
The  wines  you  drink  are  guilty  too ;  fortius. 
This  Candy  wine,  three  merchants  were  un- 
done; 
These  sucketa^  break  as  many  more ;  In  brief. 
All  you  shall  wear,  or  touch,  or  see,  is  pur* 

chasVl 
By  lawless  for9c,  and  vou  but  revel  in  [ers. 
The  tears  and  groans  of  such  as  were  the  own^  . 

Champ,  Tis  false,  most  basely  false ! 

Vert.  Let  losers  talk. 

Din.  Lastly,  those  joys,  those  best  of  joys, 
which  Hymen 
Freely  bestows  on  such  that  come  to  tie 
The  sacred  knot  he  blesses,  won  unto  it 
By  equal  love,  and  mutual  aifection. 
Not  blindly  led  with  the  desire  of  riches. 
Most  miserable  you  shall  never  taste  of  I 
This  marriage-night  youll  meeta  widow'shed. 
Or,  failing  of  those  pleasures  a)  I  brides  look  for^ 
Sin  in  your  wisl\  it  were  so  ! 

Champ.  ThouVt  a  villain, 
A  base,  malicious  slanderer  ! 

Cler.  Strike  him. 

Din.  No,  he's  not  worth  a  blow. 

Champ.  Oh,  that  I  had  thee  [room 

In  some  close  vault,  that  only  would  yield 
To  me  to  use  mv  sword,  to  thee  no  hope 
To  run  away,  IM  make  thee  ou  thy  knees 
Bite  out  the  tongue  that  wrong*d  me ! 

Vert.  Pray  you  have  patience^ 

Lam.  This  day  I  am  to  be  your  sovereign;. 
Let  me  command  you. 

Champ.  1  am  lost  with  rftge. 
And  know  not  what  I  am  myself,  nor  you. 
Away !  dare  such  as  you,  that  love  the  smoke 
Of  peace,  more  than  the  fire  of  glorious  war, 
Aud,  like  unprofitable  drones,  feed  on 
Your  grandsires'  labours,  (that,  as  I  am  now. 
Were  gathering-bees,. and  fiU'd  their  hi\'c, 
this  country,  [actions  ? 

With  brave  triumphant  spoils)  censure  our 
You  object  m V  prizes  to  me !  Had  you  seen 
The  horror  of  a  sea-fight,  with  what  danger 
I  made  them  mine;  the  fire  I  fearless  fought 
in,  [straight 

And  quench'd  it  in  mine  enemies'  bloob,  whicrh 
Like  oil  poured  out  onV,  made  it  bum  anew  ; 
My  deck  bbwn  up,  with  noise  enough  to  mock 
The  loudest  thunder,  and  the  desperate  fools 
That  boarded  me,  sent,  to  defy  the  teispests 
That  were  asainst  me,  to  the  angry  sea, 
Frighted  with  men  thrown  o*er  ;  no  victory. 
But  in  despite  of  the  four  elements. 
The  fire,  the  air,  the  sea,  and  sands  hid  in  it» 
To  be  achievM;  you  would  confess,  poormen, 
(Tho'  hopeless  such  an  honourable  way 


*  Sucketi."]  i.  e.  Banqueting  dishes.  Semard, 

*  Ukc  oil  poured  out  on*t,  made  it  Intm  aTtew.']  I  would  choose  to  read,  **  like  oil  pourM  on 
it ;  *'  but  I  believe  the  old  reading  Toasty  give  the  same  idea.  Tbe  metaphor  is  a  little  difficult 
here;  the  blood  both  qttenches  ana  makes  the  fire  bum  anew;  hut  quencfiety  here,  mustooljF 
signify  to  abate  the  fire/or  a  mtmentf  and  then  the  whole  is  dear*  Semard, 


Act  1.  Scene  t.] 


TII^  UrtTLE  PttENCH  LAWYER. 


To  get  or  wealUi  or  honour  in  yourselves) 
He  that  thro'  all  these  dreadful  passages 
Pursu*d  and  overtook  them,  unaifri£;hted, 
Deserves  reward,  and  not  to  have  it  st^l'd 
By  the  base  name  of  theft. 

Din,  This  is  the  courtship 
That  you  must  look  for,  madam. 

Cier.  'Twill  do  well,  [night  with. 

When  nothing  can  be  done,  to  spend  the 
Tour  tongue  is  souikI,   good  lord;  and  I 

could  wish, 
For  this  young  lady's  sake,  this  leg,  this  arm, 
And  tliere  is  something  else,  I  will  not  name, 
(Tho*  'tis  the  only4hing  that  must  content 
Had  the  same  vigour.  [her,) 

Champ*  You  shall  buy  these  scoffs  [anger ! 
Witli  your  best  blood  !  Help  me  once,  noble 
Nay,  stir  not;  I  alone  must  right  myself. 
And  with  one  leg  transport  me,  to  correct  * 
These  scandalous  praters !  Oh,  that  noble 
wounds  [FalU, 

Should  hinder  j  ust  revenge !  D'ye  jeer  me  too  ? 
I  got  these,  not  as  you  do  your  diseases. 
In  brothels,  or  with  riotous  abuse  " 
Of  wine  in  taverns ;  I  have  one  lee  shot. 
One  arm  disabled,  and  am  honour  d  more 
By  losing  them,  as  I  did,  in  the  face 
Of  a  brave  enemy,  tlian  if  they  were  fonly, 
As  when  1  put  to  sea.     You  are  Frenchmen 
In  that  you  have  been  laid,  and  cur'd.  Go  to ! 
You  mock  my  leg,  but  every  bone  abf»utyou 
Makes  you  good  ahnanack-makers,  to  foretell 
What  weather  we  shall  have. 
^ .     Din,  Put  up  your  sword,         [be  usefuh 

Cler,  Or  turn  it  to  a  crutch  ;  there'l  may 
And  live  on  the  relation  to  your  wife 
Of  what  a  brave  man  you  were  once« 

Din.  And  tell  bfr, 
Wbat  a  fine  virtue  *tis  in  a  young  lady 
To  give  an  old  man  pap. 

Cter,  Or  hire  a  surgeon 
To  teach  her  to  roll  up  your  broken  limbs. 

Din,  To  make  a  poultice,  and  endure  the 
Of  oils,  and  nasty  plasters.  [scent 

Vert,  Fy,  sir,  fy! 
You  that  have  stood  all  dangers,  of  all  kinds,  to 
Yield  to  a  rival's  scoff  P 

Lum.  Shed  tears  upon  [men. 

Your  wedding-day?  This  is  unmanly,  gentle- 

Champ.  They're  tears  of  anger.  Oh,  tliat 
I  should  live 
To  play  tlie  woman  thus!  All'powVfulHeav'n, 
Restore  me,  but  one  hour,  that  strength  again 
That  I  bad  once,  to  chastise  in  these  men 
Their  follies  and  ill  manners ;  and  that  done, 
.  When  yoo  please,  111  yield  up  tlie  fort  of  life, 
And  do  it  gladly. 

CUr,  We  ha^the  betKr  of  haa^ 
We  ba'  made  him  crv. 

Verdant.  You  shall  have  satisfaction  s 
And  I  will  do  it  nobly,  or  disclaim  me. 

Beaup.  I  say  no  more  >  you  have  a  brother, 
sister: 
This  is  your  wedding-day^  we're  in  t6e  street. 
And  howsoever  they  forget  their  honour, 
1i»  fit  I  loM  not  lame,  by  their  example* 


Vert,  If  there  be  laws  in  Paris,  look  to 
This  insolent  affront.  [answer 

C/er.  You  that  live  by  them,   - 
Study  'era,  for  Heaven's  sake  !  For  my  part, 
I  know  not,  [else 

Nor  care  not,  what  they  are.  Is  there  aught 
That  >'ou  would  say  ? 

Din,  Nothing ;  I  have  my  ends. 
Lamira  weeps;  I've  said  too  much,  I  fear! 
So  dearly  once  I  lov'd  her,  that  1  cannot 
Endure  to  see  her  tears. 

[Eseunt  Din,  and  Cier^ 
Champ.  See  you  perform  it, 
And  do  it  like  my  nephew. 

Verdone.  if  I  fail  in't. 
Ne'er  know  me  more.    Cousin  Beaupre  f 

Champ,  Repent  not  [find 

What  thou  hast  done,  my  life;  thou  shalt  not 
I  am  decrepid  :  in  my  love  and  service, 
I  will  be  young,  and  constant;  and  believe  me 
(For  thou  shalt  iind  it  true,  in  scorn  of  all 
The  scandals  these  rude  men  have  thrown 
upon  me)  [ardour, 

I'll  meet  thy  pleasures  with  a  young  man'a 
And  in  all  circumstances  of  a  husband 
Perform  my  parts. 

Lam   Good  sir,  I  am  your  servant ; 
And  'tis  too  late  now,  if  I  did  repent, 
(Which,  as  I  am  a  virgin  yet,  £  do  not) 
To  undo  the  knot,  that  by  the  clnircii  is  tied. 
Only  I  would  beseech  you,  as  you  have 
A  good  opinion  of  me  and  my  virtues. 
For  so  yoo've  pleas'd  to  style  my  innocent 
weakness,  [me. 

That  what  hath  pass'd  between  Dinant  and 
Or  what  now  in  your  hearing  he  hatli  spoken, 
Beo;ct  not  doubts  or  fears. 

Champ.  I  apprehend  you  ; 
Ynu  think  I  will  be  jealous :  As  I  live,. 
Thou  art  mistaken,  sweet  I  and,  to  confirm  it. 
Discourse  with  whom  thou  wilt,  ride  where 

,  thou  wilt. 
Feast  whom  thou  wilt^  as  often  as  thou  wilt ; 
For  I  will  have  no  other  guards  upon  tliee 
Than  thine  own  thoughts. 

Lum.  ni  use  this  liberty 
_  Witii  moderation,  sir. 

Beuup.  I  am  resolved. 
Steal  off;  I'll  follow  you. 

Champ,  Come,  sir,  you  droop  s 
Till  you  find  cause,  which  1  shall  never  gfve^ 
Dislike  not  of  your  son-in-law.  * 

Vert.  Sir,  you  teach  me 
The  langui^e  I  should  use ;  I  am  most  happy 
In  being  so  near  you.  [E.ve,  Verdone  and  Beau, 

Lam.  Oh,  my  fears  !  Good  Nurse, 
Follow  my  brother  unobserv'd,  and  learn 
Which  way  he  takes. 

Nurse.  I  will  be  careful,  madam.    [Exit, 

Champ.  Between  us  coUipliments  are  su« 
perAuon». 
On ,  gentlemen !  Th^  affront  we  hare  met  here 
We'll  think  upon  hereafter  ;  'twere  unfit 
To  cherish  any  thought  to  breed  unrest. 
Or  to  ourselves^  or  xq  our  nuptial  feast. 

\Eseunt, 


tnfe  Little  French  lawyer. 


[Act  1.  Sceh^  1.' 


Enter  Dinant  and  Cleranontl 

Cler,  Wc  shall  have  sport,  iu;\t  fear't. 

Din.  What  spoit,  I  prithee?  [l  lonRfpr't; 

CUr.  Why,  we  must  Tiftht ;  1  know  it,  and 
It  was  apparent  in  the  fiery  eye 
Of  younj:  Vcrdone ;  Beaupre  lookM  pale  and 

shook  too, 
Familiar  &;i;ns  of  anger.    They're  both  brave 
fellows,  [counter 

Tried  and  approved,  and  1  am  proud  to  en- 
With  men,fronl  whom  no  honour  can  he  lost ; 
*l'hey  will  phiv  up  to  a  mi^n,  and  bet  liim  off. 
Whene'er  I  go  to  Ui'  tield,  Heav'n  keep  me 

from 
TKe  meetiufe  of  an  (mflcsird  youtli  or  coward ! 
Tlie  first,  to  2ct  a  name,  conies  on  too  hot ; 
The  coward  is  so  swift  in  giving  ground, 
There  is  no  overtaking  him  without 
A  hunthig  nnc,  well  breath'd  to6. 

Din.  All  this  while, 
You  ne'er  think  on  th6  danger. 

Cier,  Why,  'tis  no  more 
Than  meeting  of  a  dozen  friends  at  supper, 
And  drinking  hard;  mischief  comes  there 

unlook'd  for, 
I'm  sure  as  sudden,  and  strikes  hoinc  as  often; 
for  this  wc  are  prepared. 

Din.  I^mira  loves 
Her  brother  Beaupre  dearly. 

Cier.  What  of  that?  [what 

Din,  And  should  he  call  me  to  ftccount  for 
But  now  I  spake,  (nor  can  I  with  mine  honour 
Recant  my  words)  that  little  hope  is  left  me. 
E'er  to  enjoy  what  (next  to  Iieav'n)I  long  for. 
Is  t«ken  from  me. 

C/cr.  Why,  what  can  you  hope  for, 
She  being  now  married  ? 

Din.  Oh,  my  Cleremont ! 
To  you  all  secrets  of  my  heart  lie  open, 
And  I  rest  most  secure  that  whatsoe'er 
I  lock  up  there,  is  as  a  private  thought, 
And  will  no  further  wrong  me.     I  am  a 

Frenchman, 
And  forthegreater  part  we  ate  bom  courtiers; 
She  is  a  woman,  and  however  yet 
>Jo  heat  of  service  had  the  power  to  melt 
Her  frozen  chastity,  time  and  opportunity 
May  work  her  to  m'y  ends  ;  I  confers  ill  ones, 
And  yet  I  mu:»C  pursue  'em.  Now  her  mar- 
In  probability,  will  no  way  hurt,         [nage, 
But  rather  help  me. 

Ckr,  Sits  the  wind  there?  Pray  you  tell  me 
How  far  off  dwells  your  love  from  lust? 

JLWii.  Too  near; 
But  prithee  chide  me  not. 

Cltr.  Not  I ;  go  on,  boy  I 
r^e  faults  myself,  and  will  not  reprehend 

•  T  think  there  is  no  nation  under  heav*n 

That  cut  their  enemies*  throats  uith  compiiment^ 

And  suth  fine  tricki,  as  ne  do.]  Moliere  has  a  scene  built  upon  the  politeness  of  the  French 
duellers,  winch  is  extremely  like  this.  I  mention  it  not  as  supposing  that  excellent  writer 
to  have  copied  from  our  Authors ;  but  to  show  how  admirably  the  latter  drew  their  charat> 
tcrs ;  since  in  tlie  portraits  of  Frenchmen,  they  hit  tliQ  very  sane  masterly  strokes  with  ih4 
greatest  niaster  of  French  Cgmedy.  St^anL 


A  crime  I  am  not  free  frorot    For  her  mar^' 

riage, 
I  do  esteem  it  (and  most  bachelors  are 
Of  my  opinion)  as  a  fair  protection. 
To  play  th^  wanton  without  loss  of  honoar^ 
I)in.  Would  she  make  use  oft  so,  I  were 

most  happyJ 
Ckt:  No  more  of  this.  Judge  now  wlie- 
The  gift  of  prophecy.  [ther  I  have 

Enter  Beaupre  and  Verdone, 

Beaii.  Monsieur  J3inant,  » 

I'm  glad  to  find  you,  sir. 

Din.  I'm  at  your  service. .  . 

Vcrdone.  Good    monsieur  Cleremont,    I 
have  long  wish'd, 
To  be  known  better  to  yon. 

Cier,  My  desires 
Embrace  youf  wishes,  sir. 

Beau.  Sir,  I  have  ever 
Estecm'd  you  truly  noble,  and  profess 
I  should  have  been  most  proud  to've  ha^  tlid 

honour 
To  call  you  bfoth^r,  but  my  father's  pleasure 
Denied  that  happiness.  I  know,  no  man  lives 
That  can  command  his  passions;  and  there* 
fore  [guag6 

Dare  not  condemn  the  late  intemperate  laii- 
Ye  were  pleas'd  to  use  to  my  father  and  my 

,  sister: 
He's  old,  and  she  a  woman  ;  I  most  sorry 
My  honour  does  compel  me  to  entreat  yoif 
To  do  me  the  favour,  with  your  sword,  Ui 
A  mile  wifhoat  the  city.  [meet  ni6 

Din,  You  much  honour  me 
la  the  demand  ;  I'll  gladly  wait  upon  you. 

Beau.  Oh,  sir,  you  teach  me  what  to  say.' 
The  time  ? 

Din.  With  tlie  next  sun,  if  you  think  fit. 

Beau.  The  place  ?  [the  eity^ 

Din,  Near  to  the  vineyard,  eastward  from 

Beau.  I  like  it  well.  'This  gentleman,  if 
you  please, 
Will'keep  me  company. 

Cier.  That  is  agreed  on  ;' 
And  in  my  friend's  behalf  I  will  attend  himr. 

Vcrdone.  You  shall  not  miss  my  service. 

Beau.  Good  day,  gentlemen  ! 

Din.  At  your  commandment. 

Cier.  Proud  to  be  your  servants. 

[Exeunt  Beaupre  and  Verdone^ 
T  think  there  is  no  nation  under  heaven 
That  cut  their  enemies'  throats  with  compli- 
ment*, 
And  snch  fine  tricks,  as  we  do.  If  you  have 
Any  few  prayers  to  say,  this  night  you  mav 
Call  'em  to  mind,  and  use  'em ;  for  myself^ 
As  I  have  little  to  losey  my  care  is  less  ; 


Act  2.  Scene  1.] 


THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER. 


So,  till  to-morrow  morDioe  I  bequeath  you 
^0  jour  devotions ;  and  those  paid,  but  use 
That  noble  courage  I  have  seen^  and  we 
Shall  fight,  as  in  a  castle. 

Din,  ThouVt  all  honour; 
Thj  resolution  would  steel  ^  coward. 


And  I  most  fortunate  in  such  a  friend. 
All  tenderness  and  nice  respect  of  woman 
Be  now  fur  from  me  !  Reputation,  take 
A  full  possession  of  my  heart,  and  prove 
Honour  the  first  place   liuids,  the  second 
love  I  [ExeuiUn 


ACT    IL 


Disguis'd,  and  if  you  hare  that  power  in  hin^ 
As  I  presume  you  have,  it  is  in  you 
To  stay  or  alter  him. 

Lam,  Have  you  learnt  the  place 
Where  they  are  to  encounter  ? 

Nurte.  Yes,  'tis  where  [ventb. 

The  duke  of  Burgundy  met  Lewis  the  Ele- 

Lam.  Enough  j  I  will  reward  thee  liberally. 

[Exit  Nurse. 

Go,  bring  him  in.— Full  dear  I  lov'd  Dinant^ 

Wliile  it  was  lawful;  but  those  fires  are 

quench*d, 
I  being  now  another's.    Truth,  forgive  me. 
And  let  dissimulation  be  no  crime, 
Tho'  most  unwillingly  I  put  it  on. 
To  guard  a  brothcr*s  safety  ! 

Enter  D'mant, 

Din,  Now,  your  pleasure. 
Tho*  ill  you  have  deserv*d  it,  you  perceive. 
Tm  still  your  fool,  and  cannot  but  obey 
Whatever  you  command. 
Lam.  You  speak  as  if 
You  did  repent  it;  and ''tis  not  worth  my 

thanks  then : 
But  there  has  been  a  time,  in  which  you  would 
Receive  this  as  a  favour. 

Din.  Hope  was  left  then 
Of  recompense. 

Lam.  VVhy,  I  am  still  Lamira, 
And  you  Dinant,  and  'tis  vet  in  my  powe» 
(I  dare  not  say  HI  put  it  into  act) 
To  reward  your  love  and  service. 

Din.  There's  some  comfort.  [fame. 

Lam.  But  think  not  that  so  low  I  prize  mj 
To  give  it  up  to  any  man  that  refuses 
To  buy  it ;  or  with  danger  of  performance 

Of  what  I  shall  enjoin  him 

Din.  N  amc  that  danger 
(Be't  of  what  horrid  shape  soever,  lady) 
Which  I  will  shrink  at ;  only,  at  this  instant, 
Be  speedy  in't. 

Lam,  I'll  put  you  to  the  trial: 
Youshallnot  fight  today,  (d'you  start  at  that?) 
Not  with  my  brother.    I  have  heard  your 

di  (Terence; 
Mine  is  no  Helen's  beauty,  to  be  purchas'd 
With  blood,  and  so  defended :  If  you  look  for 
'  "  f 

?  Enter  Lamira  and  Charlotte,]  I  think  it  very  clear,  that  this  is  the  beginning  of  the 
second  act :  for  a  whole  night  is  past  since  the  last  scene,  and  the  players  seem  to  have  di- 
vided the  acts  at  the  end  of  the  nc^t  scene,  only  to  make  them  of  a  more  equal  length. 

Seward^ 
Though  there  is  reason  in  what  Mr.  Seward  says,  and  propriety  in  his  variatiqn  (where- 
fore we  have  ^opted  it)»  we  art  far  from  beiqg  clear  that  the  old  division  was  not  Fletcher's. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Lamira  and  CkarlotteJ 

Lam,  OLEEPS  my  lord  still,  Charlotte  ? 

^     Char,  Not  to  be  wak'd.       [ceive 
By  your  ladyship's  cheerful  looks,  1  well  per- 
That  thi?  night  the  good  lord  hath  been 
At  an  unOsual  sccvice  ;  and  no  wonder 
If  he  rests  after  it. 

Lam.    You're  very  bold. 

Char.  Your  creature,  madam,  and,  when 

you  are  pleas'd, 

Sadness  to  me's  a  stranger.  Your  good  pardon 

If  I  speak  like  a  fool ;  I  could  have  wisli'd 

To  have  ta'en  your  place  to-night,  had  bold 

Dinant, 
Your  first  and  most  obsequious  servant,  tasted 
Those  delicates,  which,  by  his  lethargy, 
As  it  appears,  have  cloy'd  my  lord. 

Lam.  No  more  !  * 

Char.  I'm  silenc'd,  madam.  ^ 

Lam.  Saw  you  my  Nurse  this  mornmg? 

Char.  No,  madam. 

Lam.  I  am  full  of  fears.    Who's  that? 
[Knock  within, 

Char»  She  you  enquir'd  for.  ' 

Lam.  Bring  her  in,  and  leave  me. 

[Exit  Charlotte, 
Now,  Nurse,  what  news? 

Enter  Nurte, 

Nune,  Oh,  lady,  lireadful  ones  ! 
They  are  to  fight  this  morning ;  there's  no 

remedy. 
I  saw  my  lord  your  brother,  and  Verdone, 
Jake  horse  as  I  came  by. 

Lam.  Where's  Cleremont  ? 

Nurte.  l  met  him  too,  and  mounted* 

Lam.  Where's  Dinant  ? 

Aiursc.  There's  all  tlie  hope;  I've  staid 
him  with  a  trick  : 
If  I  have  done  well,  so. 

Lam.  What  trick? 

Nurse.  I  told  him, 
Your  ladysbip  laid  your  command  upon  him 
To  attend  you  presently;  and,  to  confirm  it. 
Gave  him  the  ring  he  oft  hath  seen  you  wear, 
That  you  bestow'd  on  me.  He  waits  without 
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Fnvours  from  me,  deserve  them  with  obedi- 
Tbere*s  no  way  else  to  gain  'enu         [ence ; 

Din.  You  command 
What  with  miiie  honour  I  cannot  obey, 
Which  lies  at  pawn  against  it,  and  a  friend 
Ivqually  dear  as  that,  or  life,  engag'd, 
I^ot  for  himself,  but  me. 

Lam.  Why,  foolish  man, 
Dare  you  solicit  me  to  serve  your  lust. 
In  which  not  ouly  I  abuse  my  lord, 
My  father,  and  my  family,  but  write  whore, 
Tho' not  upon  my  forehead,  in  my  conscience, 
To  be  read  hourly,  and  yet  name  your  honour? 
Yours  suffers  but  in  circumstance;  mine  in 

substance. 
If  you  obey  mc,  you  part  with  some  credit ; 
From  whom  ?  the  giddy  multitude:  But  man- 
Will  censure  me,  and  justly.  [kind 

Din.  I  will  lose 
What  most  1  do  desire,  ratlier  than  hazard 
So  dear  a  friend,  or  write  myself  a  coward  : 
n^is  better  be  no  man. 

Lam.  This  will  not  do. —  [Aside. 

Why,  I  desire  not  you  should  be  a  coward. 
Nor  do  1  weigh  my  brother's  life  witli  yours ; 
Meet  him,  fight  with  him,  do,  and  kill  him 

fairly : 
Xjet  me  not  suffer  for  you,  I  am  careless. 

Din.  Suffer  for  me  ? 

Lam.  For  you ;  my  kindness  to  you 
Already  brands  me  with  a  strumpet's  name. 

Din.  Oh,  that  I  knew  the  wretch ! 

Lam.  I  will  not  name  him. 
Nor  give  you  any  character  to  know  him ; 
But  if  you  dare,  and  instantly,  ride  forth 
At  the  West  port  o*th*city,  and  defend  there 
My  reputation  against  all  you  meet. 
For  two  hours  ouly,  V\\  not  swear,  Dinant, 
To  satisfy,  tho'  sure  I  think  I  shall. 
Whatever  you  desire.    If  you  deny  this. 
Be  desperate ;  for  willingly,  by  this  light, 
I'll  never  see  thee  more- 

Din.  Two  hours,  d'you  say  ? 

Lam.  Only  two  hours. 

Din,  I  were  no  gentleman,  [arms  me. 
Should  I  make  scruple  of  it.  This  favour 
And  boldljr  1*11  perform  it.  [Exit. 

Lam.  I  am  glad  on*t. 
This  will  pre  vest  their  meeting  yet,  and  keep 
My  brother  safe,  which  was  tne  mark  I  shot 
at.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Cleremant,  as  in  the  field. 

Cler.  I'm  first  i'  th*  fi^^d,  tliat  honour's 

gain*d  of  our  side  ; 
Pray  Heav'u,  I  nuiy  get  off  as  honourably  ! 
The  hour  is  past ;  I  wonder  Diuant  comes  not: 
This  is  the  place ;  I  cannot  see  him  yet : 
It  is  his  quarrel  too  that  brought  me 'hither. 
And  I  ne'er  knew  him  yet  but  to  his  honour 
A  firm  and  worthy  friend;  yet  I  see  nothing. 
Nor  horse,  nor  man :  Twould  vex  me  to  be 

left  here,  prov'd  ones. 

To  th'  mercy  of  two  swords,  and  two  ap- 
I  never  knew  him  last« 


Enter  Beavpre  and  Verdone,   ' 

Beau,  YouVe  well  me^,  Cleremont. 

Verdone.  You're  a  fair  gentleman,  and 

love  your  friend,  sir.  [us. 

What,  are  you  ready  ?  The  time  has  overta'en 

Beau.  And  this,  you  know,  the  place. 

Cler.  No  Dinant  yet !  [do  : 

Beau.  We  come  not  now  to  argue,  but  to 
We  waityou,  sir. 

.  Cler.  There's  no  time  past  yet,  gentlemen; 
We've  day  enough. — Is't  possible  he  comes 

not  ?— 
You  see  I'm  ready  here,  and  do  but  stay 
Till  my  friend  come :  Walk  but  a  turn   or 
Twill  not  be  long.  [two  ; 

Verdone,  We  came  to  figbt. 

Cler.  Ye  shall  fight,  gentlemen. 
And  fight  enough :  But  a  short  turn  or  two  ! 
I  tliink  I  see  him ;  set  up  your  watch,  we'll 
fight  by  it.  [luded. 

Beau.  That  is  not  be ;  we  will  not  be  de- 

Cler.  Am  I  bob'd  thus  ? — Pray  take  a  pipe 
of  tobacco. 
Or  sing  but^some  new  air;  by  that  time, 
gentlemen 

Verdone.  Come,  draw  your  sword ;  you 
know  the  custom  here,  sir, 
First  come,  first  serv'd. 

CUr.  Tho'  it  be  held  a  custom. 
And  practis'd  so,  I  do  not  hold  it  honest. 
What  honour  can  you  both  win  on  me  single? 

Befhi.  Yield  up  your  sword  then. 

Cler.  Yield  my  sword  !  that's  Hebrew  ; 
I'll  be  first  cut  a-pieces.     Hold  but  a  wbiie. 

Enter  an  old  Gentleman. 

I'll  take  the  next  that  comes.    You're  an  old 

Gent.  Yes,  indeed  am  I,  sir.  [gentleman  ? 

Cler.  And  wear  no  sword } 

Gent.  I  need  none,  sir. 

Cler.  I  would  you  did,  and  had  one; 
I  want  now  such  a  foolish  courtesy. 
You  see  these  gentlemen  ? 

Gent.  You  want  a  second  }  [it. 

In  good  faith,  sir,  I  was  ne'er  handsome  at 
I  would  you  had  my  son  ;  but  he's  in  Italy. 
A  proper  gentleman.    You  may  do  well^ 
gallants,  [mercy ; 

If  your  ouarrel  be  not  capital,  to  have  more 
The  eentleman  may  do  his  country— 

Ckr.  Now  I  beseech  you,  sir, 
K  you  dare  not  fight,  don't  stay  to  beg  ro j 

pardon. 
There  lies  your  way, 

Gent.  Good-morrow,  gentlemen.    [Exit. 

Verdone.  You  see  your  fortune ; 
You'd  better  yield  your  sword. 

Cler,  Pray  ye  stay  a  little ; 

Enter  two  Gentlemen, 

Upon  mine  honesty,  you  shall  be  fought 
<r       with. — 

Well,  Dinant,  well! — These  wear  swords, 

and  seem  brave  fellows.  [me ; 

As  you  are  gentlemen,  one  of  you  supply 
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I  want  a  second  now,  to  meet  these  gallants; 
You  know  what  honour  is. 
,  1  Gent.  Sir,  you  must  pardon  us ;  [for, 
We  go  about  the  same  work  you  aire  ready 
And  must  fight  presently  ^  else  we  were  your 
servaiits. 
S  Gent.  God  speed  you,  and  good  day  ! 

[j^xeunt  Gentlemen. 
CUr.  Am  I  thus  colted'? 

beau.  Come,  either  yield 

Cier.  As  you  are  honest  gentlemen,  [tunc; 
Stay  but  the  next,  atid  then  I'll  take  uiy  for- 

Au5  if  I  fight  not  like  a  man Yy,  Dinant! 

Cold  now  and  treacherous  ?  [causes ; 

La-Writ  [roithin].     I     understand    your 

Yours  about  com,  yours  about    pins  and 

glasses —  [parcels  3? 

Will  yjR  make  me  mad  ?  have  I  not  all  tlie 

And  liis  petition  too,  about  hell-founding  ; 

Send  in  your  \1ritnesSes.^What  will  ^e  have 

me  do  ?  [are  melted  ! — 

Will  you  havcnic  break  my  heart?  my  brains 

And  tell  your  master,  as  [  am  a  gentleman^ 

His  cause  shall  be  the  first.    Commend  me 

to  your  mistress, 
And  tell  her,  if  thefc  be  an  extraordinary 
feathei",  [you  too, 

And  tall  enough  for  her- 1  shall  dispatch 

1  know  your  cause,  for  transporting  of  fai-- 

thingales  : 
Trouble  me  no  more,  I  say  again  to  you; 
No  more  vexation !  Bid  my  wife  send  me 

some  puddings ; 
I  have  a  cause  to  run  thrV  reau ires  puddings  * 
l^uddings  enough.     Farewell ! 

Enter  La-Writ. 

Qler.  God  speed  you,  sir  ! 

Beau,  •Would  he  would  take  this  fellow  I 

Verdtme.  A  rare  youth. 

Cler.  If  you  ben  t  hasty,  sir 

La-Writ.  Yes,  I  am  hasty,         [liament ; 
Exceeding  hasty,  sir;  I  am  going  to  the  par- 
Vou  understand  this  bag:  If  you  have  any 
business  [it. 

Depending  there,  be  short,  and  let  me  hear 
And  pay  your  fees. 

Cler.  'Faith,  sir,  I  have  a  business^ 
But  it  depends  upon  no  parliament. 

La-Writ.  1  hdve  no  skill  in't  then. 
t^C/er.  1  must  desire  you ; 
Tis  a  sword  matter,  sir. 

La-Writ.  I  am  no  cutler, 
I  am  an  advocate,  sir. 

Beau.  How  the  thing  looks  ! 

Verdone.  When  he  brings  him  to  fight^— 

Cier,  Be  not  so  hasty  ; 
You  wear  a  good  sword. 
.    La-Writ,  I  know  not  that, 
1  never  drew  it  yet,  or  whether  it  be  A 
sword ' 


Cler,  I  must  entreat  ydd  try,  sir,  and  bear 
apart 
Against  these  gentlemen;  I  want  a  second: 
You  seem  a  man,  and  'tis  a  noble  office. 
La-Writ,  I  am  a  Lawyer,  sir,  I  am   no 
fighter.  [best  to  satisfy. 

Cler.  You  that  breed  quarrels,  sir^  know 
Beau.  This  is  some  sport  yet. 
Verdone.  W  this  fellow  should  fight? 
La-Writ.  And,  for  any  thing  I  know,  I  am 
an  arrant  coward  ; 
Do  not  trust  me ;  I  think  I  am  a  coward. 
Cler.  Try,  try;  you  are  mistaken. — Walk 
on,  gentlemen^ 
The  man  shall  follow  presently. 

Lfi-Writ,  Are  ye  mad,  gentleman? 
My  business  is  within  this  half-hour. 

Cfer.  That's  all  one  ;  [in  that  bottom  i 
We'll  dispatch  within  this  quarter.— Ther# 
^ris  most  convenient,  gentlemen. 

Beau.  Well,  wc^ll  wait,  sir.  [You'll  follow  ? 
Verdone.  Why,  this  will  be  acomick  fight. 
La-Writ.  As  I'm  a  true  man,  I  can't  fight, 
Cler,  Away,  away. — 

[Ereunt  Beavpre  and  Verdone-. 
I  know  you  can  :  I  like  your  modesty ; 
I  know  you  will  fight,  and  so  fight,  with  such 
metal,  [fury— 

And  with  feuch  judgment  meet  your  enemy'4 
I  see  it  in  you  J*  eye,  sir. 

LorWrit.  ru  be  hang'd  then; 
And  I  charge  you,  in  the  king's  name,  namd 
no  more  fighting.  [the  man ; 

■   Cler:  I  charge  you,  in  the  king's  name,  plat 
Which,  ff  you  do  not  quickly,  I  begin  with 
yod ;  [dicstick  ? 

I'll  make  you  darice.    Do  you  see  your  fid-^ 
Sweet  ailvocate,  thou  shalt  fight. 

La-Writ,  Stand  further,  gentleman; 
Or  1*11  give  you  such  a  dust  o'  th'  chaps—* 

Cler.  Spoke  bravely. 
And  like  thyself,  a  noble  advocate ! 
Come,  to  tiiy  tools. 

Iju-Writ.  r  do  not  say  1*11  fight 
Cler.  I  say  thou  shalt,  and  bravely. 
La-Writ.  If  I  do  fight— 
^  say,  if  I  do,  but  don't  depend  upon't-* 
(And  yet  I  have  ti  foolish  icA  upon  me)— 
What  shjill  become  oit  my  writings  ? 

Cler.  Let  'em  lie  by ; 
They  will  not  run  away,  man. 

IM-Writ.  I  may  beltill'd  tooj  [siness? 
And  where  are  all  my  cau&es  then — my  bu- 

I  will    not    fight;  1    cannot  fight. My 

causes [sand  causes ; 

Cler.  I'hou  shalt  fight,  if  thou  hadsc  a  thou- 
Thou  art  a  man  to  fi;rht  for  any  Cause, 
And  carry  it  with  honour. 

La-Writ.  Hum  !  say  yon  sO  ?  If  I  should 
Be  such  a  co^ccomb  to  prove  valiant  now  1 
Cler.  I  know  thou  art  most  valiant. 


«  Colted.]  See  note  3«  on  Rule  a  Wife  and  Have  a  Wife. 

9  ParceU.]  This  is  a  law-term,  and  means  that  part  of  a  deed  in  which  land^  or  other 


ftings,  to  be  conveyed,  are  described. 
Vol,  U, 
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La-Writ,  Do  you  think  so  ? 
I  am  undone  for  ever,  if  it  prove  so, 
I  tell  you  that,  my  honest  friend,  for  ever; 
For  I  ^hall  ne'er  leave  quarrelling. 
How  long  must  we  ficht?  for  I  cannot  stay, 
Nor  will  not  stay  ;  I've  business. 

Qler.  We^Il  do  it  in  a  minute,  in  a  moment. 
La-Writ,  Here  will  I  hang  my  bag  then ; 
it  may  save  ray  belly ; 
I  never  lov'd  cold  iron  there* 
Cler,    You  do  wisely. 
La-Writ.  Help  me  to  pluck  my  sword  out 
then  ;  quickly,  quickly  ! 
•T  has  not  seen  sun  these,  ten  years. 

Cler,  How  it  grumbles  ! 
This  sword  is  vengeance  angry^ 

La-Writ.  Now  1*11  put  my  hat  up. 
And  say  my  prayers  as  I  go.     Away,  bdy  ! 
if  I  be  kill'd,  remember  the  Little  Lawyer  ! 

lExeunt. 
Unter  Beaupre. 
Beaii.  They're  both  come  on;  that  may 
be  a  stubborn  rascal* 

Enter  La-Writ. 
Take  you  that  ground  ;  I'll  stay  here.  Fight 
bravely  !  [let's  have  fair  play ; 

La-Writ,  To*t  cheftrfully,  my  boys!  You'll 
None  of  your  foining  tricks. 

Beau.  Come  forward,  monsieur  ! 
%yhat  hast  thou  there?  a  pudding  in  thy  beUy  ? 
I  shall  see  what  it  holds. 

LorWrit.  Pot  your  spoon  home,  then! 

[Fight. 
Nay,  since  I  must  fight^  have  at  yo\i  without 
God-a-me'rcy  bag !  wit,  sir  I 

Beau.  Nothing  but  bombast  in  you  ? 
The  rogue  winks  and  fights. 
iBeau.  loses  his  szoord;  La-Writ  treads  on  it, 

Lo'Writ.  Now  your  fine  fencing,  sir! 
6tand  off:  thou  diest  on  point  else !  I  have  it, 
Yet  further  off ! — I  have  nis  sword .  [I  have  it  I 

Cler.  [within.']  Then  keep  it; 
fie  sure  you  keep  it ! 

LorWrit*  I*il  put  it  in  ray  mouth  els€f« 
•Stand  further  off  yet,  and  stand  quietly. 
And  look  another  way,  or  I'll  be  with  you  ! 
Is  this  all?  ril  undertaKO  within  these  two  days 
To  furnish  any  cutler  in  this  kingdom. 

Beau.  Pox,  what  fortune's  this!  Disarmed 
A  snail  ?  a  dog  ?  [by  a  puppy  ? 

■  La-Writ,  No  more  o'  these  words,  gentle- 
man! [me! 
Sweet  gentleman,  no  morel  Do  not  provoke 
Go  walk  i'  Ui'  Horse-fair;  whistle,  gentle* 
What  must  I  do  now  ?                       [man. — 

Enter  Cleremonty  pursMid  hy  Verdone, 
Cler.  Help  me;  I'm  almost  breathless. 
Jji-Writ.  With  all  my  heart.      There's  a 
cold  pie  for  you,  sir ! 

•    [Strikes  Cleremont, 
Cler.  Thou  strik'st  me,  fool ! 
%[irWrit.   Thou  fool,   fitaud  further  off 


Deliver,  deliver! 

[Strikes  up  Verdontfs  heetsf  and  takes 
*  his  sword  too. 

Cler.  Hold  fast. 

La- Writ.  I  ne'er  fail  in't.  [daggers ! 

There's  twelve-pence;  go,  buy  you  two^eaden 
Have  I  done  well  ? 

Cler.  Most  like  a  gentletoan. 
Beau.  And  we  two  basely  lost ! 
Verdone.  'Tis  but  a  fortune. 
We  shall  yet  find  an  hour. 

[Exeunt  Beau,  and  Verd.  sadU  • 
Cler.  I  shall,  be  glad  on't. 
La-Writ.    Where's  my  cloak,     and   mj 
trinkets?  Or,  will  you 
Fight  any  longer,  for  a  crash  or  two  ? 
Cler'.  I  am  your  noble  friend,  sir. 
JjOrWrit,  It  may  be  so. 
Cler,  What  honour  shall  I  do  you,  for 

this  great  courtesy  ? 
La-Writ,  All  I  desire  of  you,  is  to  take 
The  quarrel  to  yourself^  and  let  me  hear  no 

more  on*t; 
(I  have  no  liking  to't;  it  is  a  foolish  matter) 
An (^  help  me  to  put  up  my  sword. 

CLer,  Most  willingly. 
But  I  am  bound  to  gratify  you,    and  I  must 
Not  leave  you. 

La-Writ.  I  tell  you,  I'll  not  be  gratified; 
Nor  I  will  hear  no  more  on't.      Take  the 

swords  too, 
And  do  not  anger  me,  but  leave  me  quietly. 
For  the  matter  of  honour,  'tis  at  your  own 

disposure ; 
And  so,  and  so — -  [Exit  La-Writ » 

Cler.  This  is  a  most  rare  Lawyer ; 
I'm  sure,  most  valiant.      Weil,  Dinant,  as 

you  satisfy  me — 
I  say  no  more.    I'm  loaden  like  an  armorer. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Dinant, 
Din,  To  be  dispatch'd  upon  a  sleeveless 
errand !  [tainted ! 

To  leave  mv  friend  engaged,  mine  honour 
Tiiese  are  trim  things.    I  am  set  here  like  a 
perdue,  [mistress. 

To   watch  a  fellow  that  has   wrong'd  mj 
A  scurvy  fellow  that  must  pass  tliis  way; 
But  what  this  scurvy  fellow  is,  or  wheuce,  . 
'  Or  whether  his  name  be  William,  or  John, 
Or  Antony,  or  Dick,  or  any  thing,  I  know 

not; 
A  scurvy  rascally  fellow  T  must  aim  at; 
And  there's  ttie  office  of  an  ass  Hung  on  me. 
Sure  Cleremont  has  fought,  hut  how.come  off, 
And  what  the  world  shall  think  of  me  here-> 
after !  [rascals. 

Well,  woman,  woiqan,    I  nust  look  your 
And  lose  my  reputation!    You've  a  fine 
power  over  us.  [curiously 

These  two  long  hours  I've  trotted  here,  and 
Survey'd  all  goers-by,  yet  find  no  rascal, 

La-Writ  sings  within^  then  enters, 
,  Nor  any  face  to  quotrel  with.  What's  that  f 
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This  is  a  rascally  roice;    sure  it  comes  this 
way.  [broke, 

La-  Writ.  *  He  strook  so  hard  »%  the  bason 
*  And  Tarquin  heard  the  sound/ 

Din.  What  inister«thtng  is  this  "  ?  let  me 

survey  it.  [in  two/ 

IM-Writ:  'And  then  he  struck  his  neck 

Din.  This  may  be  a  rascal,  hut  'tis  a  mad 

rascal. 

What  an  alphabet  of  faces  he  puts  on  ! 

Hey,  how  it  fences!     If  Uiis  should  be  the 

rogue — 
As  'tis  the  likeliest  rogue  I  see  this  day— 
iM^Writ.  *\Vas  ever  man  for  lady*s  sake? 

Down,  down ! ' 
Din,  And  what  are  you,  good  sir?  Down, 

down,  down,  down ! 
Iji-Writ.  What's  tliat  to  you, — good  sir? 
Down,  down  !  [down,  down  ! 

Din.  A  pox  on  you,    good  sir !     Down, 
You  with  your   buckram   bag,    what  make 
you  here  ?  [with  my  shadow  now. 

And  fnim  whence  c^me  you?— I  could  fijrht 
Xo-  Writ,  Thou  Herce  man,  *  that  like  Sir 
Lancelot  dost  appear, 
I   need  not  tell  thee  what  I  am,    nor  eke 
what  I  make  here  **. 
Din.    This  is  a  precious  knave. — Stay, 
-stay,  good  Tristram, 
And  let  me  ask  thy  mightiness  a  question ; — 
Did  you  ne*er  abuse  a  lady  ? 

La-WriL  Not;    to  abuse  a  lady's  very 
Din.  Say  you  so,  sir  ?  [hard,  sir. 

Didst  thou  never  abuse  her  honour? 

I^a^Wrii.    Not;  to  abuse  her  honour  is 

impossible.  [thy  name? 

Din.  Certain,  this  is  the  rascal.     What's 

La-  Writ.  My  name  is  Cock  o*  two ;  use  me 

I  will  be  cock  of  three  else,  [respectively  *3, 


Din.  What's  all  this? 
You  say,  you  did  abuse  a  lady. 
La-iVrit.  You  lie. 

Din..  And  that  you  wrong'd  her  honour, 
La-Writ.  That's  two  lies. 
Speak  suddenly,  for  I  am  full  of  business. 
Din.  What  art  thou,    or  what  canst  thoK 
be,  thou  peagoose,  .  [me  wonderl 

That  durst  giv^  me  the  lie  thus r  thou  mak'st 
La-Writ.  And  wonder  on,  till  time  makes 
all  this  plain.  [thou  a  gentleman  ? 

Din.  You  must   not  part  so,  sir.     Art 
La^Writ.    Ask  those  upon  whose  ruins  I 
am  mounted.  [sun. 

Din.   This  is  some  Cavalero  knight  o*  th* 
La-Writ.  I  tell  thee  I'm  as  good  a  gentle* 
man  as  the  duke. 
I  have  atchiev'd— Go,  follow  thy  business! 
Din.  But  for  this  lady,  sir— - 
I^-Writ,  Why,  hang  rhis  lady,  sir! 
And  the  lady-mother  too,  sir !  What  have  I 
to  do  With  ladies? 

Enter  Cieremont, 
CUt,  Tis  tJie  Little  Lawyer's  voice*:   Ha^ 
he  got  my  way  ? 
It  should  be  hereabouts. 

Din.  You  dry  biscuit  rogue, 
I  will  so  swinge  you  for  this  blasphemy  ! 
Ha'  I  found  you  out  ? 

^'Cl€r.  That  •ihould  beDinant's  tongue  too* 
La-Writ.  And  I  defy  thee;  do  thy  worst! 
*  Oh,  ho,  quotli  Lancelot  tho' !  '* 
And,  that  tliou  shaltknow  I'm  a  true  gentle- 
man, [phant. 
And  speak  according  to  the  phrase  triuuH 
Thy  lady  i$  a  scurvy  lady,    and  a  shittcu 
lady,                                               [lady  »*, 
And,  tho*  I  never  heard  of  her,  a  dcbosbcc^ 

>•  He  Mtrook  so  hard.  &c.]  The  lines  La-Writ  here  sings  are  taken  from  an  old  ballad, 
called  *  The  Noble  Acts  of  Arthur  and  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.'  R. 

"  What  master-thing  is  this  Y']  The  idea  this  gave  was.  What  mastcr-piece  of  (Mitt/  have 
'we  here  ?  But  Mr.  Sympson  ha«  hit  on  a  more  humorous  reading ;-  What  mister-thing  is  this? 
Mi4(€r  wight  being  common  to  Spenser  and  Chaucer,  I  am  far  fron>  i^pproving  the  inser* 
tion  of  obsolete  words  in  general ;  but  here,  where  La-Writ  is  talking  and  singing  knight- 
errantry,  a  word  common  in  the  tales  of  knight-errants  is  certainly  natural  and  obvious. 
In  the  excellent  Glossary  to  Urry'^j  Cliauccr,  mister,  from  the  French  meslier,  a  profession 
or  trade.  Hence  it  is  used  for  any  sort,  kind,  or  condition  ;  as  mister-J'oik  kind  of  men, 
&c.  Seward. 

Mister-thing  i%  the  reading  of  the  second  folio;  not  a  variation  hit  on  by  Mr.  Sympson  ! 

»•  Thoujieru  man,,  &c."J  These  two  lines  also  we  apprehend  to  be  quoted  from  some  old 
romance,  play,  or  ballad. 

»3  Use  me  respectively.]  Here  respectively  is  synonymous  to  respectfully.  We  never,  t 
believe,  now  use  it  in  that  si  ••<e.  Seward. 

In  The  La^s  of  Candy,  Aniiophel  says,  "  The  princess  ever  for  your  sake  most  respect 
tively  loved  me."    The  word  frequently  occurs  in  the  same  sense,  in  the  old  writers. 

'*  Deboshedi'i  In  The  Tempest,  act   iii.  scene  2,  Trinculo  use  s  this  word,  speaking  to 
Caliban,  upon  which  Mr,  Steevens  remarks,  'Imeetvv^ith  tliis  worc(,  which  I  suppose  t^ 
'  be  the  same  as  debauch^dy  in  Randolph's  Jealous  Lovers,  1634, 
**  See  your  house  be  stor'd 

*  "  With  the  dehoisliest  roarers  in  this  city." 

*  When  this  word  was  first  adopted  from  the  French  language,  it  appears  to  have  been  spelt 
'  according  to  the  pronunciation,  and  therefore  wrongly ;  but  ever  since  it  has  been  spel^ 

*  right,  it  has  been  uttered  with  equal  impropriety/  -         ^ 
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And  thou  a  squire  of  low  degree !  Will  that 
content  thee  ?  [sword,  sir, 

Dosttliou  way-lay  me  with  ladies r — A  pretty 
A  vejy  pretty  sword !  I  Uaye  a  great  mini 
to't.  [rogue ! 

Din.    You  shall  not  lose  your  longing, 
Cler.    Hold,  hold ! 
Hold,  Dinant,  as  thou  art  a  gentleman  ! 
LorWrit,  As  much  as  you  will ;  my  hand 
is  in  now.  [you  draw  your  sword 

Cler.  I  am  yojir  friend,  sir. —Dinant, 
Upon  the  gentleman  preserved  your  honour : 
This  was  my  second,  and  did  back  me  nobly. 
JFor  shame,  forbear. 

Dm,  I  ask  your  mercy,  sir, 
And  am  your  servant  now. 
'     LorWrit,  May  we  not  fight  then  ) 
Cler.  Vm  sure  you  shall  not  now. 
La-Writ'  I'm  sorry  for't ; 
I'm  sure  I-ll  stay  no  longer  then,  not  a  JQt 
longer.  [still,  sir. 

Are  there  any  more  on  ye  afore  .^  1  will  sing 
[Exit  La-Writ,  singing. 
Din,  I  look  now  you  should   chide  me, 
and  'tis  fit,  [anger, 

And  witli  much    bitterness    express    your 
I  have  deserv*d :  Yet,  "when  you  know— 

Cler,  I  thank  you  ! 
Do  you  think  that  the  wrong  you  have  ofTer'd 

me,  [wrong 

^e    most   unmanly   wrong,     unfriend  Ijf 

Din,  1  do  confess 

Cler,  That  boyish  sleight 

Din,  Not  so,  sir.  [your  honour, 

Cler,  That  poor  and  base  renouncing  of 
Can  be  allay 'd  with  words? 

Din.  1  give  you  way  stil  1.  [it  a  friend's  part, 

Cler,  Coloured  withsmpoth  excuses?  Was 

A  gentleman's,  a  man's  that  wears  a  sword, 

And  stands  upon  the  point  of  repufation. 

To  hide   his  head   then,    when  his  honour 

call'd  him ; 
Cnll'd  him  aloud,  and  led  him  to  his  fortune  ? 
i'o  halt,  and  slip  the  collar?    By  my  life, 
1  would  have  giv'n  my  life   I'd  never  known 

tbee  ! 
Th'  hast  eaten  canker-like  into  my  judgment 
With  this  disgrace,    thy  whole  life  caimot 
heal  again. 
Din.  This  I  can  suffer  too ;  I  find  it  honest. 
Cler.  Can  you  pretend  an  excuse  **  now 
may  absolve  you, 
Or  any  thing  like  honest,  to  bring  you  off? 
Engage  me,  like  an  ass  ? 
Din,  Will  you  but  hear  me  ? 
Cler.  Expose  me  like  a  jade  to  tug,    and 
hale  thro'. 


Laugh'd  at,    and  almost  hooted  ?   Your  dis^ 

graces  [me  i 

Invite  men's  swords  and  angers  to  dispatch 

Din,  If  you  will  be  patient 

Cier.  And  be  abus'd  still?    But  that  I've 
call'd  thee  friend, 
And  to  that  name  allow  a  sanctuary. 
You  should  hear  further  from  me;    I'd  no( 
talk  thus :  [sir. 

But  hencefurth  sU^nd  upon  your  own  bottom, 
Andfbear  your  own   abuses;    I   scorn  m]^ 

sword 
Should  travel  in  so  poor  and  empty  quarrels. 
Din.  Ha'  you  done  yet  ?   take  your  wholt 
swing  of  anger ; 
111  bear  all  with  content. 
Cler.  Why  were  you  absent  ? 
D^n,    You   know  I  am  no  coward,  yoa 
have  seen  that, 
And  tliercfore,  out  ef  fear  forsook  you  not ; 
You  know  I  am  not  false,  of  a  treacherous 
nature,  [you  too  ; 

Apt  to  betray  my  friend;  I  have  fought  for 
You  know  no  business,  that  conccfrn*<i  my 
My  kindred,  or  my  life — ' —  [stated 

Cler,  Where  was  the  fault  then  ? 
pin.  The  honour  of  that  lady  I  adore, 
Her  credit,  and  her  name:  You  know  sh<^ 
And  with  what  haste.  [sent  for  me, 

Cler,  What  was  he  that  traduc'd  ? 
bin.  The  man  i'th'  moon,  I  think ;  hither. 
But  to  what  end——  [I  was  sent» 

Enter  Nurse, 
Cler,  This  is  a  pretty  fiim-Qam  l 
Nurse.  l*ni  glad  I've  met  you,  sir;  I  havfi 
And  seeking  ev'ry  where.        [been  seeking, 

Cler.  And,  now  you've  found  liim. 
Declare  what  business,  our  ambassador  ^K 
Nurse.    What's  that  to  you,     goodman 

Flouter? — Oh,  sir,  my  lady - 

Din.    Prithee,    u6  more  of  thy  lady  ;    I 

have  too  much  on't. 
Cler,  Let  me  have  a  little;  speak  to  ^e. 
yurseJ  To  you,  sir  ?  [aside,  sir^ 

Tis  more  than  time  !— All  occasions  set 
Or  whatsoever  may  be  thought  a  business— 
Din.  What  then? 

Nurse.  Repair  to  me  within  this  hour. 
Cler.  Where? 

Nurse.  What  is  that  to  you?    come  you. 
When  youVe  sent  for,  "[sir, 

Cler.  God-a-mercy,  Mumpsimos  I 
You  may  go,    Dinant,  and  follow  this  old 

fairy, 
Till  you  have  lost  yourself,  your  friends, 
your  credit, 


'♦  Can  you  pretend  an  excuse—]  Mr.  Seward's  passion  for  exact  measure  induces  him  to 
read,  «  Can  you  pretend  a '««/*e.'^  ,    , ,    ,        ,, 

>5  Ojxt  ambassador.']  Mr.  Sympson  thinks  this  might  probably  be  o/d  ambassador,  an^ 
^en  there  is  a  strong  reason  for  her  calling  him  fouler.  It  is  certainly  an  improvement^ 
and  bids  fair  for  havmg  been  the  original.  Seward.         ,      \       \     .^ 

Our  ambassador  isjiouting;  and  the  old  readmg  should  not  be  altered  without  authority^ 
while  it  is  intelligible  i  though  we  think  the  emendation  a  good  one. 
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And  boney  out  your  youth  io  rare  adven- 
I  can  but  grieve  IVe  known  you.        [tures : 

JVtcrte.  Will  you  go,  sir  ? 
I  come  not  often  to  you  with  these  blessings: 
You  may  believe  Chat  thing  there>   and  re- 
^piat  dogged  thing!  [pent  it, 

Cler,  JPeace,  Touchwood! 

Din,  I  will  not  go. 
Go,  bid  your  lady  seek  some  fool  to  fawn 
on  her,  [with ; 

Some  unexperienc*d  puppy  to  make  sport 
}*ve  been  her  mirth  too  long !   Thus  I  shake 
from  me  [ments 

The  fetters  she  put  on ;   thus  her  enchant- 
I  blow  away  like  wind :  No  more  her  beauty—^ 

Nurse.  Take  heed,  sir,  what  you  say. 

Cier,  Go  forward,  Dinant. 

Dm.  The  charms  shot  from  her  eyes 

Nur$e,  Be  wise. 

Cler.  Be  valiant. 

J)in.    That  tongue,  that  tells  fair  tales  to 
men's  destructious. 
Shall  never  rack  me  more'*. 

Nurse,  Stay  there. 

Cier,  Go  forward. 

JDifi.  I  will  now  hear  her,  see  her,  as  a 

woman,  [her  *', 

Survey  her,  and  the  power  man  has  allowed 

As  I  would  do  the  course  of  common  things, 

Unroov'd,  unstruck. 

Cier,  Hold  there,  and  I  forgive  thee. 

X>ifi.  She  is  not  fair,  and  that  tbat  makes 
her  proud 
Js  not  her  own,  our  eyes  bestow  it  on  her ; 
To  touch  and  kiss  her  is  no  blessedness, 
A  sun-burnt  Ethiop's  lip's  as  soft  as  hers. 
Go,  bid  her  stick  some  other  triumph  up. 
And  take  into  her  favour  some  dull  fool, 
That   has   no    precious  time  to  lose,    no 
friends,  [chant, 

No  honour,  nor  no  life :    Like  a  bold  roer- 
Abold  an4  bankrupt  man,  I've  ventur'd 
all  these,  [to  her; 

And  splif  my  bottom.      Return  this  answer 


I  am  awake  again,  and  see  her  mischiefs. 
And  am  not  now,  on  every  idle  errand, 
And  new-coin'd  anger,  to  be  hurried  *•, 
And  then  despis'd  again;   J  have  forgot  her. 

Cler,  If  this  be  true— 

Nurse,  Pro  sorry  I  have  troubled  y'>u ; 
More  sorry,  tliat  n^y  lady  has  adventur'd 
So  great  a  favour  in  so  weak  a  mind.' 
This  hour  you  have  refus*d  That,  when  you. 
come  to  know  it,  [fellow  ! 

Will  run  you  mad.  and  make  you  curse  that 
She  is  not  fair,  nor  handsome !  so  I  leave  you. 

Cler.  Stay,  lady,  stay ;    but  is  there  such^ 
a  business  ?  [yours 

Nurse.    You'd  break  your  neck,  'twere 

Cler,  My  back,  you  would  say. 

Nurse,  But  play  the  friend*s  part  still,  sir, 
Tis  a  fair  oftice.  [and  undo  him  ; 

Din,  I've  spoke  too  liberally. 

Nurse,  I  shall  deliver  what  you  say* 

Cier,  You  shall  be  haog'd  first ; 
You'd  fain  be  prating  now !    Take  the  man 

Nurse.  Not  I ;  I  have  no  power,  [with  you. 

Cier.  You  may  go,  Dinant. 

Nurse.  Tis  in*s  own  will;  I  had  no  further 
charge,  sir,  [thought 

Than  to  tell  him  what  I  did ;    which,   if  I'd 
It  should  have  been  receiv'd  so 

Cler.  'Faith,  you  may; 
You  do  not  know  how  far  it  may  concern  you. 
If  I  perceived  any  trick  in't — ^ 

Din,  Twill  end  there. 

Cler.   Tis  my  fauU  then.    There  is  an 
hour  in  fortune  >9,  [chide  you. 

That  must  be  still  observ'd:   You  think  I'll 
When  tilings  must  be.     Nay,  see,  an  he 
will  hold  his  head  up !  [too  ? 

Would  such  a  lady  send  witli  such  a  charge 
Say  she  has  play'd  the  fool,  play  the  fooi 

with  her  again, 
The  great  fool,  the  greater  still  the  better. 
He  shall  go  with  you,  woman. 

Nuru.  As  it  please  him; 
I  know  the  way  alone  else. 


|vhich  Piaant  a  little  lower  expresses  by  the  same  metaphor : 

" like  a  bold  merchant, 

f* I've  ventur'd  all  these,"  (i.  e.  time,  friends,  honour  and  life,) 

"  And  split  my  bottom." 
This  coniinn^on  occurred  f^fter  the  conjecture  itself.  Seward, 

I?  And  the  power  man  ha^  allow'' dy  sir.]  Former  edit.  Seward. 

}^  And  am  not  now  on  evertf  idle  errand^ 
And  netthcoin^d  anger,  to  be  hurried, 

And  then  detpis'd  again.]  Mr.  Sympson  suspects  ^he  word  A»rrte(/,  as  making  no  antithe* 
yis  to  despit^df  and  therefore  proposes  to  read  honofedf  %  word  common  to  our  Authors.  But 
lis  Dinant  had  just  before  been  ^*  hmrted  on  an  idle  errand,  and  a  new-coin 'd  anger,"  I 
see  no  sort  of  reason  for  the  change:  Perhaps,  indeed,  anger  might  have  been  danger, 
because  it  was  the  pretence  of  that  which  had  induced  him  to  go  upon  her  former  en*and ; 
but  neither  is  this  change  necessary.  Seward, 

>»  There  is  an  hour  in  fortune,  » 

That  must  be  still  observed.]  We  meet  with  this  sentiment  in  Shakespeare^  Julius  Cesar, 
^lae  passive  is  cjuoted  (vol,  i.)  act  ii.  sc.  1,  note  *  of  The  Custom  of  the  Country. 
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pin,  Where's  your  lad;  ? 
Nurte,  I  shall  direct  you  quickly. 

Din,  Well,  nigo;  [say 

But  what  her  wrongs  will  give  roe  leave  to 
Cler.  We'll  leave  that  to  yourselves.    I 
filmll  hear  from  vou  f 


Din.  As  soon  as  I  come  off. 

Cler.  Come  on  then  bravely. 
Farewell  till  then,  and  play  the  man  ! 

Din.  YoaVe  merry; 
AH  1  expect  is  scorn.    1*11  lead  you,  lady. 

^Exeunt  seterally. 


ACT   iir. 


Enter  Champernel,  Lamira^  Beaupre,    Fer- 
done,  and  Charlotte, 

Beau,  \^E*LL  venture  on  him. 

' '^      Champ.  Out  of  my  doors!    J 
charge  thcp. 
See  mc  no  more ! 

£am.  Your  nephew  } 

Champ.  I  disclaim  him ; 
lie  has  no  part  in  mc,  nur  in  my  blond. 
My  brother,  that  kept  fortune  bound,  and 
Conquest  hereditary  to  his  issue,  [left 

Could  not  l)cj;et  acowaj'd. 

Vcrd,  I  fought,  sir, 
Like  a  good  fellow,  and  a  soldier  too ;  [fates : 
But  men  are  men,  and  cannot  make  their 
Ascribe  you  to  my  father  what  you  please, 
I*ni  born  to  suffer. 

Champ,  All  disgraces,  wretch  ! 

Lam,  Good  sir,  be  patient. 

Champ,  Wab  there  no  tree, 
rFor  to  fall  by  a  noble  enemy's  sword 
A  coward  is  unworthy)  nor  ho  river  ••, 
To  force  thy  life  out  backward,    and   to 

drown  it, 
Bnt  that  thou  mqst  survive  thy  infamy. 
And  kill  mc  with  the  sight  of  one  1  hate. 
And  gladly* would  forget.? 

Beau,  Sir,  his  misfortune 
Deserves  not  this  reproof. 

Champ,  In  your  opinion; 
n^is  fit  you  two  should  be  of  one  belief. 
Y'ou  are  indeed   fine   gallants,     and  fight 

bj-avely 
I'th'  city  with  your  tongues,  but  in  the  field 
Have  neither  spirit  to  dare,  nor  power  to  do  \ 
Your  swords  are  all  lead  there. 

Beau.  I  know  no  duty 
XHowc\'er  you  may  wreak  your  spleen  on 
That  binds  me  to  endu^-e  this.  '     [him) 

Champ,  From  Diiiaut 
You'll  suffer  more  !  That  ever  cursed  I 
Should  give  my  honour  up,  to  the  defence 
Of  such  a  thing  as  he  is  !  or  my  lady^ 


Tliat  is  all  innocent'*,  for  whom  a  dove  wouI4 
Assume  the  courage  of  a  daring  eagle. 
Repose  her  confidence  in  one  that  can  * 
No  better  guard  her  !  In  contempt  of  you, 
I  Jove  Di|ijaut|  mine  enemy,  nay.  admire 
him ;  "  [justice. 

His   valour  claims   it  from  me,    and  with 
He  that  could  fi^li^  thus,    in  a  cause  not 
honest,  [honour. 

His  sword  edg*d  with  defence  of  right  and 
Would  pierce  as  deep  as  liehtning,  witli 
And  kill  as  deadly.  [that  speed 'too, 

Verd,  You're  as  far  from  justice. 
In  him  you  praise,    as  equity  in  the  censure 
You  loud  me  with.  ^ 

Beau.  Dinant?  lie  durst  not  meet  us, 

Iauu.  How!  durst  not,  brother.? 

Beau.  Durst  not;  I  repeat  it. 

Vtrd.    Nor  was    ift  Cleremont's    valour 
that  disarm *d  us ; 
I  had  the  better  of  him.  For  Dinant,  [I  dar^ 
If  that  might  make   my   peace  with  you, 
Write  him  a  coward  upon  evVy  p«)st, 
And  with  the  hazard  of  my  life  defend  it. 

Lam.  If  'twere  laid  at  the  stake  you'd 
lose  it,  nephew. 

Champ,  Came  he  not,  say  you? 

Verd.  No;  but  in  his  room 
There  was  a  devil,  hir'd  from  some  magician| 
I'th*  shape  of  an  attorney.  • 

Beau.  Twas  he  did  it. 

Verd.  And  his  the  Iwiiour. 

Beau.  1  could  wish  Dinant ; 

But  what  talk  I  of  one  that  stepp'd  aside, 
Apd  durst  not  come  ! 

Lam,  I'm  such  a  friend  to  truth, 
I  cannot  hear  this.     Why  do  you  detract    ' 
Thus  poorly  (I  should  say  to  others,  basely) 
From  one  of  such  approv'd  worth  ? 

Champ.  Ha  !    how's  this  ?  ["9 We, 

Jjom.  From  one  so  excellent  in  all  tliat*» 
WJiose  only  weakness  is  excess  of  courage  } 
That  knows  no  enemies,    tliat  he  cannof 
master. 


-no  river. 


To  force  thy  life  out  hackmard,  or  to  drown  it."]  Tlie  disjunctive  or  is  surely  improper  here; 
for  forcing  life  out  backward  is  only  an  exceedingly  droll  description  of  drowning,        Seward, 

«»  Thai  is  all  innocent.]  All-innocent  is  poetical,  but  from  no  hyphen  being  added  in  the 
former  editions,  and  innocent  being  wrote  with  a  great  letter,  perhaps  the  true  reading  may 
be,  "  ail  innocence."  Seward. 

Surely  there  is  no  need  q£  a  hyphen;  the  expression  is  equally  poetic,  and  the  sense  %hjfi 
iame,  without  it,  ■  .    ■  ^ 


Act  5.  Scene  1.] 
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But  bis  affections;  and  in  them^  the  worst^ 
llis  love  to  me? 
Champ.  To  you  ? 
Lam,  Yes,  sir,  to  me : 
I  dare  (for  what  is  that  nhich   innocence 
dares  not)  [combat 

To  you  profess  it :  And  be  shunn'd  not  the 
For  fear  or  doubt  of  these.       Blush,  and 
repent,  [valour ! 

That  you  in  thought  e*er  did  that  wroi:g  to 
Beau.  Why,  this  is  rare. 
Champ    'Fore  Heaven,  exceeding  rare  ! 
Why,  modest  lady,  you  that  sing  such  en- 

Ofyuur  first  suitor [comiums 

Verd.  How  can  you  convince  us 
In  our  reports^"  ? 

Lam*  With  what  you  cannot  answer : 
iVas  my  command  that  staid  him. 

Champ,  Your  command  ?  [with  my  power 
Lfim,  Mine,  sir;  and,  had  my  will  rank'd 
And  his  obedience,  I  could  have  sent  him. 
With  more  ease,   weaponless  to  you,    and 
bound,  [ills  honour 

Than  have  kept  him  back;    so  well  he  loves 
Beyond  his  life. 

Champ..  Better  and  better  still ! 
Lam.  I  wrought  with  him  in  private,  to 
divert  him  [yo"« 

From  your  assur'd  destruction,  had  be  met 
Chump.  In  private  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  and  us*d  all  arts,  all  charms, 
Of  one    that    knew    herself   the   absolute 
Of  all  his  faculties.  [mistress 

Champ.  Gave  all  rewards  too 
His  service  could  deserve  ?  Did  not  he  take 
The  measure  of  my  sheets  ? 

yLojn.  Do  not  look  yellow;  [me,  sir. 

Fve  cause  to  speak ;    frowns  cann(it  fright 
By  all  my  hopes^  as  I  am  spotless  to  you, 
It  I  rest  once  assur'd  you  do  but  doubt  me, 
Or  curb  me  of  that  freedom  you  once  gave 

Champ.  What  then?  [me- 

Xcrm.  ni  not  alone  abuse  your  bed,  (that's 
nothinjg  ! ) 
But,  to  your  more  vexation,  'tis  resolvM  on, 
I'll  run  away,  and  then  try  if  Dinant 
sHave  courage  to  defend  me. 
Champ,  Impudent  ! 

Verd,  And  on  the  sudden 

Beau,  How  are  you  transformed 
From  what  you  were ! 

Lam.  I  was  an  innocent  virgin. 
And  i  can  truly  swear,  a  wife  as  pure 
As  ever  lay  by  husband,  and  will  die  so, 
Xiet  me  live  unsuspected ;  Tm  no  servant, 
Nor  will  be  us'd  like  one!  If  yon  desire 
To  keep  me  constant,  as  I  woidd  be,  let 
Trust  and  belief  in  you  beget  and  nurse  it: 
Unnecessary  jealousies  make  more  whores, 
Tlmn  all  baits  else  laid  toentrapour  frailties. 
Beau.  There's  no  contesting  with   her: 
From  a  child. 


Once  mov'd,  she  hardly  was  to  be  appeas'd; 
Yet  I  dare  swear  her  honcbt. 

Champ.  So  I  think  too, 
On  better  judgment.     I  am  no  Italian, 
To  lock  her  up ;    nor  would  I  be  a  Dutcb' 
man,  [me : 

To  have  my  wife  my  sovereign,  to  command 
ril  try  the  gentler  way ;  but,  if  that  fail. 
Believe  it,  sir,  there's  nothing  but  extremes 
Which  she  must  feel  from  me. 
Beau.  That  as  you  please,  sir. 
Char.  You've  won  the  breeclies,  madam ! 
lyjok  up  sweetly ; 
My  lord  limps  tow*rd  you. 

Lam,  YoQ  will  learn  more  manners ! 

\Striket  her^ 
Char.  This  is  a  fee,  for  counsel  that's  uii- 

ask'd  for  ! 
Champ.  Come,   I  mistook  thee,    sweet; 
prithee,  forgive  me ! 
I  never  will  be  jealous:  Ere  I  cherish 
Such  a  mechanic  humour,  I'll  be  nothing* 
I'll  say,  Dinant  is  all  that  tliou  wouldst  huviC 
Will  that  suttice  ?  him  ; 

Jjiim   'Tiswell,  sir! 
Champ,  Use  thy  freedom 
Uucheck'd,  and  unobserv'd  :    If  thou  wilt 
have  it,  [wrongs; 

These  shall  forget  \heir  honour,  I  my 
We'll  all  dote  on  hiin.  Hell  be  my  reward, 
If  I  dissemble  ! 

Lam,  And  that  hell  take  me, 
m  aiTect  him  I  lie's  a  lustful  villain, 
(But  yet  no  coward)  and  solicits  me 
To  my  dishonour;  that's  indeed  a  quarrel,. 
And  truly  mine,  which  1  will  so  revenge, 
As  it  shall  fright  such  as  dare  uiily  tliink 
To  be  adulterers. 

Champ.  Use  thine  own  ways ; 
I  give  up  all  to  thee. 

Beau,  Oh,  vtromen,  women  !  [evils. 

When  you  are  pleas'd  you  are  the  least  of 

Verd.  rilxhyme  to't— But  provok'd,  the 

worst  of  devils  I  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Sampson  and  three  Clients, 
Samp.  I  know  moiis«eur  I^a-Writ. 

1  Client.  'Would  he  knew  himself,  sir! 
Sump.  He  was  a  pretty  lawyer,  a  kind  of 

or  a  kind  of  unable  thing,      [pretty  lawyer, 

2  Client.  A  fine  lawyer,  sir. 

And  would   have  firk'd  you  up  a  business  ! 
And  out  of  this  court  into  that  ! 

Samp.  You  are  too  forward  ;  [have  done. 
Not  so  fine,  my  friends;  something  he  could 
But  short,  short  I 

1  Client.  1  know  your  worship's  favour ; 
YouVe  nephew  to  the  judge,  sir. 

Sfimp,  It  may  be  so. 
And  somethiug  may  be  done,    without  trotr* 

ting  i'tii'  dirt,  Vricnds: 
It  may  be  I  can  take  him  in  his  chamber. 


••  In  our  reportt.'\  All  editions,  but  die  first,  read "jfaur  reports:"  W«  think  tlie  old 
Twding  best ;— fi4*/iwVw?*«si»ifi«»  emtfute,  or  ww«<  U9  offaUeho^ 
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[Act  3.  Scene  1^ 


And  have  an  hour's  talk ;  it  may  be  so ; 
And  tell  him  that  in*s  ear— there  are  such 
I  will  not  say,  I  can.  [courtesies ; 

3  Client,  We  know  yon  cafi,  sir. 

Satnp,  Peradventure  ay,  peradventure  tio. 
— — But  Where's  La-W  ri t  ? 
Where's  your  sufficient  lawyer  ? 

1  Client*  He's  blown  up^  sir. 

2  Client.  Run  mad,  and  quarrels  with  the 
dog  he  meets : 

He  is  no  Lawyer  of  this  world  now; 

Sump,  Your  reason  ? 
Is  he  defunct?  is  he  dead  ^ 

2  Client,  No,  he*s  not  dead  yet,  sirj 
But  I  would  be  loth  to  take  a  lease  on's  life 

for  two  hours:  [fighting, 

Alas,  he  is  possessed,  sir,  with  the  spirit  of 
And  quarrels  with  all  people ;  but  how  he 
^  ^      came  to  it —  [man, 

Samp,  If  he  fight  well,  and.  like  a  gentle- 
Thc  man  may  fight;  for  'tis  a  lawful  calling. 
Look  you,  my  friends,  I  am  a  civil  gentle- 
And  my  lord  my  uncle  loves  me.  [man, 

3  Client,  We  all  know  it,  sir. 

[too,  much  business, 
Samp,  I  think  he  does,  sir;  Fvc  business 

Turn  you  some  forty  or  fifty  causes  in  a 

Yet,  when  I  get  an  hour  of  vacancy,  [wdek : 

I  can  fight  too,  my  friends;  a  little  does  well; 

I  would  be  loth  to  learn  to  fight. 
1  Client*  But,  an*t  please  you,  sir. 

His  fighting  has  neglected  all  our  business  t 

W^e  are  undone,  our  causes  cast  away,  sir; 

His  not  appearance' 

Samp,  There  he  fought  too  long  ; 

A  little,  and  tight  well ;  he  fought  too  long, 
indeed,  friends : 

But,  nevertheless,  things  must  be  as  they  may, 

And  there  he  ways- 

1  Client.  We  know,  sir,  if  you  please' 

Samp,  Something  I'll  do.  Go^  rally   up 

your  causes. 

Enter  La-Writ  and  a  Gentleman  at  the  door, 

2  Client,  Now  you  may  behold,  sir, 
And  be  a  witness,  whether  we  lie  or  no« 

La-Writ,  ril  meet  you  at  tlie  ordinary, 
sweet  gentUiuen, 
And  if  there  be  a  wench  or  two 

Gent,  We'll  have  'em.  [come  ; 

La-Writ.  No  handling  any  duels  before  I 
We'll  have  no  going  kss'^ ;  I  hate  a  cowai'd ! 

Gent.  There  shall  be  nothing  done. 

La-Writ,  Make  all  the  quarrels 


You  can  devise  before  I  coiiie>  and  let's  all 
There's  no  sport  else.  [^g*^'  » 

Gent.  We'll  see  what  may  be  done,  sir. 

1  Clitnt.  Ha!  moAsieur  La-Writ ! 

La-Writ.  Bai9ed  in  way  of  business, 
My  causes  cast  away,  judgment  against  us ! 
Why,  there  it  goes: 

2*  Client,  What  shall  we  do  the  whilst,  sir  ? 

La-Writ,  Breed  new  dissensions ;  go  hang 

yourselves  I  [living; 

'Tis  all  one  to  me  ;  I  hate  a  hew  trade  of 

1  Client,  Do  ybu  hear  what  he  says,  sir? 

Samp.  The  gentleman  speaks  finely. 

La-Writ.  Will  any  of  you  fight?  Fighting** 
my  occupation,  .  ^ 

If  you  find  yourselves  aggriev'd. 

Santp.  A  complete  gentleman!  [petitions! 

Lo'Writ:  Avant,  thou  buckram  budget  of 
Thou  spital  of  lame  causes** !  I  Isrment  for 
And,  till  revenge  be  taken [thee  ; 

Samp.  Tis  most  excellent. 

La-Writ.  There,  every  man  chuie  his  pa- 
per, and  his  place :  [nesSy 
I'll  answer  ye  all ;  I'll  u^lect  ho  man's  busi- 
But  he  shall  have  satisfaction  like  a  gentleman  ^  * 
The  judge  may  do  and  not  do;  he's  but  a 
monsieur.                                  [hag,  sir. 

Samp.  You  have  nothing  of  mine  in  four 

La-H^nY.  Iknow  not,  sir  J,  [^ning. 

But  you  may  put  any  thing  iii,  any  fitting 

Samp.  It  is  sufficient ;  you  may  hearljere- 

La-Writ.  I  rest  your  servant,  sir!  [after. 

Samp.  No  more  words,  gentlemen,    [mej 
But  follow  me  ;  no  more  words,  as  you  lovtt 
The  gentleman's  a  noble  gentleman  ! 
I  shall  do  what  I  can,  and  th^n 

Clients,  We  thank  you,  sir.    [gentleman. 

Samp.  Not  a  word  to  disturb  him  ;  he's  s 
[Exeunt  SampsOn  and  Clients: 

La^Writ,  No  cause  go  o'my  side  ?  the  judge 
cast  all  ?  [action. 

And,  because  I  was  honourablyemploy'd  in 
?  nTis  very  well, 


And  not  appear'd,  pronounce?  Tis  \ 
Tis  well,  'faith  !  ^tis  well,  judge  ! 

E?iter  Cleremont* 
Cler.  Who  have  we  here? 
My  Little  furious  Lawyer  ? 

Iju-Writ,  I  say,  'tis  well! 
But  mark  the  end  ! 

Cler.  How  he  is  metamorphos'd  ! 
Nothing  of  Lawyer  left,  not  abitof  buckram^ 
No  soliciting  face  now :  This  is  no  simple 
Your  servant,  sir,  and  friend  !    [conversioo. 

'5  We'll  have  no  going  less.]  So  first  folio  ;  hut  the  other  editions  read,  <*  Well  have  nor 
going  else,"  We  think  the  old  reading  is  the  best 'sense,  and  much  more  characteristick». 
To  go  less,  too,  is  a  phrase  often  used  by  our  Authors. 

^  Thou  spittle  of'  lame  causes,'}  To  call  a  pettifogger  a  person  spit  out  of  laifie  causes 
eeems  very  bcilf,  and  the  common  cant  term  splitter  is  so  near  the  trace  of  tlie  letters,  that 
there  can  be  little  doubt  of  its  being  the  original.  There  are  few  chai-acters,  either  in 
Shakespeare,  Jonson,  or  Moliere,  that  surpass  La-Writ  in  comic  humour.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  totally  misapprehends  this.  "  Spittle  [or  Spital]  of  lame  causes,"  is  most 
ridiculously  interpreted  <'  a  person  spit  out  of  lame  causes."  It  means, ''  an  hospital  of  lam4 
causes ;"  a  figurative  expression,  quite  agreeable  to  the  ufual  Style  of  our  Au^ors.. 
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Act  i.  Scefic  1.3  .'^*"^  lAl'll^  psil^i^li  IjVWYCT.  I^ 

iMrWrit.  A  jmdgp,  or  no  judge,  no  judf?e! 

Ckr.  Thif  is  the  prettiest  rogue  that  e'er 
I  read  of;  [sidcnt? 

None  to  provoke  to  th*  field,  but  the  old  pre- 
What  face  sliall  I  put  on  ?  If  I  come  in  ear- 
i  am  $ure  to  we«up  a  pair  of  bracelets,  {nest. 
This  may  make  some  sport  yet;  I  wiii  deliver 
Here  comes  the  pre:jident.  [it. 

EtUer  Vertaign^  with  tv?o  Gentlemen, 
Vert,  I  shall  find  time,  gentlemen. 
To  doprour  causes  good     Is  not  that  CVere* 
t^  Gent.  Tis  he,  my  lord.  [iftont  ? 

Vert.  Why  does  be  ^niie  upon  me?   [sir. 
Ami  become  ridiculous?  Has  your  fortune. 
Upon  my  sou,  made  you  conteo^n  his  father  f 
The  glorv  of  a  gentlema^  is  fair  bearipg. 
Cler,  Mistake  me  not,  my  lord ;  you  shall 
uot  find  that: 
I  come  with  no  blown  spirit  to  abuye  ypu ; 
I  know  your  place,  and  honour  due  ^^t^  it. 
The  reverence  to  your  silver  age  a^d  yjruie. 
Vert.  Your  face  is  mer^y  still. 
Cler,  So  is  my  business; 
And  I  beseech  your  honour  mistake  me  not. 
I  haye  brought  you,  f>om«.w^d,  or  rather 
n^-man,  (^ij^ 

As  mad  a  piece  of You  were  wont  to  love 

In  your  young  days  ;  I've  known  yqv  houov 

wooe  it :  [lenge,  «ir-r 

This  may  he  made  no  little  one ;  'tis  (i  cbiU' 

Nay,  start  not,  I  bese^youj  itmcimsyovno 

harm, 
Nor  any  man  of  honoyr,  or  undcrst^ding ; 
Tis  to  steal  from  your  serious  hours  »  littlj^ 

laughter, 
I  am  bold  to  fatring  it  to  your  lordship. 

Vert.  Tistome,  iude^d.  Xye^irs? 

J)o  -iliey  take  me  for  ^  swordman  at  the^ 
Cler.  Tis  only  worth  your  hpuour's  micth, 
that's  ull,  sir; 
It  had  been  in  me  else  a  saucy  rudeness. 
Vert.  FnnnoneLa-Wrkj  a  very  punctual 
challenge.  [joatter. 

Uer.  But,  if  your  lordship  mark  it,  no  great 
Vert.  I  have  known  such  a  wTanglin«  ad- 
vociHe,  rjurn; 

Such  a  httle  figent  thing.    Oh,  I  remember 
A  notable  talking  knave !  Now,  .out  upon 
*ihii,  [mortally ! 

H*has  clu&lleng'd  me  downright,   defied  m6 
I  do  remember  too,  1  cast  his  causes. 
Cler.  Why  there's  the  quarrel,  sir,  tht 
mortal  r^.-\rrol. 

*»  O  adroirantis.]  An  ingenious  friend  suspects  this  I^uin  word  to  iiave  been  a  marzinal 
note  crept  into  the  text.  I'hat  Cleremoot  saying  only  O,  soniebody  wrote  against  it  udmi- 
rtfafic,,to,shew  that  a  note  of  admiration  was  omitted ;  and  that  diiswas  the  ejcpression  of 
one  uuder  a  very  comick  astonishment  I  hope  the  reader  will  assent  to  the  conjecture  ^nd 
iiave.theeefoDe  discarded  the  word.        Sctpard.  ' 

We  do  not  think  admirantis  to  have  been  a  marginal  note,  but  that  the  word,  or  some 
.near  it,  was  really  given  by  the  writers  to  Cleremont  to  express  his  astonishment.  The  old 
teit.shoukl  not  be  discarded ;  and  the  word  completes  the  measure,  an  argument  to  whicb 
Mr.  Seward  often  pays  tou  much  regard, 

VoL.IL  JP 


J^tk-Writ.  You  ccmf  in  time,  sir. 

Cler.  The  happier  man,  to  be  at  your 
command  then.        [but  that^s  all  one ; 

I^Writ.  You  laav  woiuler  to  see  me  thus  ; 
Time  shall  declare.  Its  true,  I  was  a Tjawyer, 
iBut  I  have  mew'd  that  coat ;  I  hate  a  Lawyer ; 
t  talk'd  much  in  the  court;  now  I  hate  talking. 
I  4i4  y<>u  the  oiiice  of  a  man  ? 

Cler.  I  must  confess  it. 

La-Writ.  Aud  hudg'd  not ;  no,  I  •budg'd 

Cler.  No,  you  did  not.  [not? 

Jjo-Writ,  l*here's  it  then  ;  one  good  turn 
requires  anotlier.  [service. 

Cler.  Mpst  willing,  sir;  I'm  rieady  at  your 

LorWrU.  There,  read,  and  understand, 
and  then  deliver  it. 

Cler.  This  is  a  challenge,  sir. 

La-Writ.  I'is  very  like,  sir ; 
I  seldom  now  write  sonnets. 

Cler.  O,  admirantis^  / 
^  To  Monsieur  VertaigD,  the  President.' 

La-Writ.  I  chuse  no  fod,  sir. 

CUr.  Why,  he's  no  swordman,  sir. 

La-Writ,  Let  him  learn,  let  him  learn  f 
Time  that  trains  chickens  up,  willteacb  hun 
quickly. 

Cler.  Why,  he's  a  judge,  an  old  man  i 

La-Writ,  '^tyex  too  old 
.  To  l»e  a  gentleman ;  and  be  that  is  a  judge 
Can  Judge  best  wliat  belongs  to  wouuded  ho- 
nour, [causes. 
There  are  my  griefs,  he  has  cast  away  my 
In  which  he  has  bow'd  my  reputation  : 
And  therefore,  judge,  or  nojudge*-— ^ 

Cler.  Pray  be  rulM,  sir ! 
This  is  the  maddest  thing—* 

La- Writ.  You  will  not  carry  it  ? 

Cler,  I  do  not  tell  you  jbo  ;  but,  if  you  may 
be  persuaded [would  not  fij;ht*; 

La-  Writ.  You  know  how  you  us*d  me  when  I 
Dovou  remember,  ^entlema^  ? 

Cler.  The  devil's  m  liim.  [do  it ; 

La-  Writ.  I  see  it  in  your  eyes,.tbat  you  dare 
You  have  ararryin^  face,  and  you  shall  carry 

Cler.  The  least  is  banishment.  [it. 

La-Writ.  Be  banish'd  then; 
Tis  a  friend's  part :  We'll  meet  in  Africa, 
Or  any  Corner  of  the  .earth. 

>Cler.  Say,  he  will  not  iight  ? 

LorWrit.  I  know  then  what  to  say ;  .take 
you  no  care,  sir. 

Cur,  Well,  I  will  carry  it,  and  deliver  it. 
And  to-morrow  morning  meet  you  in  the 

I»uvre  ; 
Till  when,  my  service. 
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[Acts.  Scene  1. 


.   Vert,  Why,whatakuavei8this!  As  you're 

a  gentleman, 
Is  there  no  further  purpose  but  mere  mirth } 
What  a  bold  man  of  war !  he  invites  me 

roundly.  [man, 

Cler,  If  there  should  be,  I  were  no  gentle- 
Nor  worthy  of  the  honour  of  my  kindred. 
And,  tho'  I'm  sure  your  lordship  hates  my 

person, 
Wliich  time  may  bring  again  into  your  favour, 
Yetj  for  the  manners   "  • 

Vert,  I  am  satisfied  : 
You  see,  sir,  I've  out-Uv'd  those  days  of 

fighting,  [^beat  him  myself; 

And  therefore  cannot  do  him  the  honour  to 
But  I  have  a  kinsman  much  of  hi<!  ability. 
His  wit  and  carriage*,  (for  this,  call  him  tool) 
One  that  will  spit  as  senseless  fire  as  this 

fellow. 
Cler.  And  such  a  man  to  undertake)  my 

lord  ?  [pitch-barrels  together 

•  Vert,  Nay,  he's  too  forward  ;  these  two 
Cier,  Upon  my  soul,  no  harm. 

Vert,  It  makes  me  smile. 
Why,  what  a  stinking  smother  wiU  they  utp 

ter!  [pion. 

Yes,  he  shall  undertake,  sir,  as  my  chani- 
{Since  you  propound  it  mirth,  I'll  venture  on 

it)  [honest. 

And  shall  defend  my  cause :  But,  as  you're 
Sport  not  with  blood  ! 

•  Cler.  Think  not  so  basely,  good  sir. 
Vert.  A  squire  shall  wait  upon  you  from  my 

kinsman ; 
To-morrow  morning  make  your  sport  at  full ; 
You  want  no  subject;  But,  no  wounds ! 
CUr.  That's  ray  care. 
Ferf.  And  so,  good  day!  [Ex,  Vert,^  Cent, 
Cler,  Many  unto  your  honour ! 
iThis  is  a  noble  fellow,  of  a  sweet  spirit 
Now  must  I  think  how  to  contrive  thismatter. 
For  together  they  shall  go. 

Enter  Dinant, 

Din*  Oh,  Cleremont! 
I  am  glad  I  have  found  diee. 

CUr,  I  can  tell  thee  rare  things. 
-  Din.  Oh,  I  can  tell  thee  rarer: 
Dost  thou  love  me? 

Cler,  Love  thee? 

Din,  Dost  thou  love  me  dearly  ? 
Dar^st  thou  for  my  sake 

Cler,  Any  thing  that's  honest. 

Din,  Tho'  it  be  dangerous  ? 

Cler.  Pox  o'  dangerous ! 

Din,  Nay,  wondrous  dangerous  ? 

Cler.  Wilt  thou  break  my^heart?  - 

Din,  Along  with  me  then. 

Cler.  I  must  part  to-morrow.  [night. 

Din .  You  shall,  you  shall .  Be  faithful  for  this 
And  thou  hast  made  thy  friend  I 


Cler,  Away,  and  talk  not!  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lamira  and  Nurse, 
Lam,  Oh,  Nurse,  welcome !  Where's  Di- 
Nurse.  He's  at  my  back.  [nant? 

Tis  the  most  liberal  gentleman — ^This  gold 
He  gave  me  for  my  pains !  Nor  can  I  blame 
If  you  yield  up  the  fort.  [you, 

lAtm.  How!  yield  it  up? 
Nurse,  I  know  not;  he  that  loves,  and 
gives  so  largely, 
And  a  young  lord  to  boot,  (or  I  am  cozen'd) 
May  enter  every  where. 

Lam,  Thou'lt  make  me  angry. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremont, 
Nurse,  Why,  if  you  are,  I  hope  here's  one 
will  please  you  ;                      [with  you  ! 
Look  on  him  with  my  eyes.     Good  luck  go 
Were  I  young  for  your  sake- 
Din.  1  thank  thee.  Nurse.  [am 

Nurse.  I  would  be  tractable;  and,  as  I 
Lam,  Leave  the  room  I 
So  old,  and  so.immodest !  And  be  careful. 
Since  whispers  will  wake  sleeping  jealousies. 
That  none  disturb  my  lord.        [Exit  Nurse^ 

Cler,  Will  you  dispatch  ? 
Till  you  come  to  tlie  matter,  be  not  rapt  thus. 
Walk  in,  walk  in ;  I  am  your  scout  for  once  ; 
You  owe  me  the  like  service. 
Din,  And  will  pay  it. 
Lam.  As  you  respect  our  lives,  speak  not 
so  loud.  [am  silenc'd. 

Cler,  Why,  do  it  in  dumb  show  then ;  I 
Lam.  Be  nut  so  hasty,  sir !  The  golden 
apples  [surea 

Had  a  fell  dragon  for  their  guard ;  your  plea- 
Are  to  be  attempted  with  Herculean  danger. 
Or  never  to  be  gotten. 

Din.  Speak  the  means.  [and,  alas. 

Lam,  Thus,  briefly  :  Mylord  sleeps  now- 
Each  night  he  only  sleeps. 

Cler,  Go,  keep  her  stirring.  [does. 

Lam,  Now,  if  he  wake,  as  sometimes  he 
He  only  stretches  out  his  hand,  and  feels 
Whether  I  am  a-bed,  which  being  assur'd  of. 
He  sleeps  again ;  but,  should  he  miss  me. 
Could  not  defend  our  lives.  [valour 

Din,  What's  to  be  done  then  ?        [I  any 
Lam,  Servants  have  servile  faiths,  nor  have 
That  I  dare  trust;  on  noble  Cleremont 
We  safely  may  rely. 

Cler,  What  man  can  do, 
Command,  and  boldly. 

Lam.  Thus  then ;  in  my  place 
You  must  lie  with  my  lord. 
Cler,  With  an  old  man  ? 
Two  beards  together  ?  that's  preposterous  ! 
iom.  There  is  no  other  way;  and,  tho'  'tii 
dangerous,  [too. 

He  having  servants  within  call,  and  arm'd 


^  His  wit  ofM^  carriage.]  So  first  folio;  and  the  character  of  Sampson  proves  this  the 
right  reading,  though  all  the  other  copies  say,  "  wit  and  courage,'^  The  following  words 
too,  **fuf  this  call  him  fool,"  confirm  it. 


<Act  3.  Scene  1.] 
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Slaves  fed  to  act  all  that  his  jealousy 

And  rage  commapd  them;  yet  a  true  frieud 

Check  at  the  hazard  of  a  lite,     [should  not 

Cier  I  thauk  you  ! 
I  love  my  frieod,  but  know  no  reason  why 
To  hate  myself.     To  be  a  kind  of  pandar, 
You  see,  I  am  willing; 
But,  to  betray  mme  own  throat  you  roast 
pardon.  [defeated  ! 

Dm.  I^hen  I  am  lost,  and  all  my  hopes 
Were  I  to  hazard  ten  times  more  for  you. 
You  should  find,  Cleremont 

Clar,  You  shall  not  out-do  me; 
Fall  what  may  fall.  111  do't. 

Din.   But,  for  his  beard 

Lam,. To  cover  that,  you  shall  have  my 
night-linen : 
And,  you  dispos'd  of,  my  Dinant  and  I 
Will  have  some  private  conference. 
Enter  Champemel  prhatefy* 

Cier.  Private  doing. 
Or  ril  not  venture. 

Lam.  That's  as  we  tigree. 

[Exeunt  omnes  prater  Champ. 

Nurte  and  Charlotte  pass  over  the  stage  with 
pillows,  night-cloaths,  and  such  things. 
Champ.  What  can  this  woman  do,  presen** 

ing  her  honour? 
I  have  given  her  all  the  liberty  that  may  be. 
I  will  not  be  far  off  tho',  nor  I  wdi  not  be 

jealous. 
Nor  trust  too  much :  I  think  she  is  virtuous; 
Tet,  when  J  hold  her  best,  she's  but  a  won^cui, 
As  full  of  frailty  as  of  faith ;  ^  poqt  slight 

woman, 
And  her  best  thoughts  but  weak  fortifications : 
There  may  be  a  mine  wrought,  Wf;il,  let'em 

work  then ;  [strous, 

I  sludl  meet  with  it ;  'till  the  signs  be  mon- 
And  stick  upon  my  head,  X  will  not  believe 

it.  [Stands  private. 

She  may  be,  and  she  o^ay  qqp.    ]i^uvv  to  my 

observation. 

Enter  Dinani  and  Lamira, 
Din.  Why  do  you  make  me  stay  so  ?  If 

you  love  me — 
La/n,  You  are  too  hot  and  violent. 
Diu.  Why  do  you  shift  thus 
From  one  chamber  to  another? 

Lam.  A  little  delay,  sir, 
Like  lire  a  little  sprinkled  o'er  with  water. 
Makes  the  desires  burn  clear,  and  ten  times 
hotter. 


Din,  Why  do  you  speak  so  loud  ?  I  pray 
go  in,  [away. 

Sweet  mistress.    I  am  mad !  Time  steaia 
And  when  we  would  enjoy 

Lam,  Now,  fy,  fy,  servant!  [sures? 

Like  sensual  beasts  shall  we  enjoy  our  plea* 

Din.  Pniy  do  but  kiss  me  then  ^. 

Lam.  Why,  that  I  will, 
And  you  shall  find  anon,  servant* 

Din,  Softly,  for  Heaven's  sake  I  [now ! 
You  know  my  friend's  engag'd.  A  little ;  now, 
Will  you  go  in  again  ? 

Xroxn.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Din.  Why  do  you  laugh  so  lond,  precious  f 
Will  you  betray  me?  have  my  friend's  throat 
cut? 

Lam.  Come,  come.  111  kiss  thee  a^ain. 

Chump.  Will  you  so  ?  You're  liberal  I 
If  you  do  cozen  me 

Enter  Nurse,  with  wine. 

Din.  What's  this? 

Lam.  Wine,  wine ;  a  draught  or  two. 

Din.  What  does  tliis  woman  here  ? 

Lam,  She  shall  not  hipdcr  you. 

Din.  This  might  have  been  spar'd ; 
Tis  but  delay,  and  time  lost.    Pray  send 
her  softly  off.  [wine; 

Lamf  Sit  down,  and  mix  your  spirits  with 
I  will  make  you  another  Hercules. 

Din.  I  dfire  not  drink. 
Fy,  what  delays  you  make  I  I  dare  not; 
I  shall  be  drunk  presently,  and  do  strango 
thing**  then.  jt)h,  the  pleasure ! 

Lam.  Not  drink  a  cup  with  your  mistress ! 

Din.  Lady,  why  this  ?  [Musick^ 

Lam.  We  must  have  mirth  to  our  wine, 

Din.  Plague  o'  the  musick.  [man. 

Champ.  God-a-mercy,  wench? 
If  thou  dost  cuckold  me,  I  shall  forgive  thee. 

Din.  The  house  will  all  rise  how ;  tliis  wil) 
disturb  all. 
Did  you  do  this  ? 

Lam.  Peace,  and  sit  quiet,  fool ! 
You  love  me ;  come,  sit  clown,  and  dnnk. 


Enter  Cleremout  abov0,     . 
Cier.  What  a  devil  ail  you? 
How  cold  Isweat !  A  hog's  pox  stop  your  pipes  I 

[Musickj 

The  thing  wjll  wake.    Now,  now,  luethinks 

I  fiiirf  [that? 

His  sword  j  ust  glidingthro'  my  throat.  What'* 

A   vengeance  choak  your  pipes  I  Are  you 

there,  lady? 

«  Pray  do  not  kiss  me  then.]  Dinant's  answer  and  Laraira's  reply  seem  to  have  lost  all 
their  humour  by  tins  pmntjng.  The  former  being  eager  with  expectation,  she  asks  bun 
taunungly,  '  Wliether  they  should  enjoy  their  pleasure  like  sensual  beasts?'  He  smartly 
answers,  •  By  no  means,  don  tiet  us  do  so ;  and  for  that  reason  kiss  lue.'  hissing  beinii  the 
disunction  between  the  fondness  of  human  creatures  and  that  of  beasts  :  She  immediately 
complies,  but  speaks  and  smacks  so  loud,  that  she  puts  him  iuto  a  pamc  instead  of  a 
raoture.         Seamrd.  «^  r  •• 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  «  Pray  Aonot ;  kiss  me  Men."  The  error  originated  from  the  second 
foU9,^hich  reads  »o^  for  but;  and  even  that  is  preferable  to  Reward's  variation,  wliich  we 
took  for  an  error  of  the  press,  before  we  were  aware  of  his  note. 

D  % 
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[Act  S.  Senile  1» 


Stop»  stop  those  rascals  t  Do  yov  brmg  me 

hither 
To  be  cut  into  raincM  meat?  Why,  Dinant! 

Din,  I  cannot  do  withal: 
I  have  spoke,  and  spoke;  I  am  betray'd  and 
lost  too.  [me  ? 

Cler,  Do  you  hear  me  t  do  you  understand 
Plnpue  damn  your  whistles !     [Mviick  ends, 
,  Lam,  TTwaS  but  an  over-sight; 
They'?e  done ;  lie  down.  [not 

Cifr.  *Wou]d  you  had  done  too ;  youkuo^v 
In  what  a  misery  and  fear  Hie : 
You  have  a  lady  in  your  arms. 

Din,  I  would  have.  [The  tecorden  again. 

Champ,  I'll  watch  vou,  goodmaii  Would- 

Cler.  Remove,  tor  lEieaven's  sake,  [have ! 
And  fall  to  that  you  come  for. 

Lam,  Lie  you  down ; 
Tis  but  an  hour's  endurance  now. 

Cler.  I  dare  not; 
Softly,  sweet  lady.'  God's  heart «« ! 

Lam,  Tisnotlung  but  your  fear;  he  sleeps 
Lie  gently  down.  [still  soundly. 

Cier,  Pny  make  an  end. 

Din,  Come,  inadnm. 

Lam,  These  chambers  are  too  near. 

Champ,  I  shall  bp  nearer. 

\Exeun,t  Din,  and  Lam. 
Well,  go  thy  ways ;  I'll  trust  tliee  thro'  the 

world. 
Deal  how  thou  wilt:  That  that  I  never  feel, 
I'll  never  fear.    Yet,  by  tlie  honour  of  a 
soldier,  [will  look, 

I  hold  thee  truly  noble.    How  these  things 
And  how  their  bloods  will  curdle  I  Plav  on, 
children;  [fool. 

You  bhall  have  pap  anon.    Oh,  thou  grand 
That  thou  kne^  st  but  tliy  fortune  I 

[Musick  done, 

C//r.  Pence,  good  madam  I       [be  wary; 
Stop  her  mouth,  Dinant.  ]t  sleeps  yet;  pray 
Dispatch;  I  can't  endure  this  misery;  lean 
Hear  nothing  more;  1*11  say  mv  prayers,  and 
down  again.  [Whittle  within, 

A  thousand  iarums^  fall  upon  my  quarters! 
Heavn  send   me  off!  When  I  lie  keeping 


coarsest*— 


r^hiijtp  1 


[shak< 


Plague  o'  your  fumbling,  Dinant  I  "How  I 
1  is  still  again.  'Would  I  were  in  the  Indies ! 

•  [Exit, 


Enter  Dinant  and  Lamira :  A  Ughi  mtkin. 
Din,   Why  do  you  use  me  thus?    thus 

foorly,  basely? 
me  into  a  hope,  and  then  destroy  me  t 
Why  did  you  send  forme  ?  this  new  way  train 
me  ?  [now  I'll  shew  thee  J 

X^m.  Madman,  and  A}ol,  and  false  man. 

Din,  Pray  put  your  light  out. 

Lam.  Nay,  I'llhold  it  thus,  [it ! 

That  all  chaste  eyes  may  see  %hy  lust,  and  scon| 
Tell  me  but  this,  tvhen  you  first  doted  on  me. 
And  made  suit  to  enjoy^me  as  your  wife. 
Did  you  not  bold  me  honest  ? 

Din,  Yes,  most  virtuous. 

Lam,  And  did  not  that  appear  the  only 

lustre,  [ration? 

That  made  me  worth  your  love  and  admi- 

Dm.  I  must  confess. 

Lam,  Why  would  you  deal  90  basely  ? 
So  like  a  thief,  a  villain 

Din,  Peace,  good  madam !  [ciously^ 

Lam.  I'll  speak  aloud  too  T^Thus  mali- 
Thus  breaking  all  the  rules  of  honesty, 
Of  honour  and  of  truth  (for  which  I^v^d  yon. 
For  which  I  call'd  you  ser\'ant,  and  admir*d 

you,) 
To  steal  that  jewel  purchas'd  by  another. 
Piously  set  in  wedlock,  even  that  jewel, 
Because  it  had  no  flaw,  you  held  nnvaluable  ? 
Caii  he  that  has  lov'd  good,  dote  on  the 
deyil?  [agent) 

(For  he  tliat  seeks  a  whore,  seeks  bu 
Or  am  I  of  so  wild  and  low  a  blood, 
So  nurs'd  in  infamies 

Din,  I  do  not  tliink  so, 
And  I  repent. 

Lam,  That  will  not  serve  yonr  turn,  sir. 

Din,  It  was  your  treaty  drew  me  on. 

Lam,  But  it  was  your  villainy 
Jade  you  pursue  it.    I  drew  you  but  to  try 
How  much  a  man,  and  nobly  you  durst  stand. 
How  well  you  had  deserv'd  the  name  of  virtu* 

ous : 
But  you,  like  a  wild  torrent,  mix'd  with  all 
Beastly  and  base  affections,  came  floating  on, 
^Swelling  your  poison'd  billows 

Din,^  Will  you  betray  me  ? 

Lam,  To  alfthe  mis'riesa  vex'd  woman  may. 

Din,  Let  me  but  out,     '       * 


but  hik 


]fei 


•■  Softly y  weet  lady heart?]  Former  copies.    We  must  either  reaf)  "hark  I "  for 

''  heart  ?''^  or  rather  believe  there  has  been  some  omission  from  delitacy. 

**  A  thousand  alanus^^//  upon  my  quarleri^  Lamms  are  often  used  by  our  Authors  for 
alarms,  and  the  verse  requires  it  here.  They  are  botli  derived  fromi  the  Italian  Al  arme^ 
i.  e.  To  arms.  Without  knowing  this,  the  metaphor  will  be  probably  misunderstood  ;  his 
quarters  seems  to  mean  the  odd  post  he  was  quartered  in,  and  he  had  a  thousand  alarms 
beating  on  every  side  of  him.        Seward, 

Must  not  every  reader  suppose  "  larums"  was  introduced  to  the  text  by  this  ingenious 
commentator  ?  Indeed,  it  was  not,  as  the  old  folio  proves. 

>•  When  I  lie  keeping  courses.]  1  know  no  idea  to  "  keeping  courses"  that  will  at  all  suit 
the  occasion  it  is  here  spoke  upon :  I  therefore  read,  **  keeping  coarses,"  or  "  watching  of  dead 
bodies."  Dinant  had  before  called  Champemel  "  Lamira's  J^pave,"  and  Cleremont  may  in 
the  same  spiWt  call  him  "  a  dead  corps,"  and  liis  own  station,  like  that  of  persons  Set  to 
watch  one,  generally  attended  with  fears  and  horrors.  This  receives  still  additional  humour 
from  tlie  strunge  mistake  he  is  under.       Seward. 
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Gife  me  but  room  to  toss  my  sword  about 

me,  [woman ! 

And  I  will  tell  yon,  youVe  a  treacherous 

Oh,  tliat  I  had  but  words * 

Xom.  They  will  not  serve  yon. 

Din,  Bat  two*edg*d  words,  to  cot  thee !  A 

lady-traitor?  [honour 

Perish  by  a  proud  puppet  ?  I  did  you  too  much 

To  tender  you  my  lore ;  too  much  respected 

_,     you, 

To  think  you  worthy  of  my  worst  embraces, 
|Do,  take  your  groom,  and  let  him  dally  with 
you,  [stock ; 

Your  greasy  groom  f  I  scorn  to  imp  your  lame 
Yofi  are  not  fair,  nor  handsome ;  I  lied  loudly, 
T'his  tongue  abu^'d  you,  when  it  spoke  you 
beauteous. 

Lam»  'Tis  very  well.  Vis  brave  I 

Dm.  Put  out  your  light ; 
Your  lascivious  eyes  arc  flames  enough 
For  fools  to  find  you  out.     A  lady-plotter  ? 
Mast  I  begin  your  sacrifice  of  mischief  ? 
I  and  my  friend,  the  first-fruits  of  that  blood 
Vuu  and  your  honourable  husband  aim  at? 
Crooked  and  lyrctched  you  are  both ! 

Lam.  To  you,  sir; 
Yet,  to  the  pye  of  Justice,  straight  as  truth. 

Din,  Is  this  a  woman's  lovf(^  ?  a  woman's 

mercy  ?  [at  me  ? 

Do  you  profess  this  seriously  ?  Do  you  laugh 

Xay«.  Ha,  ha  ! '  [your  flatteries ! 

Din,  Plague  light  upon  yuur  scorns,  upon 
Upon  your  temptmg  fa/:es,  all  destructions  ! 
A  bed-rid  winter  hang  upon  your  cheeks, 
And  blast,  blast,  blast  those  buds  of  pride 
that  paint  you  !  [dangers. 

Death  in  your  eyes,  to  fright  men  from  these 
Raise  up  your  trophy  !  Cleremoiit ! 

Cler,  What  a  vengeance  aiJ  you  ? 

[Noise  within. 

Din,  What  dismal'  noise  •' :   Is  there  no 
honour  in  you  }  [woman  ! 

Clereroont,we  are  betray 'd,betray'd,told  by  a 
Deal  bravely  for  thyself. 

C/er.  This  comes  of  rutting  ? 
Are  we  made  scales  3*  to  one  another  ? 

Din.  Yes; 
We  are  undone,  lost. 

C/er.  You  shall  pay  for't,  greybeard  I 
Up,  up  !  you  sleep  your  last  else  ! 

fJJghts  aifove ;  twofiervantSfand  Anahel, 

1  Serv,  No,  not  yet,  sir.  [beauty  ? 

Lady,  look  up.  Would  you  have  wrong'd  this 
Wake  so  tender  a  virgin  with  rough  terms  ? 
You  wear  a  sword ;  we  must  entreat  you  leave 

«  Serv.  Fy,  sir  !  so  sweet  a  lady  ?        [it. 

Cler.  Was  this  my  bedfellow  ?  [yet ; 

Pray,  give  me  leave  to  look  !  I  am  not  mad 


I  may  be  by  and  by.     Did  this  lie  by  me  ? 
Did  1  fear  this  ?  Is'this  a  cause  to  shake  at  I 
Away  with  me,  for  shame  !  I  am  a  rascal. 

Enter  ChampemelfJieaupref  Venione^  Jjamira^ 
Anabeif  Cieremoni,  and  tzco  Servants, 

Din.  I  am  aniaz'd  too. 

Bean.  We'll  recover  Vou. 

Verdonc.  You  walk  like  Robin  Good-feilow, 
all  tlie  house  over, 
And  every  man  afraid  of  you. 

Din.  Tisweil.  lady! 
The  honour  of  tliis  deed  will  be  your  own; 
The  world  sliall  know  your  bounty. 

Bean.  What  shall  we  do  witli  'em  ? 

Cler.  Geld  me ; 
For  'tis  not  fit  I  should  be  a  man  again; 
I  am  an  ass,  a  dug  < 

iMm.  Take  your  revenges ; 
You  know  my  husband's  wrongs  and  your 
own  loss(>s.  [man  ! 

Ana.  A  bruve  man,  an  admirable  brave 
Well,  well,  I  wuuld  not  be  so  tried  again. 
A  very  handsome  proper  gentleman  ! 

Cfer.  Will  you  let  me  lie  by  licr  but  one 
And  then  hang  me  ?  [hour  more, 

Din.  We  wait  your  malice ;  put  yoat 
swords  home  bravely ! 
You  have  reason  to  seek  blood. 

Lam.  Not,  as  you  are  noble  ! 

Champ,  Hands  off,  and  give  them  liberty ; 
only  disarm  'em. 

Beau.  We  have  done  that  already. 

Chnmp.  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen ! 
1  am  glad  my  house  has  any  pleasure  for  you* 
I  keep  a  couple  of  ladies  here,  they  say  fair. 
And  you  are  young  and  handsome  gentlemen  t 
Have  you  any  more  mind  to  wenches  ? 

Cler,  To  be  abus'd  too !  Lady,  you  might 
have  help'd  this.  [niay  stand 

Ana,  Sir,  now  'tis  past ;  but  it  may  be  I 
Your  friend  hereafter,  in  a  greater  matter. 

Cler,  Never  whilst  you  live. 

Ana.  You  cannot  tell. 
Now,  sir,  a  parting  hand. 

Cler.  Do>vn  and  roses  f  [ropie ! 

W>ll,  r  may  live  to  see  you  again.    A  dull 
No  revelation  in  thee  ? 

Lam,  Were  you  well  frighted  ? 
Wer^  your  fits  from  the  heart  ?  of  all  colds 

and  colours } 
That's  all  your  punishment. 

Cler.  It  miglit  have  been  all  yours. 
Had  not  a  blockhead  undertaken  it. 

Champ.  Yoar  swords  you  joaust  leave  to 
these  gentlemen. 

Verdme,  And  now,  when  you  dare  fight, 
We  are  on  even  ice  agpun. 


«•  Din.  What  dismal  noise  f]  Either  this  is  a  continuation  of  Cleremont's  speech,  or  some 
marginal  direction,  (as  Noises  within^)  is  left  oiit :  the  latter  seems  most  probable  to  me,  the 
former  to  Mr.  Sympson.        Seward, 

We  think  with  Mr.  Seward  here. 

*"  Are  we  made  stales  to  one  another  fl  Stala  is  a  technical  name  for  deeov^diicks, 

Seward^ 
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[Act  4.  Scene  1. 


Din-  Tiswell. 
To  be  a  mistress,  is  to  be  a  monster  %  ! 
i\nd  so  1  leave  your  house,  and  you,  for  ever. 
JjQin,  Leave  your  wild  lusts,  aud  then  you 

are  a  master. 
Champ,  You  may  depart  too. 
CUr,  I  had  rather  stay  here. 
Champ.  'Faith,  we  shall  fright  yon  worse. 
CUr.  Not  in  that  manner; 
There's  five  hundred  crowns,  fright  me  but 

80  a&;ain. 
jDm.  Come,  Clercmnnt,  this  is  the  hour 

of  fool. 
Cler.  Wisher  the  next  shall  he,  or  we'll  to 

school.  l^Exeunt  Cler^  and  Din, 


Champ,  How  copUy  these  hot  gallants  are 
departed! 
'Faith,  cousin,  'twos  unconscionably  done. 
To  lie  so  still,  and  so  long. 

Ana,  Twas  your  pleasure ; 
If  'twere  ^  fault,  I  may  hereafter  mend. 

Champ,  Oh  my  best  wife,  [what  life. 

Take  now  what  course  thou  wilt,  and  lead 

Lum,  The  more  trust  you  commit,  the 

more  care  still, 

Goodness  and  virtue  shall  attend  my  will. 

Champ,  Let's  laugh  this  night  out  now^ 

and  count  our  gains ;  [pains. 

We  have  our  honours  home,  and  thcv  their 

.     iKxeunt. 


M  To  be  o  mUtresSf  is  to  be  a  montter,']  Lamira's  answer  plainly  shews,  that  Dinant  called 
himself,  not  her,  a  monster;  i.  e,  a  monstrous  fool,  as  he  afterwards  says  more  plainly, 
]VIr.  Sympson  concurred  with  me  in  pointing  out  tlie  corruption,  and  in  the  sense  that  ought 
to  be  restored.    He  reads, 

^  To  be  a  mistress's,  is  to  be  a  monster  ;** 
but  as  this  gives  a  harshness  to  the  measure,  i  h«^ve  vfsntur'fi  to  prefer  the  corr^tion  I  had 
made  before  the  receipt  of  his.        Seward^ 
Mr.  Seward  reads, 

'  To  have  a  mistreis,  is  to  be  a  monster." 


fuloncs,        /.  ^. 


among  t 


ACT  IV. 


Put  if  T  sweat  not  in  another  fashion^ ► 

Oh,  a  delicate  wench  ! 

Din,  Tis  certain  a  most  handsome  one, 

Cler,  And,  methought,  the  thing  was  an-» 

gry  with  itself  too,  [with  you  ; 

It  lay  solongconceafd.    But  I  must  part 

I  have  a  sreue  of  mirth  to  drive  this  from 

And  ray  hour  is  come.  *        [my  heart. 

Din,  JMiss  not  your  time. 

Cier.  I  dare  not.  [Exeunt  severalij^ 

Enter  Sampson  and  a  Gentleman. 

Gent,  I  presume,  sir,  you  now  need  no 
instruction,  [man ) 

But  fairly  know  what  belongs  to  a  gentle- 
You  bear  your  uncle's  cause. 

Samp,  Do  not  disturb  me  ;  [riage, 

I  understand  ray  cause,  and  the  right  car- 

Gent,  Be  not  too  bloody.  [bite, 

Samp,  As  I  find  my  enemy ;  if  his  sword 
If  it  bite,  sir,  you  must  pardou  me. 

*Basta,(PJiowg/i.l  Mr.  Sympson  observes  that  enough,  here,  was  a  marginal  explanation 
of  the  Italian  word  ba$ta  ;  aud  adds  nothing  to  the  text  but  a  tautology  in  sense,  and  a 
redundancy  in  measure.        Seward, 

Mr.  Seward  therefore  omits  the  word  enough.  We  cannot  think  that  the  old  transcriber^ 
were  very  solicitous  to  give  marginal  explanations.  Many  passages  have  been  mistaken  for 
want  of  tliem.  Repeutions  in  familiar  conversation  are  common,  and  often  graceful^ 
rather  than  tautology. 


Enter  Cleremont  and  Dinant, 
Din,  TT  holds,  they  will  go  thither. 

•■'     CVcr.  To  their  summer-house  } 
Din,  Thither  i'th' evening;  and,  which  is 
the  most  infliction. 
Only  to  insult  upon  our  miseries. 
Cler.  Are  you  provided  ? 
Din.  Yes,  yes. 
Cler,  Thoroughly? 
Din,  Thoroughly. 
Cler,  Basta,  enough'*!  I  have  your  mind ; 

I  will  not  fail  you. 
Din.  At  such  an  hour. 
Cler,  Have  I  a  memory  ?  [len— ^ 

A  cause,  and  will  to  do} — Tliou  art  so  sul- 
Din.  And  shall  be,  till  I  have  a  fair  t€- 
paration.  [a  fortune, 

Cler,  I  have  more  reason,  for  I  *scap*d 
Which,  if  1  come  so  near  again — I  say  no- 
thing; 


Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

GeiU.  No  doubt  he  is  raliant ; 
He  durst  not  undertake  else. 

Samp.  He's  most  welcome,  [me  else. 

As  he's  most  valiant ;  he  were  no  mau  for 

Gent.  But  say  he  should  relent? 

Samp.  He  dies  relenting, 
(I  cannot  help  it)  he  must  die  relenting  ; 
If  he  pray,  praying,  ipso,  facto,  praying  ; 
(Your  honourable  way  admits  no  prayer^ 
And  if  he  fight,  he  falls  ;  there's  his  quietus. 

Gent.  You're  nobly  punctual.  Let's  retire 
But  still,  r  say,  have  mercy !  [andnu'et  'em ; 

Samp.  1  say,  honour  !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ckampemely  Lamira,  Anabely  Beaupre, 
VerdonCy  Charlotte,  and  a  Servant. 

Lam.  Will  not  you  gO,  sweetlieart  ? 

Champ.  Go  ?  1^11  fly  with  thee ! 
I  stay  behind  ? 

Lam.  My  father  will  be  there  Jtoo^ 
And  all  our  best  friends. 

Beau.  And  if  we  be  not  merry, 
We  have  hard  luck,  lady. 

Verdone.  'Faith,  let's  have  a  kind  of  play. 

Champ.  What  shall  it  be  ? 

Verdone.  The  story  of  Dinant;        [mont, 

Lam.  With  the  merry  conceits  of  Clerc- 
His  fiu  and  fevers. 

Ana.  But  I'll  lie  still  no  more. 

Lam.  That,  as  you  make  the  play*  Twill 
be  rare  sport ;  [hear  it ! 

And  how  'twill  vex  m^  gallants,  when  tiicy 
Have  you  giv'n  order  tor  die  coach  ? 

Char.  Yes,  madam. 

Champ,  My  easy  nag,  and  pad  ? 

Scrv.  Tis  making  ready. 

Champ.  Where  are  your  horses  ? 

Beau.  Ready  at  an  hour,  sir. 
We'll  not  be  last. 

Champ.  Fly !  what  a  night  shall  we  haves?  ? 
A  roaring  merry  uiE;ht ! 

Lam.  We'll  dy  at  all,  sir.        [ruffle  thee ! 

Champ,  ril  fly  at  thee  too,  finely,  and  so 
I'll  try  your  art  upon  a  country  pallet. 
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Lam,  Brag  not  too  much,  for  fear  I  should 
Then,  if  you  fail [expect  it ; 

Champ.  Thou  say'st  too  true  ;  we  all  talk. 
But  let's  in,  and  prepare,  and  after  dinner 
Bf-cin  our  mirth rul  pilgrimage. 

Lam.  lie  that's  sad, 
A  crab-fac'd  mistrei»  cleave  to  him  for  this 
year  I  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleremont  and  La-Writ. 

La-Writ.  Since  it  cannot  be  the  judge— 

Cter.  Tis  a  great  deal  better. 

La-Writ.  You  are  sure  he  is  his  kinsman  f 
a  gentleman  ?  [fellow, 

Cler.  As  arrant  a  gentleman,  and  a  brave 
And  so  near  to  his  blood 

La-Writ.  It  shall  suffice  : 
I'll  set  him  further  off,  I'll  give  a  remove 
Shall  quit  his  kindred  ;  I'll  lop  him. 

Cler.  WUl  you  kill  him? 

La-Writ.  An  there  were  no  more  cousins 
in  tlie  world,  I  kill  him ! 
I  do  mean,  sir,  to  kill  all  my  lord's  kindred ; 
For  every  cause  a  cousin. 

Cler.  (low  if  he  have  no  more  cousins  ? 

La-Writ.  The  next  a-kin  then  to  his  lord- 
The  man  he  smiles  upon.        [ship's  favour; 

Cler.  Why,  this  is  vengeance, 
Horrid  and  dire. 

LonWrit.  I  love  a  dire  revenge: 

*  Give  me  the  man  that  will  all  others  kill, 

*  And  last  himself  3«.' 

Cler.  You  stole  that  resolution,   [all  one, 

Lu-Writ.  I  had  it  in  a  play  ;  but  that's 
1  would  see  it  done. 

Cter.  Come,  you  must  be  more  merciful. 

La-Writ.   To  no    lord's  cousins  in   the 
world  ;  I  hate  'em  ! 
A  lord's  cousin  to  me  is  a  kind  of  cockiUricei 
If  I  see  him  first,  he  dies  39. 

Cler.  A  strange  antipathy  ! 
What  think  you  of  their  nieces  ? 

LurWrit.  If  I  like 'em,  rmorning. 

They  may  live  and  multiply. — lis  a  cold 


S7  Champ.  Fy,  what  a  night  shall  we  liove  f]  As  Champemel  promotes  and  not  discourages 
the  scheiiie  of  mirth,  fjf  is  surely  wrong.  It  might  be^^,  in  answer  to  Beaupre ;  but  I 
rather  think  it  was  a  note  of  joy  instead  of  disapprobation  ;  03  hey  /  or  something  to  that 
eflfect.        Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  hey  I  We  prefer  his  otlier  conjecture,  fly,  which  the  next  speech 
•eems  to  countenance. 

3*  Give  me  the  man  that  will  all  others  kill. 

And  last  himself.]  There  is  certainly  great  humour  in  this  quotation,  if  we  knew  from 
whence  it  was  taken.  Such  a  sentiment,  or  something  like  this  sentiment,  had  probably 
been  introduced  as  a  piece  of  serious  sublimity ;  for  had  it  been  before  comick'  only,  there 
would  be  no  humour  in  the  quotation.  Whoever  reads  Almanzor,  wrote  by  so  eminent  st 
poet  as  Mr.  Drydeu,  will  not  wonder  to  And  scntimencs  as  ridiculous  as  this  in  tragedies 
of  some  note.        Seward, 

»  if  I  see  him  first,  he  dies. 
A  strange  antipathy  J]  Did  the  latter  part  belong  to  La-Writ,  the  line  would  have  been 
continued  ;  for  the  first  tliree  monosyllables  being  contracted  by  the  reader  into  two,  (a 
liberty  the  old  Poets  often  use)  the  verse  is  com  pleat.  This,  together  with  the  humour 
the  sejitiment  receives,  by  making  it  the  observation  of  Cleremont  upon  what  La- Writ  had 
laid,  seems  to  prove  sufficiently  that  it  belongs  to  lum.        Seward. 


\ 
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[Act  4.  Scene  f . 


Samp,  Saim  Denis,  tfaeo  ! 
I  accept  vour  shirt. 

C/er.  liot  so  forward  ;  first,  jon  must  talk; 
(It  is  a  main  point  of  the  French  method) 
Talk  civilly,  and  make  your  cause  jHutben^c. 

Gent.  No  weapon  must  be  near  you,  nor 
no  an^er.  [resolutiops ; 

CYer.  When  you  have  done,  ^ea  stiryouf 
lake  to  your  weapons  bravely. 

La- Writ,  Th  too  cold  i 
This  for  a  summer  fi^ht.  ^ 

Cler,  Nut  for  a  world 
You  sliould  transgress  the  rules 

Sofup.  'ris  peevish  weather; 
I'd  ratjicr  fight  witlionC. 

Gent.  An  'twere  in  a  river* 

Cler,  .Where  both  stood  up  to  th*  chins  ! 

LM'IVrit.  Tlien  let's  talk  quickly. 
Plague  o*  this  circumstance ! 

Cfer,  Are  tlie  Iiorses  come  yet  ? 

Gent,  YeS|  certain.— Give  your  sword^ 
to  us;  now^  civilly. 

Cler,  We'll  stand  a  while  off.*— Take  the 
things,  and  leave  ^em^- 
You  know  when— and  let  the  children  play: 
Hiis  is  a  dainty  time  of  year  for  puppies. 
'Would  tlir  old  lord  were  here ! 

Gefi^  He'd  die  with  laughter,  [game  out; 

Cler,  Vm  sorry  iVe  no  time  to  see'  tliit 
Away,  away ! 

Gent,  Here's  like  to  be  a  liot  fight. 
Call  when  yc're  fie.  [Exeu7it  Cler,  and  Gent, 

La-Wrii,  Why,  look  you,  sir,  you  scei^ 
to  be  a  gcntientan, 
And  you  come  in  Iionour  of  Jour  uncle— 

lk)h,  boll,  'tis  very  cold  ! — 
Your  uncle  has offerVlme  some  few alfronts^ 
Past  fiesh  and  blood  to  bear — Boh,  boh, 
wondrous  cold  !  {able  map, 

Sentp,  My  lord,  mine  vnrle,  is  an  honour- 
And  what  he  oflfers — Boh,  bob,  cold  indeed  ! 
Having  made  choice  of  me  (an  unworthy 
kinsman,  '    [lencecold! — 

Yet  take  me  with  you) — Bob,  boh,  pesti- 
Not  altogether 

Lor  Writ.  Boh,  boh— I  say  altogether. 

Samp,  You  say  you  know  not  what  tben-^ 
Boh,  bolH<*Sir. 

La-Writ,  Sir  me  with  your  sword  in  yoiy 
hand.  You  have 
A  scurvy  uncle,  you  have  a  moat  scurvy  cause, 
And  you  ure — 6oh,  boh  ! 

Samp,  Boh,  boh— What? 

ha-Writ,  A  shittcu  scurvy  cou.sin  ^ 

Sa$up.  Our  swords,  our  swords ! 
Thou  art  a  dog ;  and  like  a  dog — l)ur  s^'ords ! 

^  J  esteem  of^tm.]  The  of  seems  here  only  to  hurt  b^th  sense  and  measure.  This  is  a  fii|^ 
continuation  of  the  banrer  on  the  Fivnch  politeness  in  duelling.  And  I  doubt  not  biitour 
Poets,  who  so  often,  and  with  such  iufinitc  variety  of  humour,  have  bantered  the  shocking 
fubhion  of  their  age,  of  fighting  for  every  triile,  did  not  little  contribute  to  tlie  reformatioD 
of  their  countrymen  in  that  particiilnr.        Seward, 

There  is  a  stTff  complaisant  formality  in  the  ofi  and  it  is  perfectly  in  the  stvle^  not  onW 
of  the  character,  but  of  the  tunes.        "  •  f  v 


Cler.  *Tis  sharp  indeed.  You've  broke  vour 
Xa-H>iY.  No,  verily.  [tast? 

Cler,  Your  valour  would  huveask'd  a  good 

foundation. 
La-Writ,  liang  him,  I'll  kill  him  fasting. 

Enter  Sampion  and  the  Gentleman, 

Cler,  Here  they  come.  [gently  * 

Bear  yourself,  in  your  language,  smooth  and 
When  your  swords  argue 

Ltt'Writ.  Pray,  sir,  spare  your  precepts. 

Gent,  I  hare  brought  you, 'sir 

LorWrit,  •'fisvery  well ;  no  words* 
You're  welcome,  sir ! 

Sttmp,  I  thank  you,  sir  ;  few  words. 

iM'Writ.  I'll  kill  you  for  your  uncle's  sake^ 

Samp,  I  love  you; 
rU  cut  your  throat  for  your  own  sake. 

iM-Writ,  I  esteem  of  you  <•. 

Cler,  Let's'  render  'em  honest  and  fair 
gentlemen. 
Search  my  friend,  111  search  yours. 

Gent,  That's  quickly  done.  [crafts? 

Cler,  You  come  with  no  spells  nor  witch- 

Samp,  I  come  fairly,  to  kill  him  honestly. 

LarWrit.  Hang  spells  and  witchcrafts  ! 
2  come  to  kill  my  lord's  nephew  like  a  geu- 
And  so  I  kiss  his  hand.  [tleman ; 

Gent.  This  doublet  is  ton  stiff. 

La-WYU,  Off  with't;  ihote  it,  [He  strips. 
And  all  such  fortifications:  Feel  my  skin; 
If  that  be  stiff,  ilea  that  off  too* 

Cent,  Tis  no  soft  one. 

La-Writ,  Offwith't,Isay! 
I'll  fight  with  him  like  a  flead  cat. 

Gent,  YouVe  well,  you're  well. 

•CVer.  You  must  uncase  too. 

Samp.  Yes,  sir.  [honour  I 

But  tell  we  tliis,  why  should  I  mix  mine 
With  a  fellow  that  has  ne'er  a  lace  in's  shirt? 

Cent,  That's  a  main  point;  my  friend  has 

C/er.  That's  true,  sir.  [two. 

La-  Writ,  Base  and  degenVate  cousin,  dost 
not  thou  know, 
An  old  and  tatter'd  colours  to  the  enemy 
Is  of  more  honour, and  shews  more  ominous? 
Tbis  shirt  five  times  victorious  I  have  fought  i 
under,  [cut-works, 

And  cut  through  sauadrons  of  your  curious 
As  I  will  do  thro*  tbhie.      Shake  and  l>e  sa- 

Cler.  This  is  unanswerable.         [tisfied  ! 

Samp    But  may  I  fight 
With  a  foul  shirt  ? 

Gent,  Most  certain,  so  it  be  [lousy : 
A  fighting  shirt,  let  it  be  nc*er  so  foul,  or 
C«sar  wore  such  a  one. 


Act  4.  Scene  1 J 

-  La-Writ.  Our  weapons,  gf  pckmen! — ^Hal 

wherf;'s  yqur  second  ? 
Somp    Where's  yoiir»? 
La-Wrii,  So  ho  !  our  weapons  < 
Samp»  Wa,  ha,  ho .'  oar  weapon!  t 
Our  doublets,  and  our  weapons  I — I  am  dead. 
La-Writ,  First,  segond,  third— A  plague 
be  wp  you,  gentlemen  !  [starvM. 

Samp.  Are  these  the  rules  of  honour?  I  am 
La-Writ,  The/re  gone,  and  we  are  here. 

What  shall  we  do  ? 
Samp.  Oh,  for  a  couple  of  faggots! 
La-Writ,  Hang  a  couple  of  fa^^^ots  ! 
Dar'st  Uiou  take  a  killing  cold  with  me  ? 
Samp,  I  have  it  already. 
LaAVrit,   Rogues,  thieves-i^Boh,  boh — 
Run  away  with  our  doublets !      [game ! 
To  fight  at  buffets  now^  'twere  such  a  may- 
Samp,  There  were  nohoupur  in't;  plague 
on't,  'tis  scurvy  !  [fisty-cuflfe  ? 

La-Writ,  Or  to  revenge  my  wrongs  at 
Samp.  My  lord  mine  uncle's  cause  depend 
on  boxes  ?  ^cover  -cm — 

La-Writ.  Let's  go  in  quest.  U  ever  we  re- 
gain/?. Ay,  come,  our  colds  together,  and 
our  doublets.  [valiant  gentleman  ! 

La-Writ.  Give  me  thy  hand;  thou  art  a 
I  s«iy,  if  ever  wc  recover  'em 
Sicnnp.  |x>t's  get  into  a  house  and  warm  our 
hearts.  [mile.     Beat  me, 

Ltb-Writ.  TlKTe^sne'eranouse  within  this 
Kick  me  and  beat  me  as  I  go,  and  I'll  beat 

thee  too, 
To  keep  us  warm.  If  ever  we  recover  'em-r- 
Kick  hard ;  I'm  frozen.  So  so;  now  I  feel  it* 
Samp.  I  am  dull  yet. 
La-Writ.  V\l  warm  thee,  I'll  warm  thee^ 
Qeotlemen ! 
Rogues,   thieves,  thieves !   Run  now ;    I'll 
follow  tliee.  [Rreunt, 

Enter  Vertaigfi^  Champemely  Beaupre^  Ver- 
donCj  Lantira,  Anabel,  Charlotte^and  Nurse, 
.   Vert.  Use  legs,  and  have  legs. 

Ckutnp.  You  that  have  le^s  say  so  ; 
I  put  my  one  to  too  much  stress. 

Vcrd.  Your  horse,  sir, 
Will  meet  you  within  half  a  mile.        \ 

Lam.  I  like  [coach, 

The  walk  so  well,  I  should  not  miss  my 
Tho'  it  were  further.  Anabel,  tbou'rt  sad  : 
What  ails  my  niece  ? 

Beau.  She  is  still  musing,  sister, 
How  quietly  her  late  bedfellow  lay  by  her. 

Nurse,  Old  as  I  i'^n,  he  would  have  star- 
Nor  can  you  blame  her.  [tied  me ; 

Char.  Uad  I  ta'en  her  pl(|ce, 
I  know  not,  but  I  fear  I  should  ha' sbriek'd^ 
Tho*  he  had  never  ofFer'd— ■ 

Ana.  Out  upon  thee ! 
Thou  wouldst  have  taught  him. 

Char,  1  think,  with  your  pardoA^ 
That  you  wish  how  you  had. 
.  Ana.  I  am  glad  I  yield  you  [Cornet. 

Sudi  ample  scope  ot  mirth.  \M%sicK  within* 
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Vert.  Nay,  be  not  angry ;  [musick  ? 

There's  no  ill  meant.  Ha !  musick  ?  and  choice 

Champ,  Tis  near  us  in  the  grove.    What 
courteous  bounty 
Bestows  it  on  us?  My  dancing  days  are  done ; 
Yet  I  would  thank  the  ^ver,  did  I  know  him. 

Verdone.  Tis,  quesuonless,  some  one  of 
your  own  village,  [ther, 

Tliat,  hearing  of  your  purpos'd  journey  thi- 
Prcpares-  it  for  your  entertainment,  and 
The  honour  of  my  lady. 

Lam.  I  think,  rather, 
Some  of  your  lordship's  clients. 

Beau.  What  say  you,  cousin, 
If  they  should  prove  your  suitors? 

Verdone,  That's  most  likely.  [will. 

Nurse.  I  say,  if  you  are  noble,. be't  who 
Go  presently,  and  thank  'em.  I  can  j  ump  yety 
Or  tread  a  measure.  , 

Lam.  Like  a  miller's  mare,  [the  country. 

Nurse.  1  warrant  you,  well  enough  to  serve 
I'll  make  one,  and  lead  the  way.         [£r«>« 

Char,  Do  you  note 
How  zealous  the  old  crone  is  ? 

Lam.  And  you  titter 
As  eagerly  as  she.  Come,  sweet,  we'll  follow  • 
No  ill  can  be  intended.  [Musick  endsm 

Chanip,  I  ne'er  fear'd  yet.  [Exeunt* 

SONG  IN  THE  WOOP, 
This  way,  tliisway  come,  and  bear. 
You  that  hold  these  pleasures  dear; 
Fill  your  ears  with  our  sweet  sound. 
Whilst  we  melt  the  frozen  ground. 
This  way  come  ;  make  haste,  oh,  fair ! 
Let  your  ci^ar  eyes  gild  the  air; 
Cume,  and  bless  us  with  your  sight; 
This  way,  this  way,  seek  delight! 

Enter  a  company  of  Gentlemen^  like  ruffianu 

1  Gent.  They  are  ours;  but  draw  them  on 
a  little  further  [thicket. 

From  the  foot-path  into  the  neigh b'ring 
And  we  may  do't  as  safe  as  in  a  castle. 

2  Gent.  They  follow  still;  the  president 
Vertaign  [after ; 

Comes  on  apace,  and  Champernel  limpf 
The  women,  as  if  they  had  wings,  and  walk  d 
Upon  the  air,  fly  to  us. 

1  Gent.  They  are  welcome;  [All  know 
We'll  make  'em  sport.  Make  a  stand  here. 
How  we  are  to  proceed  ? 

S  Gent,  We  are  instructed. 

\^Musick  continues  within. 

Enter  Vertaigny  Champernel,  Beaupre,  Ver* 
doite,  Lamiroy  Anahel,  Nurse,  and  Charlotte* 

1  Gent,  One  strain  or  two  n^qre.— Excel- 
lent !  they're  come.  [ness,  yet 

Nur^  We  cannot  miss ;  in  such  a  busi- 
Mine  ear  ne'er  fail'd  me. 

Char. .  'Would  we  were  at  it  once ! 
I  do  not  walk,  but  dance. 

1  Gent.  You  shall  have  dancing  I 
Begin;  and  when  I  give  the  word-— -« 
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If  yoa  are  hijgh,  and  want  some  sport,  ortO| 
(As  living  without  action  here,  you  may  do) 
Forbear  Uieir  tender  gristles;  (hey  are  meat 
Will  wash  away ;  there  is  no  substance  in  it; 
We  that  are  expert  in  the  game,  and  tough 
Will  hold  you  play.  [^oo. 

Enter  Dinonf  and  Clrremont. 

1  Gent,  This  hen  longs  to  be  trodden. 

Din.  Lacquey,  my  horse  ! 

C/er,  This  way,  I  heard  the  cries 
Of  distress'd  women. 

9  Genl,  Stand  upon  your  guard  ! 

Din,  Who's  here?  my  witty,  scornful  lady-i 
V  tW  hands  of  ruiiians?  '  [p^^^ 

Cler.  And  my  fine  co]d  virgin. 
That  was  insensible  of  man,  and  woman  ? 

DiRf  Justice  too,  without  a  sword  to  guar<t 
itself? 

Cler,  And  valour  with  its  hands  bound? 

Din,  And  the  great  soldier  dull? 
Wljy,  tins  is  strange. 

Lam,  Dinant,  as  thou  art  noble--r*- 

Ana,  As  tliou  art  valiant,  Cleremout— *-r 

Lam,  As  ever  I 
Appeared  lovely- 
Jon.  As  you  ever  hope 
For  what  I  would  give  gladly 

Cler,  Pretty  conjurations! 

Lam,  All  injuries  a  little  laid  behind  yoa--r 

J  no.  Shew  yourselves  men,  and  help  us. 

J[)ii|.  Tho'  your  many  [me 

And  gross  abuses  of  me  should  more  move 
To  triumph  in  your  misVies  tlian  relieve  you, 
Ypt,  that  hereafter  yo\i  may  know  that  I, 
The  soom*d  and  despis'd  Dinaut,  know  what 
Belong  to  honour,  tlmsr — -  [doe* 

Cler.  I  will  say  little;  [Fighi^ 

Speak  thou  for  me ! 

Champ,  Tis  bravely  fought« 

Vert,  Brave  tampers, 
To  do  thus  for  theii^  enemies! 

Champ,  They  Ve  lost  yet. 

1  Gent.  You  that  would  rescue  others, 
sluUl  now  feel 

W'hat  they  were  born  to. 

2  Gent,  Hurry  them  away.!        [Exeunt. 

Manent  Verlalgn  and  ChampemeU 

Champ,  Tb^^  I  could  follow  them  ! 

vert,  I  only  can 
Lament  mv  fortune,  and  desire  of  Heaven 
A  little  life  for  my  revenge. 

Chuj$p.  Th^  provost 
Shall  fire  the  vvooc^i^,  but  I  wjll  find  'em  out : 
No  cave,  no  rock,  nor  hell,  |hafl  keep  then) 
My  searching  vengeance !  [froni 

Enter  LorWrit  and  Sampson, 
La-Writ,    Oh,  cold!    oh,  fearful  cold! 
Plague  of  all  seconds  ! 

4*  And  thii  good  sword  toOf  friend,}  Mr.  Sympson  has  undoubtedly  hit  on  the  true  read^ 
inghere, 

"  my  sword  to  friend," 

i.  e.  to  befriend  vas,f  is  an  expression  common  to  the  best  writers.         Seward^ 


2  Gent.  Nq  mare  : 
We  are  instructed.  [Dance  ;  after  which  the 
Gentlemen  rush  onBeaupre  and  cam- 
pamf.l     Now  ! 

£eau.  FJJut  win  us  fairly  !      [your  valour, 

1  Gent*  Oh,  sir,  we  do  not  come  to  try 
But  to  possess  you ;  vet  we  use  you  kindly, 
In  that,  like  English  thieves,  we  kill  you  not, 
But  are  contented  with  the  spoil. 

Vert.  Ob,  Heav'n  ! 
How  hath  mine  age  deserv'd  this  ? 

Champ.  Hell  confound  it ! 
This  comes  of  walking!  Had  I  kept  my  legs. 
Or  my  good  horse,  my  armour  on, 
My  staff  in  my  rest,  and  this  good  sword  to 

friend  ♦*, 
How  I  would  break  and  scatter  these ! 

All  Gent.  Ha,ha,ljal 

Champ.  Do  you  scorn  me,  rogues  ? 

Nurse.  Nay,  gentlemen,  kind  gentlemen, 
Or  honest  keepers  of  these  woods  t  but  hear 
Be  not  so  rougn  !  If  you  are  taken  with  Tme; 
My  beauty,  as  it  hath  been  worth  the  seeking, 
Some  one  or  two  of  you  try  me  in  private; 
You  shall  not  find  me  squeamish* 

Char.  Do  not  kill  me, 
And  do  your  worst ;  I'll  su£[en 

Lam.  Peace,  vile  creatures  I 

Vert.  J)* yon  know  me,  or  my  place,that  yon 
To  touch  my  person?  [presume  not 

1  Gent.  If  .you  are  well,  rest  so  ^ 
Provoke  not  angry  wasps. 

Vert.  You're  wasps  mdeed. 
Never  created  to  yield  wax  or  honey, 
But  for  yopr  country's  torment.    Yet,  if  you 
are  men,  [Frenchmen, 

(As  you  seem  such  in  shape)  if  true-born 
However  want  compels  you  to  these  courses, 
Rest  satisfied  with  what  you  can  take  from  us, 
(Hiese  ladies'  honours,  and  our  liberties  safe) 
VVe  freely  give  it. 

1  Gent.  You  give  but  our  own. 

Vert,  Look  on  these  grey  hairs,  as  you 
would  be  old  !  [naorcy 

Their  tears,  as  you  would  have^ours  to  find 
When  justice  shall  o'ertake  you  I 

Champ,  Look  on  me, 
Look  on  me,  rascals,  and  learn  of  me  too. 
That  have  been  in  some  part  of  your  pro- 
fession, [it; 
Before  that  most  of  yon  e*er  suck'd,  I  know 
I  have  rode  hard,  and  late  too. 

Vert.  Take  heed,  sir.  [trade. 

Champ.  Then  use  me  like  a  brother  of  the 
For  I  have  been  at  sea,  as  you  on  land  are. 
Restore  my  matrimony  undefird,       [silver. 
Wrong  not  my  niece,  and,  for  our  gold  or 
If  I  pursue  you,  hang  me ! 

Nurse,  Tis  well  oSer'd ;  Tfaces, 

And,  as  I  said,  sweet  gentlemen  with  sour 
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&M^.  Ob,  fot  8  pint  of  burnt  wine^  or  t^  sip 
Of  aquafortis !  [two, 

Chan^.  The  rOs^ues  hare  met  with  tbesfe 
tJpon  ^  life,  and  robb'd  'em. 

X#-Ifnt.  Asy6a  are  honourable  gentlemen, 
Impart  unto  a  couple  of  culd  combatants—— 

oamp.  My  lord  mine  uncle,  as  I  live ! 

La-Writ.'  Pox  take  him  \ 
How  that  word  has  warm*d  my  mouth  ! 

Vert.  Why,  how  now,  cousin  ? 
Why,  why ,— and  where,  man,  have  you  been  ? 

at  a  poulter's, 
That  you  arc  cas'd  thus  like  a  rabbit?  I 
could  laugh  now,  [children, 

And  I   shall  laugh,  for  all  I  have  lost  my 
Laugh  monstrously. 

Champ.  What  are  they? 

Vtrt.  Giveuie  lei^ve,  sir; 
Laugh  more  and  more,  never  leavclaughin^ ! 

Champ.  Why,  sir?  [sir,  I  smell  it) 

VarU  Why,  'tis  such  a  thing,  (I  smell  it. 
Such  a  ridiculous  thing! 

LthWrit.  Do  you  laugh  at  me,  my  lord  ? 
Vm  very  cold,  but  that  should  not  be  laush'd 

Champ.  What  art  thou?  [^^t. 

La-Writ.  What  art  tiiou  ? 

iSoifi^.  If  he  haid  his  doublet, 
And  bis  sword  by  his  side,  as  a  gentleman 
ought  to  have 

Vert.  Peace,  monsieur  Sampson ! 

Ckojnp,  Come  hither,  little  gentleman. 

Lth-Writ.  Base  is  the  slave  commanded  i 
Come  to  me. 

Vert.  This  is  the  little  Advocate. 

Champ.  Wliat  Advocate  ?  [challenge. 

Vert.  The  Little  ^Advocate"  that  sent  me  a 
I  told  you  that  my  nephew  undertook  it, 
And  what  'twas  like  to  prove  x  Now  you  see 
the  issue. 


Champ.  Is  this  the  Little  Lawyer  } 

La-Writ.  You  have  a  sword,  sir. 
And  I  have  none ;  you  have  a  doublet  too, 
That  keeps  you  warm,  and  makes  you  merry. 

&ri^pi  if  your  lordship  knew  [man, 

The  nature  and  the  nobleness  of  the  gende- 
Tho'  he    shew   slight   here,  and  at  what 

gusts  «*  of  danger 
Uis  manhood  has  arriv*d,  but  that  men's  fates 

are  foolish, 
And  often  headlong  over-run  their  fortunes— • 

LaAVrit   That  Little  Lawyer  would  so 
prick  his  ears  up, 
And  bite  your  honour  by  the  nose     ■  ■■ 

Champ,  Say  you  so,  sir  ? 

Ld-Writ,  So  niggle  about  your  grave  shins, 
lord  Vertaign,  too 

Samp.  No  more,  sweet  gentleman ;  no  more 
of  that|  sir.  ,  [more. 

La-Writ.  I*  will  have  more,  I  must  hav« 

Vert.  Out  with  it 

Samp.  Nay,  he  is  as  brave  a  fellow 

Chcatq).  Ilave  I  caught  you? 

[Strikes  him  tUwiu 

Vert.  Do  not  kill  him,  do  not  kill  him. 

Champ.  No,  no,  no,  I  will  not.       [heart ! 
lyyou  peep  again?    Down,  down,   proud 

Samp.  Oh,  vtdour  !  [rescue  tliee. 

Look  up,  brave  friend,  T  have  no  means  to 
My  kingdom  for  a  sword ^ ! 

Champ.  Ill  sword  you  presently; 
ril  claw  your  sktn*coat  too. 

Vert.  Away,  good  Sampson ; 
You  go  to  grass  else  instantly. 

Samp.  But  do  not  murder  my  brave  friend. 

Vert.  Not  one  word. 

Champ.  If  you  do,  sirrali 

Samp.  Must  I  eo  off  dishonoured? 
Adversity  tries  valour;  sol  leave  thee !  [Exit. 


"     <■  And  at  what  gusts  of  danger 

HiM  manfiood  has  arriv'd.}  Mr.  Seward,  disliking  the  word  g^ists^  reads, 

« j^(  whnt^M*^*  of  danger 

^*^  His  manhood  has  arrived  :'* 
'  i.  e.*  says  he,  '^  what  dangerous  tournemcnts  his  manhood  has  been  engaged  in/'    Tt  is  a 
*  technical  word  in  knight-errantry,  und  perfectly  suitable  to  die  errant  knight  that  ujtters  it/ 
The  conjecture  is  probable }  hut  we  sec  no  dimculty  in  *'  gusts  of  danger.'^ 

«  Mtf  kingdom  Jar  a  srcard!]  Mr.  Sympson  thinks  this  u  stupid  sneer  at  Shakespeare,  and 
Mr.  Theobald  always  used  to  look  on  every  such  jocular  quotation  from  him,  as  so  many 
sneers.  For  my  part,  I  thin  k  it  no  more  a  sneer  upon  Shakespeare,  djan  The  Batde  of  the 
Frogs  and  Mice  is  upon  the  Iliad,  or  The  Splendid  Shilling  upon  Paradise  Lost.  Every 
sentiment,  or  expression  of  dignity  and  sublimity,  when  applied  to  a  ridiculous  subject 
serves  only  by  its  contrast  to  render  the  subject  more  ridiculous.  Thus,  Et  tu,  Brute 
below,  cannot  possibly  be  a  sneer  upon  Shakespeare,  who  does  nothing  but  transcribe  the 
very  expression  Caisar  made  use  of  at  his  death  ;  at  least  the  Latin  translation  of  it.  But 
Samosoii  assuming  the  dlstros  of  Kichurd  the  Third,  and  La-Writ  the  dimity  of  Ciesar  in 
his  fall,  extremely  heighten  the  comic  drollery  of  their  characters.  Thus  again,  in  an 
emendation  of  Mr.  Sympson's  note  ",  in  this  vt^.ry  play,  [sl pretended ememlution  !] 

"  What  mister-thing  is  this  }^' 
as  Spenser  lud  stampM  a  dignity  upon  the  obsolete  word  mister,  it  is  with  great  humour 
applied  to  La- Writ.     Bui  is  Spenser  sncer'd  by  the  application  ?  No  ;  Fletcher  was  so  far 
from  sneering,  that  he  almost  idolized  him ;  as  is  shewn  in  note  ^  on  The  Faithful  Shep« 
herdess.        Sezcard. 

After  all,  it  cannot  he  denied  that  our  Poets,  as  well   as  Ben  Jonson,  have   certainly 
mora  iban  once  indul«^ed  thrmselvcs  in  sneering  allusions  to  the  Works  of  Shakespeare 

K  8 


THE  VTTtk  FRENCH  lAWmL 


f Act  4.  Scene  1. 


Champ.  Are  jou  a  Lawyer,  sir? 
Jja-Writ.  I  waSy  I  was,  sir. 
Champ,  Nay,  never  look;  your  Lawyer's 
pate  is  broken,  [sirrah  I 

And  your  litigious  blood  about  your  ears, 
Why  do  you  fight  and  snarl? 
La^Writ.  I  was  possessed. 
Champ,  m  dispossess  you. 
Vert.  Ha,  ha, ha! 
La-Writ.  Et  tu,  Brute? 
Vert.  Beat  him  no  more. 
Champ,  Alas,  sir^  I  must  beat  him. 
Beat  him  into  his  business  again  ;  he  will  be 
lost  else*  % 

Vert.  Then,  tnke  your  way. 
Champ.  Lie  still,  nnd  do  not  struggle. 
La-Writ.  I  am  patient. 
I  never  saw  my  blood  before;  it  jades  me: 
I  have  no  more  heart  now  than  a  goose. 

Champ.  Why,  sirrah,  [living «*, 

Why  do  you  leave  your  trade,  your  trade  of 
And  send  your  chajlenses  like  tliunderbolts. 
To  men  of  honour'd  place  t 

LehWrit.  I  understand,  sir; 
I  never  understood  before  your  beating. 

Champ.  Does  this 
Work  on  you  ? 
La-Writ.  Yes. 

Champ.  D'you  thank  me  for'c? 
La-Writ.  As  well 
As  a  beaten  man  can. 

Champ.  And  d'yon  promise  me. 
To  fall  close  to  your  trade  again  ?  leave 
brawling?  [life. 

La- Writ.  If  you  will  give  me  leave  and 
Champ.  And  ask  this  nobleman  forgivcuess? 
La-Writ.  Heartily. 

Champ,  Rise  then,  and  get  you  gone ;  and 

let  me  hear  of  you  [words ; 

As  of  an  advocate  new  vampM.    No  more 

Get  you  off  quickly,  and  make  no  murmurs; 

1  shaJl  pursue  you  else. 

La^-Writ.  I  have  done,  sweet  gentlemen. 

[Exit. 
Veri»  But  we  forget  ourselves,  bur  friends^ 

and  diiJdren. 
Champ.  We'll  raise  the  country  first,  then 
t^e  our  fortunes.  [^Exeunt. 

inter  First  Gentleman  and  Lamira. 

1  Gent.  Shall  I  entreat  for  what  I  may 

Lam.  Think  on  my  birth.        [command  ? 

1  Gent.  Here  1  am  only  noble, 
A  kin§,  and  thou  in  my  domiuionsy  fool, 
A  subject,  and  a  slave. 

Lam.  Be  not  a  tyrant, 
A  ravisher  of  honour,  gentle  sir, 
And  I  will  tliink  you  such ;  and  on  my  knees, 
As  to  my  sovereign,  pay  a  subject's  duty, 
With  prayers  and  tears. 

1  Gent.  I  like  this  humble  carriage : 


I  will  walk  by ;  bat  knee)  you  sdll  and  weep 

too, 
CIt  shews  well)  while  Iteeditiite  on  the  prey, 
Before  I  seize  St. 

Lafn.  Is  there  no  mercy,  Heaven? 

Enter  Second  Gentleman  and  Anahel. 

3  Ge^it.  Not  kiss  you  ?  I  will  kiss,  and 

Ana.  Savage  villain !  [kiss  again* 

My  innocence  be  my  strength!  I  do  defy  thee, 
Thus  scorn  and  spit  at  thee.  Will  you  come 
You're  hot;  there  is  a  cooler,        *  [on,  sir  ? 

9  Gent.  A  virogo? 

Aita.  No,  loathsome  goat,  more,  more ;  I 
am  that  goddess,  [after. 

That  here  with  whips  of  steely  in  hell  here* 
Scourge  rape  and  theft. 

2  Gent.  I'll  try  your  deity.  [a  virgin. 

Ana.  My  chastity,  and  thisLnife  held  by 
Against  thy  lust,  tliy  sword,  and  thee  a  beast. 
Call  on  for  the  encounter. 

%  Gent.  Now  what  think  you? 
Are  you  a  goddess? 

\Thnnrs  her  and  takes  her  knifc^ 

Ana.  In  me  their  pow'r  suffers 
That  should  protect  the  innocent. 

1  Gent.  I  am  [ray  pleasures. 

Alt  fire,  and  tliou  shalt  quencn  it,  and  serve 
Come,  partner  in  the  spoil  and  the  reward. 
Let  us  enjoy  our  purchase^ 

Lam.  Oh,  Dinant ! 
Oh,  Hcav'n !  oh,  husband ! 

Ana.  Oh,  my  Cleremont ! 

1  Gent.y  Two  are  our  slaves  they  call  on  { 
bring  'em  forth. 

As  they  are  chain'd  together;  let  them  see, 
And  suffer  in  the  object. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremont  hound^  and  the 
rest  of  the  Gentlemen. 

2  Gent.  While  we  sit 
And  without  pity  hear-. 'em. 

Cler.  By  my  life, 
I  suffer  more  for  thee  than  for  myself,  ['em 

Din.  Be  a  man,  Cleremont,  and  look  upon 
As  such  that  not  alone  abus'd  our  service. 
Fed  us  with  hopes  most  bitter  in  digestion. 
But,  when  love  fail'd,  to  draw  on  further 
mischief,  [nours. 

The  baits  they  laid  for  us  were  our  own  ho- 
Which  thus  hath  made  us  slaves  too,  worsa 

2  Gent.  He  dies.  [than  slaves. 

1  Gent.  Pray  hold :  give  him  a  tittle  respite. 

Din.  I  see  you   now  beyond  expressioa 

wretched,  [honour. 

The  wit  you  bcagg'd  of  fool'd,  that  boasted 

(As  you  believ'd,  compass'd  with  walls  of 

brass. 
To  guard  it  surfe)  subject  to  be  o'erthrown 
With  the  least  bla&t  of  lust. 
Lam.  A  most  sad  truth. 


••  Your  tradeyyour  trade  of  living.]  i.  e.  Your  trade  by  which  you  are  to  get  ynyr  livelihood,^ 
and  without  which  you  must  starve.  I  add  tltis  explanation  because  Mr.  Syrnpson^ 
Caking  trade  of  living  only  for  watf  of  livings  thought  it  a  strange  tautolo^.        Seward.    .  . 
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Din,  That  confidence,  which  was  not  to 
be  shaken. 
In  a  perpetual  fever,  and  those  favours, 
Which,  with  so  strong  and  ceremonious  d  u  ty. 
Your  lover  and  a  gentleman  lon^  sought  for, 
Sought,  sued,  and  koeel'd  in  vain  for,  must 

you  yield  up 
To  a  licentious  villain,  that  will  hardly 
Allow  you  thanks  for't. 

C/b*.  Sometliiog  I  must  say  too. 
And  to  you,  pretty  one,  tno*  crying  one» 
To  be  hansM  now,  when  tiiese  worshipful 
benchers  please,  [me) 

(Tho'  I  know  not  their  faces  that  condojnn 
A  little  startles  me  ;  but  a  man  is  nothing, 
A  maiden tiead  is  the   thing,  the  thing  all 
aim  at.  [heart  too. 

Do  not  yon  wish  now,  and  wish  from  your 
When,  scarce  sweet  with  my  fears,  1  long 
lay  by  you,  [upon  nie, 

(Those  fears  you   and  your  good  aunt  put 
To  make  you  sport)  youM  given  a  little  hmt, 
A  touch  or  so,  to  tell  me  I  was  morul. 
And  by  a  mortal  woman  ? 
Ana^  Pray  you  no  more  I 
Cler.  If  1  had  loos'd  that  virgin  zone,  ob- 
serve me, 
I  would  have  hir!d  the  best  of  all  our  poett 
TuVe  sung  so  much,  and  so  well,  in  the  honour 


Of  that  night's  joy.  that  Ovid*s  Afternoon, 

Nor  hisCorinna,  should  attain  be  mentioned. 

Ana,  I  do  repent,  and  wi&h  I  had. 

Cler,  Tbnt*s  comfort. 
But  now— 

«  Gent.  Another,  that  will  have  it  offer'd. 
Compel  it  to'  be  oflftT'd,  shall  enjoy  it! 

Cler,  A  roi;uc,  a  ruffiau  ? 

S  Gent.  As  you  love  your  throat 

1  Gent.  Away  with  them. 

Ana.  Oli,Clercmont! 

Lam.  Oh,  Diiiaiit  !  [sorrows. 

Dm.  I  can  but  add  your  sorrows  to  my 
Your  rears  to  my  rV-irs. 

Clcr.  To  your  wishes  mine. 
This  slave  may  prove  unable  to  perform, 
Till  r  perform  the  task  that  I  was  bora  iot* 

Ana.  Amen,  amen ! 

1  Gent.  Drag  the  slaves  hence.  For  you, 
A  while  i*il  lock  you  up  here:  Study  all  ways 
You  con  to  please  me,  or,  tlie  deed  being 
You  are  but  dead.  [done, 

2  Gent.  This btrongva'iltshallc^ontain you; 
There  think  how  many  for  your  maidt^nuead 
Have  pin'd  away»  and  be  prepar'd  to  lose  it 
With  penitence. 

1  Gejit.  No  human  help  can  save  you. 
Ladies.  Help,  help !  [hear  you. 

2  Gent.  You  cry  in  vain;  rocks  cannot 


ACT    V. 


A  horrid  noiie  qfmusick  within,     T.nter  one 
and  opens  the  door,  H'ithin  which  Ltanira 
and  Anabel  were  shut,  the  if  in  fear, 
Xam.  {^H,  cousin,  how  I  shake  all  this 

^^  long  nieht ! 
What  frights  and  noises  we  have  heard  ! 

Still  they  increase. 
The  villains  put  on  shapes  to  torture  us<s. 
And,  to  their  devils,  form  such  preparations 
As  if  they  were  a-h:\tching  new  dishonours, 
And  fatal  ruin,  past  dull  man's  invention. 
Go  not  too  far,  and  pray,  good  cousin  Ana- 
Hark,  a  new  noise  !  [bel ! 
[^A  strange  musick,  sackhut,  and  troop-^usic. 

Ana,  'they're  exquisite  in  mischief. 
I  will  go  on ;  this  room  gives  no  protection, 
More  than  the  next.  Witt's  that?  How  sad 

and  hollow 
The  sound  comes  to  us !       [Gent,  peeping. 


Lam.  Groaning,  or  singing,  is  it  ? 

[Louder  nois$. 

Ana,    The   wind,    I    think,    murmuring 
amongst  old  rooms.  [presage 

Lam.  Now  it  grows  louder;  sure  some  sad 
Of  our  foul  loss.— [Pfc/).] — Look,  now  they 

Ana.  Pox  peep  *em  !  [p^^p* 

Lam.  Oh,  give  them  gentle  language. 

Atia.  Give  'em  nts-bane.        yPeep  above. 

Lam.  Now  they're  above. 

Ana,  I  would  tlu'y  were  i*th'  centre. 

Lam.  Thou  art  so  foolish  desperate. 

Ana,  Since  we  must  lose 

Lam.  Call  'cm  brave  fellows,  gentlemen.. 

Ana,  Call  \\\\  rogues,  [lains ! 

Rogues  as  they  are,  rude  rosrues,  uncivil  vil* 

LMm.  Look,  an  thou  woo't  beware;  dost 
thou  feel  the  danger? 

Ana.  Till  the  danger  feel  me,  thus  will  I 
talk  still. 


«  The  villains  put  on  shapes  to  torture  us. 
And  to  Ifieir  devils  form  such  preparations 

As  if  theif  were,  &c.]  The  former  editors,  by  their  pointings  and  making  "  devils"  the 
plural  number  instead  of  tlie  genitive  singular,  seem  to  have  taken  *'  form**  for  a  verb ;  but 
then  the?  leave  "  and  to  their  devils'*  without  any  sense  at  all.        Scn>ar(L 

The  old  pointing  gives,  we  think,  the  same  sense  with  Seward*?,  and  avoids  the  hardness 
of  "  put  on  preparation."  *'  lb  tlieir  devils"  signifies  ^*  besides  tlieir  devils,**  like  which 
they  were  disguise^. 
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And  wohse  wbeo  that  comes  too;  they  can- 
not eat  me. 
This  is  a  nunishroent  upon  our  own  prides 
Most  justly  laid :  We  must  abuse  brave  gen- 
tlemen, [laugh  and  jeer  at 
Make  'em  tame  fools,  and  hobby-horses; 
Such  men  too^  and  so  handsome  and  so  noble, 

lliat,  howsoe'er  we  seem'd  to  carry  it-J 

'Would  'twere  to  do  again  !   « 

Lam.  I  do  confess,  cousin,      -^ 
It  was  too  harsh,  too  foolish. 

Ana,  Do  you  feel  it  ?  [ment 

T>*  you  find  It  now?  take  heed  o'  th'  puuish- 
We  might  have  had^wo  gallant  gentlemen, 
Proper,  and  young ;  oh,  how  it  tortures  me  ! 
Two  devils  now,  two  rascals,  two  and  twen- 

XoiR.  Oh,  thiuk  not  so.  ['y*— ■ 

Ana.  Nay,  an  we  'scape  so  modestlv 

Lam.  May  v/c  be  worthy  any  eyes,  or  know- 
When  we  are  Us'd  thus  ?  [ledge, 

Ana.  Why  not ?  why  d'  vou  cry  ?       [for? 
Are  we  not  women  still  ?  wfiat  were  wc  nuidc 

Lam,  But  thus,  tlms  basely 

Ana.  Tis  against  our  wills; 
And  if  there  come  a  thousand,  so  ' 

Lam,  Out  on  thee  I 

Ana,  You  are  a  fool:  What  we  cannot  re- 
sist, [be  women. 
Why  should  we  grieve  and  blush  for?  There 
And  they  tliat  bear  the  name  of  excellent 
women,  [fortune. 
Would  give  their  whole  estates  to  meet  tliis 

Lanu  Il^rk,  a  new  noise  ! 

\_Neio  sound  within. 

Ana,  Let  'em  go  on;  I  fear  not. 
If  wrangling,  fighting  and  scnitchiog  canno^ 

preserve  me, 
Why,  BO  be  it,  cousin.    If  I  be  ordain'd 
To  breed  a  race  of  rogues 

Enter  four  over  the  ftasfy  with  Beavpre  and 
Verdone  bound^  and  halters  about  their  necks. 

Lam,  They  come. 

Ana.  Be  firm; 
They're  welcome. 

Lam.  What  mask  ofdeath  is  this?  Oh,  my 
dear  brother !  '        [villains ! 

Ana.  My  coz  too  ?  why,  now  you're  glorious 

Lam.  Oh,  shall  we  lose  our  honours  ? 

Ana.  Let  'em  go;  [pageants. 

When  death  prepares  the  way,  they  are  but 
Why  must  these  die  ? 

Ixau,  Lament  your  own  misfortunes; 
We  perish  happily  before  your  ruins. 

Ana.  Has  mischief  ne'er  a  tongue  ? 

1  Gent.  Yes,  foolish  woman^ 
Our  captain's  will  is  death. 

Ana,  You  dare  not  do  it. 
Tell  thy  ba&c  boihtrous  captain  what  I  say. 
Thy  lawless  captain,  tliat  he  dares  not  do  it ! 
D'you  laugh,  you  rogue  ?  you pamper'd rogue ? 

Lam.  Gooci  sir, 
(Good  cousin,  gently!)  as  you're  a  gentle- 
man   [devil's  harbmger ! 

Ana,  A  gentleman  ?  A  slave,  a  dog,  the 


Lam.  Sir,  as  you  hftd  a  mother 

Ana.  He  a  mother? 
Shame  not  the  name  of  mother !  A  she-bear^ 
A  bh'ody  old  wolf-bitch  !  A  wooian-mother? 
Looks  that  rude  lump,  as  if  he  had  a  mother? 
Intreathira?  Ilang  him  !  Do  thy  worst,  thou 
dar'st  not,  [dares  not ; 

Thou  dar'st  not  wrong  tlieir  lives ;  thy  captiun 
They're  persons  of  more  price. 

Verdone,  Whate'cr  we  sufier. 
Let  not  your  angers  wrong  you.- 

Ana.  You  cannot  sufier;  [moon^ 

The  men  that  do  this  deed  mast  live  i'  th' 
Free  from  the  gripe  of  justice. 

Lam.  Is  it  not  better [rascals. 

Ana.  Is  it  not  better  ?  Let  'em  go  on  like 
And  put  false  faces  on  ?  they  dare  not  do  it ! 
Flatter  such  scabs  o£  nature? 

Geift^  Woman,  woman,- 
The  next  work  is  with  you. 

Ana,  Unbind  tliose  gentlemen. 
And  put  their  fatal  fortunes  on  our  necks. 

Lam,  As  you  have  mercy,  do  ! 

Ana,  As  you  are  monsters! 

Lam.  Fright  us  no  more  with  shipwreck  o^ 
our  honours ; 
Nor,  if  there  be  a  guilt  by  us  committed, 
Let  it  endanger  those. 

Ana,  I  say,  they  dare  not. 
There  be  a  thousand  gallowses,  ye  rogues ! 
Tortures,  ye  bloody  rogues  !  wheels ! 

Gent.  Away. 

Lam.  Stay. 

Ana,  Stay ;  [gentlemen^ 

Stay,  and  1 11  flatter  too.    Good  sweet-fac'd 
You  excellent  in  honesty! — Oh,  kinsmen  ! 
Oh,  noble  kinsmen ! 

Gent.  Away  with  ^m ! 

[Exeunt  Verdi  Bemi,  and  Gent, 

Ana.  Stay  yet. — ^— 
The  devil  and  his  lovely  dam  walk  with  you ! 
Come,  fortify  yourself ;  if  they  do  die, 
(Which  all  their  ruggedness  can't  rack  into  me) 
They  caiiuot  find  an  hour  more  iniioccut. 
Nor  more  friends  to  revenge  'em. 

Enter  Cleremonty  disguised. 

Lam,  Now  stand  constant; 
For  now  our  trial's  come. 

C/er,  This  beauty's  mine ; 
Your  minute  moves  not  vet. 

Lam.  She  sinks ! If  Christian^ 

If  any  spark  of  noble  heat 

Cier,  Rise,  lady,  [yoi^4 

And  fearless  rise;  tiicre's  no  dishonour  meant 
D'  you  know  my  tongue  ? 

Ana.  I've  heard  it. 

Cier,  Ma:k  it  better.  [you. 

I'm  one  that  loves  you ;  fairly,  nobly  loves 
Look  on  my  face. 

Ana.  Oh,  sir ! 

Cler.  No  more  words ;  softly. 
Hark,  but  hurk  wisely  how,  unilerstand  well. 
Suspect  not,  fear  not. 

Ana.  You  ha\e  brought  mc  comfort. 
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Cler.  If  yon  dare  think  me  worthy  of  your 

husband  <•,  ( thus 

I  am  no  rogue  nor  bef^gar^  if  you  dare  do 

Jna,  You  re  monsieur  Cleremont  ? 

Cier.  I  am  the  same.  (you. 

If  you  dare  venture,  speak ;  if  not,  I  leave 
And  leave  you  to  the  mercy  of  these  villains, 
That  will  not  wooe  you  much. 

Ana.  Save  my  reputation, 
Ana  free  me  from  these  blavcs  ! 

CUr,  %  this  kiss,  I'll  do  it,  [you. 

And  from  the  least  dishonour  they  dare  aim  at 
I  have  a  priest  too  shall  be  ready. 

Ana,  Yod  are  forward.  [whispers, 

Lam.  Is  this  my  constant  cousin?  How  she 
Kisses  and  hugs  the  thief  f 

ilAff.  You'll  offer  nothing?  [man« 

Cier.  Till  all  be  tied,  not,  a»  I  am  a  gentle- 

Ana.  Can  you  relieve  my  aunt  too  ? 

Cier.  Not3ret,  mistress,  [quickly; 

But  fear  nothing ;  all  shall  be  well.  Away 
It  must  be  done  i'  th*  moment,  or  — 

Ana,  I'm  with  jou.   [Keep  your  standing. 

Cier,  I'll  know  now  who  sleeps  by  me. — 
[Exeunt  Ckr.  andAnabel. 

Jjxm.  Well,  p;o  thy  way,  and  thine  own 
shame  dwell  with  thee  ! 
Is  this  the  constancy  she  shew'd,  the  brayery  ? 
The  dear  love  aqd  the  life  she  ow'd  her  kins- 
men ?  [woman  f 
Oh,  brave  tongue-valiant*,  and  vainglorious 
Is  this  the  noble  anger  you  arrived  at? 
Are  these  the  thieves  you  scorn'd,  the  rogues 
you  rail'd  a^  [desty, 
Tbescabs  and  scums  of  nature  ?  Oh,  fair  mo- 
Excellent  virtue,  whither  art  thou  fled  ? 
What  hand  of  Heav'n  is  over  us^,  when 
strong  virgins                          ^fortunes? 
Yield  to  their  fears,  and  to  their  fears  their 
Never,  Belief,  come  neac  me  more  !  Fare- 
well, wench, 


A  long  farewell  from  all  tliat  ever  knew  tliec ! 
My  turn  is  next ;  I  am  resolv'd.  It  comes ; 
But  in  a  nobler  sliape !  Ha ! 

Enter  Dinani. 
Din.  Bless  you,  lady! 
Lam.  Indeed,  sir,  I  had  need  of  many 

blessings ; 
For  all  the  hours  I  have  had  since  I  came  here. 
Have  been  so  many  curses.    How  got  you 

liberty  ? 
For  I  presume  you  come  to  comfort  me. 
Din.  To  comfort  you,  and  love  ^bu,  'tis 

most  true;   '  # 

My  bondaire  was  as  yours,  as  full  of  bitterness, 
And  every  liour  my  death. 

I^un.  Heav'n  was  your  comfort. 

Dili.  Till  the  last  evening,  sitting  full  of 

sadness,  [tunes, 

Wailing,  sweet  mistress,  your  unhappy  for- 
(Mine  own  I'd  the  least  care  of)  rouna  about 

me 
The  captaio  and  the  company  stood  gaping, 
When  I  began  the  story  of  my  love 
To  you,  fair  saint,  and* with  so  full  a  sorrow 
Folfow'd  each  point,  that,  e'en  from  those 

rude  eyes. 
That  never  knew  what  pity  meant,  or  mercy. 
There  stole  down  soft  relentings:  (Take  heed, 

mistress. 
And  let  not  such  unholy  hearts  out-do  yon  ! 
The  soft-plum'd  god  will  tee  again !}  Thui 

taken,  [told, 

As  men  transformM  with  the  strange  tale  I 
Tliey  stood  amaz*d ;  then  bid  me  rise  and  live, 
Take  liberty  and  means  to  see  your  person. 
And  wished  me  prosperous  in  your  love :  Wisb 

^ousu; 
Be  wise  and  loving,  lady;  shew  but  you  so! 
Lam.  Oh,  sir,  are  these  fit  hoiirs  to  talk 

of  love  in  ? 


^  If  you  think  me  worthf  of  your  hnshand.'\  The  word  dare  being  twice  repeated  after- 
wards, m  repeating  this  ciuestion,  and  the  want  of  a  syllable  in  the  verse,  seem  to  prove  it 
accidentally  dropt  from  this  line.    .    Seward. 

^  0  brave  tongue,  valiant  glorious  woman .']  Mr.  S^mnpson  concurred  with  me  in  reading 
tongu^vaiiant.  It  is  highly  probable  that  Milton  read  it  so,  for  he  seems  to  imitate  it  in  hit 
Samson  J'^otiistea:  Samson  calls  Ilarapha  tongue-doughty  giant ;  and  this  is  not  the  first 
time  in  this  play  that  Milton,  in  tliat  very  scene,  seems  to  have  imitated  our  Authors. 
What  Cbampemel  says  in  the  second  scene  of  the  first  act, 

« [Oh,  that  I  had  thee 

"  In  some  close  vault,  that  only  would  yield  room 
^  **  To  me  to  use  mv  sword,  to  thee  no  hope 

"  To  run  away.]" 
Milton  puts,  with  a  small  change  of  expression,  into  Samson's  mouth, 
*•  Therefore  without  feign'd  shifts  let  be  assign'd 
**  Some  narrow  place  inclos*d,  where  sigh^  may  give  thee, 
**  Or  rather  flight,  no  great  advantage  of  me.'' 
Bat  beside  the  corruption  of  tongue-vaUanty  the  word  glorious  seems  to  have  lost  its  preper 
consort,  which  both  the  sense  and  verse  require  to  be  restor'd:  I  read  tlierefure, 

'  O  brave  tongue-valiant,  and  iMuVglorious  woman ! ' 
Dinant  says,  a  little  below,  to  Lamira, 

*'  That  spring  of  chastity  that  fed  your  pride, 
"  And  grew  into  a  river  of  vain-glory,^ 
This  confirms  the  conjecture  above.        Seward. 
f  What  liond^  O  tiMJ>\  ii  over  vt.]  Thus  read  all  editions  but  Uie  first. 
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THE  ihtle  frexch  lawyer. 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 


Farewell!— Come,  chearly,  boys,  about  our 

business ! 
Now,  welcome  tongue  again,  hang  swords  ! 
1  Client   Sweet  Advocate  !  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Nurse  and  Charfotte. 

Kurse.  I  know  not,  wench;  they  may  call 
'em  what  tliey  will, 
Outlaws,  or  thieves,  but,  I  am  sure,  to  me 
One  was  an  honest  man ;  he  us*d  me  well : 
What  I  did,  *tisno  matter;  he  complainM  not. 

Char.  I  must  confess  thepe  was  one  bold 
with  me  too,  [matter ; 

Some  coy  thing  would  say  rudiB,  but  'tis  no 
J  was  to  pay  a  waiting-woman's  ransom. 
And  I  have  done't;  and  I  would  pay't  again, 
Were  I  ta'cn  to-morrow. 

Nurse.  Alas,  there  was  no  hurt ! 
If't  be  a  sin  for  such  as  live  at  hard  meat, 
And  keep  a  long  Lent  in  the  woods  as  they  do, 
To  taste  a  little  flesh 

Char.  God  help  the  courtiers, 
That  lie  at  rack  and  manger  ! 

Nurse.  I  shall  love 
A  thief  the  better  for  this  while  I  live; 
They  are  men  of  a  charitable  vocation, 
And  give  where  there  is  need,  and  witb  dis- 
cretion,   - 
And  put  a  good  speed-penny  in  my  purse, 
That  has  been  empty  twenty  years. 

Char.  Peace, Nurse;  [Cleremont 

Fare  well  ^»  and  cry  not  roast  meat.  Mcthinks 
And  my  lady  Anabel  are  in  one  night 
Familiarly  acquainted. 

Nurse.  I  observe  it; 
If  she  have  got  a  penny  too ! 

Enter  Vertaign,  Champemely  and  Provost. 

Char.  No  more; 
My  lord  monsieur  Vertaign ;  the  provost  too ! 
Haste,  and  acquaint  my  lady. 

lExeunt  Nurse  and  Char. 

Pro.  Wondrous  strange  • 

Vert.  Tis  true,  sir,  on  my  credit. 

Champ.  On  mine  honour.  [years. 

Pro.  I  have  been  provost-marshal  twenty 
And  have  truss'd  up  a  thousand  of  these  ras- 
But  so  near  Paris  yet  I  never  met  with  [cals ; 
One  of  that  brotherhood. 

Champ.  We  to  our  cost  have. 
But,  will  you  search  the  wood  ? 

Pro.  It  is  beset;  [wonder 

They  cannot  'scape  us.  Nothing  makes  me 
So  much,  as,  havmg  you  within  their  power, 
They  let  you  go;  it  was  a  courtesy, 


That  French  thieves  use  not  often.    I  much 
The  gentle  ladies;  yet,  I  know  not  bow,  [pity 
I  rather  hope  than  fear.     Are  these   the 
prisoners  ^ 

Enter  Dinanty  Cferemonty  Verdoney  Peaupre, 
Lamira^  Anabel,  Charlotte,  and  Nuru. 

Din.  We  were  such. 

Vert.  Kill  me  not,  excess  of  joy  ? 

Champ.  I  see  thou  liv'st;  but  hast  thou  had 
no  foul  play  ?  [noble. 

Lam.  No,  on  my  soul ;  my  usage  hatn  been 
Far  from  all  violence. 

Champ.  How  were  you  freed  ? 
But,  kiss  me  first;  w^ll  talkofthat  at  leisure; 
Tm  glad  I  have  thee.    Niece,  how  you  keep 
As  you  knew  mo  not  I  [off. 

Ana.  Sir,  I  am  where 
I  owe  most  duty. 


The 


Cler.  *Tis  indeed  most  true,  sir ; 
man  that  should  have  ,been  your  bed- 
fellow, [smell  out 
Your  lordship's  bedfellow,  that  could  not 
A  virgin  of  sixteen,  that  was  your  fool 
To  make  you  merry;  this  poor  simple  fellow 
Has  met  the  maid  again,  and  now  she  knows 
He  is  a  man. 

Chump.  How  !  is  she  dishonoured  ?   [able  : 

Cler.  Not  unless  marriatie  be  dishonoiir- 
Heav'n  is  a  witness  of  our  happy  contract. 
And  the  next  priest  we  meet  shall  warrant  it 
To  all  the  world.     I  lay  witli  her  in  jest; 
"Tis  turn'd  to  earnest  now. 

Champ.  Is  tills  true,  n^ece  ? 

Din.  Her  blushing  silence  grants  it.  Nay, 
sir,  storm  not ; 
He  is  my  friend,  and  I  can  make  this  good. 
His  birth  and  fortunes  equal  hers  ;  your  lord- 
ship [friends  too. 
Might  have  sought  out  a  worse  ;  we  are  all 
All  diflferenccs  end  thus.     Now,  sir,  unless 
You  would  raise  new  dissentions,  makeper- 
What  is  so  well  begun.  [feet 

Vert.  That  were  not  manly. 

Lam,  Let  me  persuade  you. 

Champ.  Well,  God  give  you  joy  ! 
She  shall  not  come  a  be^^gar  to  you,  sir.  Fyoii 
For  you,  monsieur  Dinant,  ere  lons^  I'll  sfiew 
Another  niece,  to  this  not  much  interior ; 
As  you  shall  like,  proceed. 

Din.  1  thank  you,  sir.  [vel  ends 

Champ.  Back  tlien  to  Paris.  Well  that  tra- 

That    makes    of   deadly  enemies    perfect 

friends.  [Exeunt  omnes. 


49  Farewel,  and  cry  not  roast  meaf.J  The  proverb  proves,  as  well  as  the  sense,  that  we 
should  read,  fare  tcelL    The  corruption  was  easy.' 


EPILOGUE. 


Gentlemen, 

I  AM  sent  forth  to  enquire  what  you  decree) 
Of  us,  and  of  our  Poets;  they  will  be  i 
This  night  exceeding  n^rry,  so  will  we,      ) 


I  Jf  you  approve  their  labours.    They  profess 
You  arc  their  patrons,  and  we  s.iy  no  less: 

I  Resolve  us  then  :  for  you  can  only  tell 
Whether  we  iiave  done  idly,  or  done  well. 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  VALENTINIAN, 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Lovelace  and  Stanley  speak  of  Fletcher  singly 'as  Author  of 
thi^  TragfHJy.  Its  6rst  publication  was  in  the  folio  of  1647.  About  the  year  1685,  the 
!Earl  of  KochesCei-  made  some  considerable  alterations  in  Valentinian,  with  which  it  was 
performed. 


PERSOjSfS    REPRESENTED. 


Valentin  IAN,  Emperor  of  'Rome, 
AxiUH,  the  Emperor* s  loyal  General. 

Proculus,  f  four  noble  Pandars,  and  Flat- 
Cm  LAX,     C     tcrers  to  the  Emperor. 
LlCINIUS,    ) 

Ma  ximus,  q great  Soldier ,  Husband  to  Lucina. 
Lycias,  an  Eunuch, 
Pontius,  an  honest  cashiered  Centurion. 
Phidias,  j  two  bold  and  Juithfal  Eunuchs, 
Are  res,  J     Servanis  to  JEci'us, 
Afuanius,  an  aiunent  Captain* 

SCENE,  Rome, 


Paulus,  a  Poet. 
LiciPPUs,  a  Courtier, 

EUDOXIA,  Empress,  Wife  to  Valentinian. 
LuciNA,  (lie  chaste  abused  Wife  of  Maximus, 

Ma"r;^^lina,}  ^--''  t^'-'-^— • 

PuorbIT,'}  ^"'^  ^'^^  Emperor's  Bawds. 

Three  St' natorsy  Phj/niciuns,  Gentlemen,  and 
Soldiers. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  T. 


Enter  Batbus,  ProculuSyChilax,a7id  Licinius. 
Balbus.  1  NEVER  saw  the  like;  she's  no 

-■■     more  stirr*d, 
No  more  another  woman,  no  more  a1tcr*d 
With  any  hopes  ur  promises  laid  to  her. 
Let  em  be  ne'er  so  weighty,  ne'er  so  winning, 
Than  I  am  with  the  motion  of  my  own  legb. 

Proc.  Chi  lax. 
You  are  a  stranger  yet  in  those  designs. 
At  IcHbt  in  Roinc.  Tell  me,  and  tell  me  truth, 
Did  you  c;*er  know,  in  all  your  course  of 

practii  c, 
Jn  all  the  ways  of  woman  you  have  run  thro* — 
(For  1  presume  you  fi^ve  been  brougiit  up, 
As  we,  to  fetch  uiid  carry—  )  [Chilax, 

Chi.  True;  I  hiivc  so.  [gress, 

Proc^  Did  you,  I  say  again,  in  all  this  pro- 
Ever  discover  "^uch  a  piece  of  beauty, 
Ever  so  rare  a  creature,  and,  no  doubt. 
One  that  must  know  her  worth  too^  and  af- 
fect it,  ■ 
Ay,  and  beflattcr'd,clse*tis*nonc  ;and  honest? 
Honest,  against  the  tide  of  all  temptations  ? 
Honest  to  one  man,  to  her  husband  only. 
And  yet  not  eighteen,  not  of  age  to  know 
"Why  she  is  honest? 

Chi.  I  confess  it  freely, 
I  never  saw  her  fellow,  nor  e'er«}iall : 
For  all  our  Grecian  dames,  all  I  have  tried, 
(And  sure  I  have  tried  a  hundred ;  if  I  say  two, 
I  speak  wilhiA  my  compass)  all  these  beauties^ 


Fa 


And  all  the  constancy  of  all  these  faces. 
Maids,  widows,  wives,  of  what  degree  or 
calling,  [cunning) 

So  they  be  Greeks,  and  fat,  (for  there's  my 
I'd  undertake,  and  not  sweat  for  it,  I'roculus, 
Were  thev  to  try  again,  say  twice  as  many. 
Under  a  thousand  pound,  to  lay  *cm  bed-rid: 
But  this  wench  stag'jers  me. 

Liciu^  D*you  f^ue  these  jewels?  [sure  you, 
You*d  think  these  pretty  baits;  now,  I'll  as- 
Herc  s  half  the  wealth  of  Asia. 

Bal.  These  are  U(>thing 
To  the  full  honours  1  propounded  to  her : 
1  bid  her  think,  and  be,  and  presently, 
Whatever  her  ambition,  what  the  couns^el 
Of  others  would  add  to  her,  what  her  dreams 
Could  more  enlarge,  what  any  precedent 
Of  any  woman  rising  up  to  glory, 
And  standing  ccrtaiu  there ,and  in  the  highest, 
Could  give  her  more ;  nay,  to  be  empress* 

Proc.  And  cold  at  all  these  ofi'ers? 

BaL  Cold  as  crystal, 
Ne'er  to  bo  thaw'd  again. 

Chi.  I  tried  her  furtive r, 
And  so  far,  that  I  think  she  is  no  woman. 
At  least  as  women  go  now. 

Licin.  Why,  what  did  you  ? 

Chi.  I  offered  that,  that  had  she  been  but 
mistress  [her : 

0(f  as  much  spleen  as  doves  have,  I  had  reach'd 
A  safe  revenge  of  all  tliai  ever  hate  her. 
The  crying-down  for  ever  of  all  beauties 
That  may  be  tliou^t  come  near  her. 


36 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  VALENTINIAN. 


[Act  t.  Scene  U 


Froe.  That  was  pretty.  [tell  ye 

Chi.  I  ne'er  knew  that  way  fail » ;  yet  I  will 
J  offer'd  her  a  gift  beyond  all  yours, 
That,  that  had  made  a  saint  start,  well  conr 

8ider*d ; 
The  law  to  be  her  creature,  she  to  make  it, 
Jler  mouti)  to  give  it,  every  creature  living 
From  her  aspect «  to  draw  their  good  or  evil, 
Fix'd  in 'em,  spite  of  fortune;  a  new  Nature 
8he  should  be  caird,and  mother  of  all  ages; 
Time  should  be  hers ;  and  what  the  did,  lame 

Virtue 
Should  bless  to  all  posterities :  Hor  air    [us; 
Should  give  us  life,  her  earth  and  water  feed 
'And  last,  to  none  but  to  the  emperor, 
(And  then  but  when  she  pleas'd  to  have  it  so) 
She  should  he  held  for  mortal. 

Licin.  And  she  heard  you  ? 

Chi.  Yes,  as  a  sick  ma  11  hears  a  noise,  or  he 
That  standh  condemu'd  his  judgment.    Let 

me  perish,  / 

But,  if  there  can  be  virtue,  if  that  name 
Be  any  thing  but  name  and  empty  title. 
If  it  be  so  as  fools  have  been  pleas'd  to  feign  it, 
A  power  that  can  preserve  us  after  ashes, 
And  make  the  names  of  men  out-reckon  ages. 
This  woman  has  a  god  of  virtue  in  her  ! 

Bal.  I  would  the  emperor  were  that  god, 

Chi.  Sh*  has  in  her 
All  the  contempt  of  glory  and  vain-seeming 
Of  all  theStoicks,  all  the  truth  of  Christians, 
And  all  their  constancy  :  Modesty  was  made 
When  she  was  first  intended.    When  she 

blushes, 
It  is  the  holiest  thing  to  look  upon ; 
The  purest  temple  of  her  sect,  that  ever 
Miide  Nature  a  blessM  founder. 

Proc.  Is  there  no  way 
To  take  this  pheni^? 


Licin.  None  but  in  her  a»hes. 

Chi,  If  she  were  fat,  or  any  way  inclining 

To  ease  or  pleasure,  or  affected  glory. 

Proud  to  be  seen  and  worshipp'd,    twere  a 

venture;  [phi  re. 

But,  on  my  soul,  she's  chaster  than  cold  cam-r 

BfiL  I  think  so  too ;   for  ail  the  ways  of 
woman^ 
Like  a  full  ^ail,  she  bears  asininst.  I  ask'd  her. 
After  my  many  offers,  walking  with  her. 
And  her  as  many  dovvn-denials,  how 
If  th'  emperor,  grown  mad  with  love,  shonl4 

force  her  ? 
She  pointed  to  a  Lucrece  3,  that  hung  by. 
And  with  an  angry  look  that  from  her  eyes 
Shot  vestal  fire  against  me,  she  departed. 

Froc.  This  is  the  first 'wench  [  was  ever 

pos'd  in;  [wether 

Yet  I  have  brought  young  loving  thiugs  to* 

This  two-and-ttiirty  years.  '       ' 

Chi.  1  find,  by  this  wench. 
The  calling  of  a  bawd  to  be  a  strange, 
A  wise,  and  subtle  calling,  and  for  none 
But  staid,  discreet,  and  understanding  people: 
And,  as  the  tutor  to  great  Alexander    [read 
Would  say,  a  young  man  should  not  dare  to 
His  moral  books,  'till  after  five-and-twcnty  ; 
So  must  that  he  or  she,  that  will  be  bawdy, 
(I  mean  discreetly  bawdy,  and  be  trusted) 
If  they  will  rise,  and  gain  experience, 
Well  steep'd  in  years,  and  discipline,  begin  it  j 
I  take  it,  'tis  no  boys'  plav. 

Bal.  Well,  what's  thought  of? 

Froc,  The  emperor  must  know  it. 

Licin.  If  tlie  women 
Should  chance  to  fail  too? 

Chi.  As  'tis  ten  to  one, 

Froc.  Why, 

for  the  purchase  ? 

•Chi.  TneW  knew  that  way  fail;  yet  Til  tell  ye 

I  offered  her  a  gift  beyond  all  yours  ^  Chilax  had  before  mentioned  his  temptations  j 
and  had  this  speech  been  his,  he  would  have  said  "  beyond  all  Mrtt."  Proculus  was  thd 
only  one  that  had  not  mentioned  what  he  had  done;  there  seems  therefore  no  doubt  of 
this  and  the  following  speech  belonging  to  him.         Seward.  ■ 

This  change  seems  as  improper  as  arbitrary ;  there  being  no  reason  to  suppose  Proculus 
bad  attempted  to  seduce  Lucina.  So  far  from  it,  he  is  surprised  at  the  accounts  the  others 
give:  "And  cold  at  all  these  offers?" 

^Agpect."]  In  the  time  of  our  Authors,  and  long  after,  this  word  was  always  accented  on 
the  last  syllable :  Many  instances  might  be  produced  of  it ;  and  from  this  circumstance, 
Mr.  Farmer  appears  convinced  that  the  play  called  Double  Falshood,  ascribed  by  Theobald 
to  Shakespeare,  was  the  production  of  an  Author  who  lived  at  h  later  period*  See  FarmerV 
Essay  on  the  Learning  of  Shakespeare,  p.  26.         R, 

^She  pointed  to  a  Lucrece.]  This  is  extremely  poetical,  and  a  very  eminent  modem  haft 
imitated  it  iu  the  very  best  tragedy  that  th6  English  stage  has  produced  for  many  ycari 
past :  I  have  not  Mr.  Fenton's  IVwiamne  by  me,  buc  the  lines,  as  I  remember,  arc, 

" -Frowning,  with  a  victor's  haughty  air, 

"  He  pointed  to  a  picture  on  the  wall, 
"  Whose  silent  eloquence  too  plainly  spoke 
**  His  fix'd  resolve  against  the  suit  I  urg'd. 
"  Mar.  What  picture  ? 
I  "  Her,  Perseus  led  in  chains  thro'  Rome.* 

The  reader  will  obser^'e,  that  Mr.  Fenton  is  not  so  concise  and  striking  as  our  Authors; 
He  rises  into  beauty  like  the  gradual  opening  of  a  fair  morning;  our  Poets  break  out  at 
once  in  full  lustre,  uke  the  sun  bursting  frotaa  an  eclipse*        Seward, 


what^  remains,  but  new  netJi 


^c^  1. 8c<(ne  «.] 
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^hi.  Let's  go  consider  then;  and  if  all  fail, 
Tbis  is  the  first  quick  eel,  that  savM  her  tail. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Lucina,  Ardelioy  and  Phorha, 

Ard.  You  still  insist  upon  that  idol,  Ho- 
nour*: 
Can  it  renew  vour  youth?  can  it  add  wealth 
That  takes  oa  wrinkles?  can  it  draw  men's 

eyes 
To  gaze  upon  you  in  your  age  ?  can  honour, 
(That  truly  is  a  saint  to  none  but  soldiers, 
And,  look'd  into,  bears  no  reward  but  danj^tr) 
I^ave  you  the  niOi»t  respected  person  living? 
Or  can  tiie  common  kisses  of  a  husband 
(Which  to'  a  sprightly  lad^  is  a  labour) 
Make  you  almost  immortal?  You  are  cozenM ; 
The  honour  of  a  woman  is  her  praises;  [too. 
The  way  to  get  these,  to  be  seen,  and  sought 
And  not  to  bury  such  a  happy  sweetness 
Under  a  smoaky  roof. 

Ludna.  Til  hear  no  more. 
Fhorba,  That  white  and  red,  and  all  that 
blessed  beauty,  [thing: 

^cpt  from  the  eyes,  that  make  it  so,  is  no- 
Then  you  are  raiely  fair,  when  men  proclaim 
it.  [doubted. 

The   phenix,    were  she  never  seen,  were 
That  most  unvalued  horn  the  unicorn 
Bears  to  oppose  the  huntsman,  were  it  nothing 
put  ule,  and  mere  tradition,  would  help  no 
man;  '  [doubled. 

But  when  the  virtue's  known,  the  honour's 
Virtue  is  either  lame,  or  not  at  all, 
And  love  a  sacrilege,  and  not  a  saint, 
When  it  bars  up  the  way  to  men*s  petitions. 
Ard.  Nay,  you  shall  loye  your  husband 
too ;  we  come  not 
To  make  a  monster  of  you. 
•   Lucina.  Are  ye  women  ? 


Ard.  You*U  find  us  so,  and  women  yoti 
shall  thank  too, 

If  you  have  f;race  to  make  your  use. 

Lucina,  ¥y  on  ye !  [soul, 

Fhffrba.  Alas,  poor  bashful  lady !  By  my 

Had  you  no  other  virtue  but  your  blushes. 

And  I  a  man,  I  should  run  mad  for  those. 

How  daintily  they  set  her  off,  how  sweetly ! 
Ard.  Come,  goddess,  come  ;  you  move  too 
near  the  earth; 

It  must  not  be  I  a  better  orb  stays  for  you : 

Here;  be  a  maid,  and  take  him*. 

Lucina.  Pray  leave  me.  [a  way 

Phorha.  That  were  a  sin,  sweet  lady,  mi\d 

To  make  us  guilty  of  your  melancholy ; 

You  must  not  be  alone;  in  conversation 

Doubts  arc  resolv'd,  and  what  sticks  near  tb« 
conscience 

Made  easy,  and  allowable. 

Lucina,  Ye  are  devils !  [damnation. 

Ard,  That  you  may  one  day  bless  for  your 
Lucina.  I  charge  ye,  in  the  name  of  Chas^ 
tity. 

Tempt  me  no  more !  How  ugly  ye  seem  to  me ! 

There  is  no  wonder  men  defame  our  sex. 

And  lay  the  vices  of  all  ai^eson  us. 

When  such  as  you  shall  bear  the  names  of 
women ! 

If  ye  had  eyes  to  see  yourselves,  or  sense 

Above  the  base  rewards  ye  play  the  bawds  for; 

If  ever  in  your  lives  ye  heard  of  goodness, 

Tho'  many  regions  otf,  as  men  hecir  thunder; 

If  ever  ye  had  fathtrs*,  and  they  souls ; 

If  ever  mothers,  and  not  such  as  you  are; 

If  ever  any  thini;  were  constant  in  you, 

Besides  your  sins,    or  common  but  your 
curses  7; 

If  ever  any  of  your  ancestors 

Died  worth  a  noble  deed,  that  would  be  che- 
rish'd  ; 

Soul-frighted  with  this  black  infection. 

You'd  run  from  one  another  to  repentance, 


*  You  still  insist,  &c.]  The  reader  who  will  compare  this  scene  with  the  persuasives 
against  Chastity,  introduced  by  Milton  into  the  character  of  Comus,  will  readily  see  hove 
touch  that  excellent  author  has  been  indebted  to  this  play. 
■    *  Come  goddesse,  come,  you  move  too  neer  the  earth, 
It  muMt  not  be,  a  better  orbe  states  fur  you  : 

Here:  be  a  mayd,  and  take-en,]  So  iirst  folio.  The  second  folio  varies  in  the  tliird 
line,  where  it  says,  '*  take  *em,**  and  is  copied  in  the  subsequent  editions.  We  have  no 
doubt  of"  take  *en  "  meaning  "  take  him.** 

'  If  ever  ye  had  mothers,  and  they  souls; 
if  ever  fi^thers,  and  noi  such  as  you  are.]  The  necessity  of  the  transposition  of  mothers 
undjathers  in  these  two  lines  must  be  self-evident,        Seward. 

'  Lf  ever  any  thing  were  constant  in  you, 
Beside  yont  sins,  or  coming  but  your  courses.]  The  old  folio  reads,  "  camming  but  your 
€urses*'  In  attempting  to  correct  this,  the  latter  editions  make  something  worse  than 
nonsense.  Before  I  saw  the  old  folio  I  conjectured,  <or  comely  but  your  drc-sscs,*  but 
was  unsatisfied  with  it.  Common  being  exceeding  near  the  old  word  camming,  1  now  keep 
nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters  than  the  la^  editions,  and  read,  *  or  common  but  your 
curses; '  i.  e.  If  you  have  even  any  thing  in  common  with  the  rest  of  woman-kind,  except 
the  atrses  that  are  entailed  on  all.        Seward, 

We  think  Mr.  Seward's  reading  right,  but  his  explanation  of  that  reading  wrong.  The 
simple  meaning  is,  *  If  there  is  any  essential  ingredient  in  your  composition  beside  your 
^  sins,  or  any  thing  common  to  you  all  beside  the  cvriei  that  Attend  those  sins,  &c.' 
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And  from  your  pruilty  eyes  drop  out  those  sins, 
That  inaJc  ye  blind,  and  beasts! 

Ffnirba-   I'ou  speak  well,  lady; 
A  sign  of  fruitful  education, 
If  your  religions  zeal  had  wisdom  with  it. 

Ard,  This  lady  was  ordain'd  to  bless  the  em- 
And  we  may  all  give  thanks  foi-*t.         [pire, 

Fhorba.  J  believe  you. 

Ard.  If  any  thing  redeem  the  emperor 
From  his  wild  flying  courses,  ihis  is  .she: 
She  can  instruct  him,  if  ye  mark ;  she's  wise 
too.  [in  her; 

Fhorba.  Exceedinf^  wise,  which  isa wonder 
And  so  religious,  that  I  well  believe, 
Tho'  she  would  sin  she  cannot. 

Ard,  And  besides, 
hhe  has  the  empire's  cause  in  hand,  not  love*s; 
There  lies  the  main  consideration, 
For  which  she's  chiedy  bi>rn. 

Fhftrba.  She  linds  tliat  point 
Stronger  tlian  we  can  tell  her;  and,  believe  it, 
I  look  by  hi  r  means  for  a  reformation, 
And  such  a  one,  mid  such  a  rare  way  carried, 
That  ail  the  world  shall  wonder  at. 

Ard,  ''J'ls  true. 
I  never  thought  ciie  emperor  had  wisdom, 
Pity,  or  fair  nffecuon  to  his  country, 
Till^  he  profess'd  this  li/ve :  Gods  give  'em 

children, 
Such  as  her  virtues  merit,  and  bis  zeal ! 
1  look  to  see  a  Numa  from  this  lady. 
Or  greater  than  Octavius. 

thorba.  Do  you  mark  too, 
(Which  is  a  noble  virtue)  how  she  blushes, 
-  And  wiiat  a  flowing  modesty  runs  thro'  her, 
When  we  but  name  the  emperor? 

Ard.  But  mark  it? 
Yes,  and  admire  it  too ;  for  she  considers, 
Tho'  she  be  fair  as  Hcav'n,  and  virtuous 
As  lioly  truth,  yet  to  the  emperor 
hhe  is  a  kind  of  nothing  but  her  service, 
Which  she  is  bound  to  oflir,  andsiie'lldo  it; 
And  when  her  country's  cause  commands  af- 
fection, 
She  knows  obedience  is  the  key  of  virtues: 
Then  fly  the  blushes  out,  like  Cupid's  arrows ; 
And  tho'  the  tie  of  marriage  to  her  lord 
W  ould  faincry,  *  Suiy,Lucina!' yet  the  cause, 
And  general  wisdom  of  the  prince's  love, 
l^lakes  her  lind  surer  ends,  and  happier; 
And  if  the  first  were  clrnst^,  this  is  twice 
doubled. 

Fhorba,  Her  tartness  unto  us  too 

y    Ard.  That's  a  wise  one [dom, 

Phorba,  I  rarely  like;  it  shews  a  rising  wis- 
That  chides  all  cvimmon  lools  as  dai  c  enquire 
What  princes  would  have  private. 

Ard.  What  a  lady 
Shall  we  be  bless'd  to  serve ! 

Lucina.  Go,  get  ye  from  me ! 
Ye  are  your  puise^'  agents,  not  the  prince's. 
Is  tliis  the  virtuous  lore  ye  traiu'd  me  out  to? 
Am  I  a  woman  tit  to  imp  your  vices? 


But  that  I  had  a  mother,  and  a  woman, 
Whose  ever-living  fame  turns  all  it  touches 
Into  the  eood  itself  is,  I  should  now 
Ev'n  doubt  myself,  I  have  been  search'd  so 

near  F^wo, 

The  very  soul  of  honour.    Why  should  you 
That  happily  have  been  as  chaste  as  I  am, 
(Fairer  1  thmk  by  much,  for  yet  your  faces. 
Like  ancieot  well-built  piles,  slievv  worthy 

ruins) 
After  that  angel-age,  turn  mortal  devils  ? 
Koi  shame,  for  womau-hood,  for  what  ye  have 

been,  [branchrs) 

(For    rotten    cedars    liavc    borne     goodly 
If  ve  have  hope  of  any  Heav'n,  hut  court. 
Which,  like  a  dream,'  you'll  hnd  hereafter 

vanish. 
Or  at  the  best,  butr  subject  to  repentance, 
Study  no  more  to  be  ill  spoken  of! 
Let  women  live  themselves ;  if  they  must  fall. 
Their  own  destruction  find  'em,  not  your 

fevers, 
Ard.  Madam,  you  are  so  excellent  in  all, 
And  I  must  tell  it  you  with  admiration. 
So  true  a  joy  you  have,  so  sweet  a  fear, 
And,  when  you  come  to  anger,  'tis  so  noble. 
That,  for  mine  own  part,  I  could  still  offend. 
To  hear  you  angry  :  Women  that  want  that. 
And  your  way  guided  (else  I  count  it  nothing) 
Are  either  fools  or  cowards. 

Fhorba.  She  were  a  mistress  for  no  private 

greatness,  [anger : 

Could   she  not  frown  a  ravish'd  kiss  from 
And  such  an  anger  as  this  lady  learns  us. 
Stuck  with  such  pleasing  dangers,  gods,  I 
Which  of  ye  all  could  hold  from  ?     [ask  ye, 
Lucina.  1  perceive  ye ;  [price 

Your  own  dark  sins  dwell  with  ye  !  and  that 
You  sell  the  chiistity  ot'  modest  wives  at, 
Run"  to  diseases  with  your  bones!  I  scorn  ye; 
And  all  the  nets  ye've  pitch'd  to  catch  my 

virtues. 
Like  spiders'  webs,  I  sweep  away  before  me. 
Go,  tell  the  emperor,  ye've  met  a  woman. 
That  neither  his  own  person,  w  hicb  is  god- 
like, [purchase. 
The  world  he  rules,  nor  what  that  world  cau 
Nor  all  the  glorici.  subject  to  a  Cicsar, 
The  honours  that  he  oflers  for  my  btidy. 
The  hopes,  gifts,  everlasting  fiutteries. 
Nor  any  thing  that's  his,>and  apt  to  tempt  me. 
No,  not  to  be  the  mother  of  the  empire, 
And  queen  of  all  the  holy  fires  he  worships. 
Can  make  a  whore  of! 

Ard.  You  mistake  us,  lady.   ^ 

Lucina.  Yet,  tell  him  this  has  thus  much 

weaken'd  me,  [matrons. 

That  I  have  heard  his  knaves,  and  you  his 
(Fit  nurses  for  his  sins)  which  gods  forgive 
But,  ever  to  be  leaning  to  his  folly,  [me  ! 
Or  to  be  brought  to  Iom;  his  lust,  assure  him. 
And  from  her  mouth  whohe  life  shall  make  it 

certain, 


•  Runs  to  diieasei.'}  Former  editions,       Srv«r(2. 
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Only  your  happy  self,  an<)  T  that  love  yon, 
Which  is  a  larger  means  to  me  tbaa  fa« 
vour 

i£cit/«.  No  more,  my  worthy  friend ;  tho' 
these  be  truths, 
And  thu'  iliese  truths  would  ask  a  reformation, 
At  least,  a  little  squarins*,  yet  remember, 
We  are  but  subjects,  Maximus;  obedience 
To  whatis  done,  and  grief  for  what  is  ill  done, 
Is  all  we  can  call  ours.  The  hearts  of  princet 
Are  like  the  temple}»  of  the  gods ;  pure  in- 
cense, 
Until  uuhallow'd  hands  defile  those  oflrcrini;Sy 
Burns  ever  tliere;  we  mui.t  not  put  'em  out. 
Because  the  priests  that  touch  those  sweets 
are  wicked ;  [cannot, 

We  dare  not,  dearest  friend,  nay  more,  w« 
(Whilst  we  consider  who  we  are,  and  how, 
To  what  laws  bound,  much  more  to  what  law* 

giver ; 
Whilst  majesty  is  made  to  be  obey'd, 
And  not  enquir'd  into ;  wliiUt  gods  and  angeli 
Make  but  a  rule  as  we  do,  tho'  a  stricter; 
Like  dcsp'rate  and  unseasouM  fools,  let  ily 
Our  killing  angers^  and  frirsakc  our  honours. 

Max.  jNly  noble  friend,  (from  whose  in- 
structions 
I  never  yet  took  surfeit"^  weigh  but  thus  much, 
Nor  think  I  speak  it  with  ambition, 
lor,  by  tlie  gods,  I  do  not !  Why,  Aecius, 
W^hy  are  we  thus,  or  how  become  thus  wretch* 

^cius.  You'll  fall  again  into  your  fit.  [ed  ? 

AJax.  I  will  not — 
Or,  are  we  now  no  more  the  sons  of  Romans, 
No  more  the  followersof  their  happy  fortunes, 
But  conquer'd  Gauls,  or  quivers  for  the  Par- 

thians  ? 
Why  is  this  emperor,  this  man  we  honour, 
This  god  that  ouuht  to  be 

.^ius.  You  arc  too  curious. 

Max.  Good,  gi\  e  uie  leave. — Why  is  this 
author  of  us 

Mc'na.  I  dare  not  lirar  you  speak  thus. 

Max.  I'll  be  modest. —  ^ 

Thus  led  away,  thus  vainly  led  away, 
And  we  beholders  t  Misconceive-  mc»  not ; 
I  sow  no  danger  in  my  words.  But  wherefore, 

9  OA,  my  iEcim.l  Our  Authors  always  make  three  syllables  of  JEcius,!  therefore  divide 
'  the  diphthong.         Setcard. 

The  first  folio  sometimes  exhibits  JEcius,  sometimes  AcciuSy  which  we  follow  ;  thou<rh  the 
measure  commonly  warrants  the  diare$ii  adoptetl  by  Mr.  Seward;  and  which  was  used  tirst, 
we  believe,  by  Lovcutce,  in  his  Commendatory  Verses. 

10 , — Uke  shells, 

Groo)  to  the  rae^^ed  walls  for  n^nt  of  action.^  The  shell-fish  that  grows  to  stones  seems  to 
have  the  least  motion,  souse  and  life  of  any  known  animal,  and  therefore  a  state  of  inac- 
tion might  be  bc»autifully  represented  by  these;  but  then  rocks  would  be  a  much  proporcr 
word  than  malls  for  them  to  grow  to.  I  tlierefore  believe  the  true  word  to  he  shields  instead 
of  shells.  A  soldier  witJiout  acti(m  is  very  pertinently  compared  to  the  rusty  shields  which 
were,  in  our  Authors'  time,  the  customary  ornaments  of  the  ragged  wiills  of  all  the  old 
mansion-houses  in  the  kingdom.  There  is  another  sense  of  shells,  vis.  such  as  snails  often 
'  lea\x  on  walls;  b\it  shield,  being  a  much  more  soldier-like  metaphor,  I  believe  it  the  ori- 
ginal.        SeifHtrd. 

We  think  shells  right.  It  would  have  been  a  ridiculous  pursuit  of  the  uietiphor  to  have 
substituted  rocks  for  wolU, 


1  never  can !  I  have  a  noble  husband, 
(Pray  tell  him  that  too)  yet  a  noble  name, 
A  noble  family,  and,  last,  a  conscience. 
Thus  much  for  your  answer :  For  yourselves, 
Ye*ve  liv'd  the  shame  of  women,  die  the 
better !  [Exit. 

Pharba.  What's  now  to  do? 

Ard.  £v'n  as  she  said,  to  die ; 
For  there's  no  living  here^  and  women  thus, 
I'm  sure,  for  us  two. 

Phorba.  Nothing  stick  upon  her? 

Ard.  We've  lost  a  mass  of  money.    Well, 
dame  ^Virtue, 
Yet  you  may  halt,  if  good  luck  serve. 

Ph'irba.  Worms  take  her  I 
She  has  almost  spoil'd  our  trade. 

Ard.  So  godly ! 
This  is  ill-breeding,  Phorba. 

P/urha.  If  the  women- 
Should  have  a  longing  now  to  see  this  monster, 
And  she  convert  'era  all ! 

Ard.  That  may  be,  Phorba ; 
But  if  it  be,  I'll  have  the  young  men  gelded. 
Come,  let's  go  think ;  she  must  not  'scape  us 

thus : 
There  is  a  certain  season,  if  we  hit. 
That  women  may  be  rid  witliout  a  bit. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Maximus  and  JEciut. 

Max.  I  cannot  blame  the  nations,  noble 

friend, 
That  they  fall  off  so  fast  from  this  wild  man ; 
When  Sunder  our  allegiance  be  it  spoken. 
And  the  most  happy  tie  of  our  affections) 
The  world's    weight  groans  beneath   him. 

Where  lives  virtue. 
Honour,  discretion,  wisdom  ?  Who  are  call'd 
And  chosen  to  the  steeriug  of  the  empire. 
But   bawds,    and    singin^-girUs?    Oh,    my 

Aecius  I 
The  glory  of  a  soldier,  and  the  truth 
Of  men,  made  up  for  goodness-sake,  like 

shells »% 
Grow  to  the  ragged  walls,  for  want  of  action  : 
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[Act.  t.  Scene  3« 


And  to  what  end,  are  we  the  sons  of  fathers 
Famous,  and  fast  to  Rome?  Why  are  their 

virtues 

Stamp'd  in  the  danger^  of  a  thousand  battles, 

For  goodness- sake  ?  their  honours  time  out- 

I  think,  for  our  example.  [daring  ? 

^cius.  You  speak  nobly. 

Max.  Why  are  we  seeds  of  these  then,  to 

shake  hands  [credit, 

With  bawds  and  base  informers,  kiss  Dis- 

And  court  her  like  a  mistress? — Pray,  your 

leave  yet. — 
Youll  say,  The  emperor  is  youn^,  and  apt 
To  take  impression  rather  from  his  pleasures. 
Than  any  constant  worthiness  " :  It  may  be. 
But,  ,why  do  these,  the  people  call  his  plea- 
sures, 
Exceed  the  moderation  of  a  man  ? 
Nay,  to  bay  justly,  friend,  why  are  they  vices, 
And  such  as  shake  our  worths  with  foreign 
nations? 
Mcivs.  You  search  the  sore  too  deep,  and 
1  must  tell  you. 
In  anj^  other  man  this  had  been  boldness. 
And  80  rewarded.  Pray  depress  your  spirit; 
For  tho'  I  constantly  believe  you  honest, 
(You  were  no  friend  for  me  else)  and  what  now 
You  freely  spake,  but  good  you  owe  to  ti/ 

empire. 
Yet  take  heed,  worthy  Maximus  ;  all  ears 
Hear  not  with  that  distinction  mine  do,  few 
You'll  find  admonishers,  but  urgers  of  your 
actions,  [sidcr, 

And  to  the  heaviest,  frrend :  And  pray  con 
We  are  but  shadows,  motions  others  give  us ; 
And  tlio'our  pities  may  become  the  times. 
Justly  our  powers  cannot.  Make  me  worthy 
To  be  your  ever  friend  in  fair  allegiance. 
But  not  in  force :  I  or,  durst  mine  own  soul 
urge  me  [tions) 

(And,  by  that  soul,  I  speak  my  just  aftec- 
To  turn  my  baud  from  ci*uth,  wliich  is  obedi- 
ence. 
And  give  the  helm  n*y  virtue  holds  to  anger, 
Tho*  I  had  both  the  blessings  of  the  Bruti, 
And  both  their  instigat.ious,  tho'  my  cause 
Carried  a  face  of  justice  beyond  tlieirs. 
And,  as  1  am,  a  servant  to  my  fortunes, — 
That  daring  soul,  that  first  taught  disobedi- 
ence. 
Should  feel  the  first  example.  Say  the  prince, 
As  I  may  well  believe,  sec^us  vicious, 
Who  justly  knows 'tis  not  to  try  our  honours  ? 
Or,  say  he  be  an  ill  prince,  are  we  therefore  | 


Fit  fires  to  pur^e  him  ?  No,  my  dearest  friend  | 
The  elephant  is  never  won  with  anger. 
Nor  must  that  man  that  would  reclaim  a  lion 
Take  hiiii  by  th'  teeth. 

Max,  J  pray  mistake  me  not. 

^cius.  Our  honest  actions,  and  the  light 
that  breaks  [blushing. 

Like  morning  from  6\iT  service,  chaste  and 
Is  that  that  pulls  a  prince  back ;  then  he  sees/ 
And  not  till  then  truly  repents  his  errors. 
When  subjects*  crystal  souls  are  glasses  to 
him,  [your  counsel. 

AfttT.  My  ever-honour'd  friend,  Til  take 
The  emperor  appears;  V{\  leaVe  you  to  him  ; 
And  as  we  both  affect  him,  may  he  flourish  f 
^  lExUi ' 

Enter  Vakntinian  and  Chilax, 

Val.  Is  that  the  best  news? 

C/tL  Yet  the  best  we  know,  sir. 

Val,  Bid  Maximus  come  to  me,  and  b« 
gone  then. 
Mine  own  licad  be  my  helper  $  these  are  fooU^ 
How  now,  Aecius?  are  the  soldiers  quiet? 

JEcit/s.  Belter,  Ivhope,  sir,  than  they  were. 

Val,  They're  pleas'd,  I  hear, 
To  censure  me  extremely  for  my  pleasures  ; 
Shortly,  they*Il  fight  against  me. 

J^citis,  Gods  defend,  sir !  [judgers^ 

And,  for  their  censures,  they  are  sucn  shrewd 
A  donative  of  ten  sesterties,  [praises^ 

I'll  undertake,    shi^l  make  'tm  ring  youf' 
More  than  they  sang  your  pleasures. 

Val.  I  believe  thee. 
Art  tliou  in  love,  Aecius,  yet? 

jEcius.  Oh,  no,  sir! 
I  am  too  course  for  ladicS;  my  embraces'^ 
That  only  am  acquainted  with  alarums, 
Would  break  their  tender  bodies. 

Val,  Never  fear  it; 
They're  stronger  than  you  think ;  they  11  hold 

the  hammer. 
My  empress  swears  thou  art  a  lusty  soldier  j 
A  irood  one,  1  believe  thee. 

jEcius,  All  that  g(>odness 
Is  but  your  graceV  creature. 

Val,  Tell  me  truly — 
For  thou  dar'st  toll  Ine 

jEcius.  Any  thine  concerns  you, 
That's  (it  forme  to  speak,  and  yon  to  pardon* 

Val.  What  say  Uie  soldiers  of  me  ?  and  the? 
ssLVoe  words ; 
Mince  'em  not,  good  Aecius,  but  deliver 
Tl»e  very  forms  ant!  tougucs  they  talk  withal* 


11  . ^-—^yoMng,  and  apt 

To  take  impreuion  rather  from  kii  plrasnires, 

Titan  any  constant  woitliiness.]  Mr.  Seward  thinks  the  last  line  obscure,  and  asks, 

*  Does  it  mean,  that  the  emperor,  leing  y»»unL',  look  ijnj.'ressions  more  from  his  pleasures 
'  than  from  virtue  and  wortiiiiiess?*  This  i&  ceruiinly  the  obvious  uu?iniii5;;  but  as  that  gen- 
tleman conceives  it  to  be  itifty  exprsxedf  that  it  is  hut  a  poor  apology  for  Vaicntinian,  and 
that  tlie  natural  apoloey  should  6e,  '  I'hat  tl^e  emperor  was  apt  to  take* impressions  from  hia 
'  pleasures,  but  was  not  habitually  viciouSy  he  c buses  to  read, 

"  Tlian  any  constant  worthlessncti.^ 

*  Witrtkkuneu^  says  he>  '  is  certainly  a  beautiful  word.' 
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JScittf.  ril  tell  your  grace;  but,  with  this 

caudon,  [with  ua, 

You  be  not  stirr'd;  For  should  the  gods  Vive 

Ey'n  those  we  certainly  believe  are  righteous, 

Give  'em  but  drink,  they'd  censure  them  too. 

FaL  Foni'ard. 

JEcius.  Then,  to  begin,  they  say  yoti  sleep 
too  much. 
By  which  they  judge  your  majesty  too  sensual, 
Apt  to  decline  your  strength  to  ease  and  plen- 
sures;  [much. 

And  when  you  do  not  sleep,  you  drink  too 
From  which  they  fear  suspicions  Arst,  tiuMi 
ruins ;  [wench  much, 

And  when  ye  neither  drink  nor  sleep,  yo 
Which,  they  affirm,  first  breaks  your  under- 
standing. 
Then  takes  the  edge  of  honour,  makes  us  seem 
(That  are  the  ribs  and  rampiresof  the  empire) 
Fencers,  and  beaten  fools,  and  so  regarded. 
But  I  believe  'em  not;  for,  were  these  truths, 
Your  virtue  can  correct  them. 
Vol.  They  speak  plainly. 
.^itis.  They  say  moreover  (since  your 
grace  will  have  it ; 
For  they  will  talk  their  freedoms,  tlio*  the 
sword  [Nero, 

Were  in  their  throat)  that  of  late  time,  like 
And  with  the  same  forgetfulness  of  £;lory. 
You've  got  a  vein  of  fiddling;  so  they  term 
it. — 
VaL  Some  drunken  dreams,  Aecius. 
JEciui.  So  I  hope,  sir. — 
And  that  you  rather  s^udy  cruelty, 
And  to  be  fear*d  for  blood,  than  lov'd  for 
bounty,  [you) 

(Which  makes  die  nations,  as  they  say,  despise 
Telling  your  years  and  acdons  by  their  deaths 
Whose  truth  and  strength  of  duty  made  you 
Cipsar.  [vourcrs, 

Theji  say  besides,  you  nourish  strange  de- 
Fed  with  the  fat  o*  th'  empire,  they  call  bawds, 
I^zy  and  lustful  creatures,  diat  abuse  you ; 
A  people,  as  they  term  'em,  made  of  paper, 
Jn  which  the  secret  sins  of  each  man's  monies 
Are  scal'd  and  sent  a-working»«. 

VaL  What  sin's  next  ? 
For  I  perceive  dtcy  have  no  mind  to  spare  me. 
^cius.  Nor  hurt  ye,  o'  my  soul,  sir  !  But 
such  people, 
iNor  can  the  power  uf  man  restrain  it)  when 
They're  full  of  meat  and  ease,  most  prattle.. 
yal.  Forward. 

jEciWn  I've  spoke  too  much,  sir. 
VaL  n\  have  all. 
JEcita,  It  fits  not 
Your  ears  should  hear  their  vanities ;  no  profit 
Can  jusdy  rise  to  you  from  their  behaviour. 
Unless  you  were  guilty  of  diose  crimes. 


YaL  Tt  may  be 
I  am  so ;  therefore  forward. 

^'ius.  I  have  ever 
Learn'd  to  obey,  nor  shall  my  life  resist  it. 

Vol.  No  more  apologies. 

JEcius.  They  grieve  besides,  sir. 
To  see  the  nations,  whom  our  ancient  virtue 
With  many  a  weary  march  and  hunger  con- 
quer *cf, 
With  loss  of  many  a  daring  life  subdued, 
Fall  from  their  fair  obedience,  and  e'en  mur^ 

ni!ir 
To  see  the  warlike  eagles  mew  their  honoui^ 
In  obscure  towns,  that  wont  to  preyou 

princes. 
Tlicy  cry  for  enemies,  and  tel!  the  captains, 

*  The  fruits  of  Italy  are  luscious ;  give  as 

Eiiypt, 
'  Or  sandy  Africk,  to  display  our  Valours, 
'  There  where  our  swords  may  make  us  meat, 

and  danger  [pons^ 

*  Digest  our  well-got  viands^  Here  our  wea* 

*  And  bodies  that  were  made  forshininj;  brass^ 
'  Are  both  unedg'd  aiid  old  with  ea«o  'and 

women.'  [Germans^ 

And  then  they  cry  again,  '  Where  are  the 

*  Lin'd  with  hot  Spain,  or  Gallia?  Bring  'em 

on, 

*  And  let  the  son  of  war,  stecl'd  Mithridate% 
'  Lead  up  his  winged  Parthians  like  a  storm, 

*  Hiding  the  face  oi  heav'n  with  show'rs  of 

aiTowsj    '  [soldiers 

'  Yet  we  dare  fight  like  Romans  I*  Then,  as 
Tir'd  with  a  weary  march,  they  tell  their 

wounds,  [deeper. 

E'en  weeping-ripe  they  were  no  nmrc,  npr 
And  glory  in  those  scars  thatmake'em  lovely. 
And,  sitting  where  a  camp  was,  like  sad  pil^ 

griiiis, 
They  reckon  up  the  times,  and  living  labours^ 
Of  jTujius  or  Gcnnauicus ;  aiul  wonder 
That  Rome}  whose  turrets  once  were  topt 

with  honours^ 
Can  now  forget  the  custom  of  her  conquests  t 
And  then  tliey  blame  your  grace,  and  say, 

*  Who  leads  us?  [fathers 

'  Shall  we  stand  here  like  statues?  were  our 

*  The  sons  of  lazy  Moors?  our  princes  Per- 

sians ?  ['cm 

^  Nothing  but  silks  and  softness  ?  Curses  on 

*  That  first  taughtNero  wantonness  and  blood, 
'  Tiberius  doubts,  Caligula  all  vices  I 

*  For,  from  the  spring  oi  tliebc,  succeeding 
Thus  they  talk,  sir.  [princes 

Vak  Well, 
Why  do  you  hear  these  tilings  ? 

Mcint,  Why  do  you  do  em  ? 
I  take  the  gods  to  witness,  with  more  sorrow. 
And  more  vexation,  do  I  hear  these  taintures^ 


-made  qfpape 


In  which  the  secret  sins  of  each  man*s  monies 

Are  seal*d  and  sent  a-^zcorking,']  This  passage  Mr.  Seward  pronounces  extremely  obscure, 
and  for  monies  substitutes  bodj/.   We  find  no  difticultjf ;  it  means  simply,  *  the  sins  purchased 
by  money*' 
Vol.  U.  C 
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Than  were  my  Kfe  dropt  from  me  thro'  an 

hoar-glass !  [least 

Vol,  Belike  then  you  believe  'em,  or  at 

Are  glad  they  should  be  soi  Take  heed  1  you 

were  better 
Build  your  own  tomb,  and  run  into  it  living, 
Than  dare,  a  prince's  anger ! 
JEchu.  I  am  old,  sir, 
"^And  ten  years  more  addition,  is  but  nothinjg : 
Now,  if  my  life  be  pleasing  to  you,  take  it ! 
Upon  my  knees,  if  ever  any  service, 
(As,  let  me  brag,  some  have  been  worthy 

notice) 
If  ever  any  worth,  or  trust  you  gave  me, 
Deserv'd  a  fair  respect ;  if  all  my  actions, 
The  hazards  of  my  youth,  colds,  burnings, 

wants. 
For  you  and  for  the  empire,  be  not  vices ; 
By  that  stile  you  have  stampt  upon  me,  Soldier ; 
Let  me  not  fall  into  the  hands  of  wretches ! 
VaL  I  understand  you  not. 
JEciui,  Let  not  this  body, 
That  has  lodk'd  bravely^in  his  blood  for  Caesar, 
And  covetous  of  wounds,  and  for  your  safety, 
After  the  'scape  of  sword^  spears,  slings,  and 

arrows^  [mour) 

('Gainst  which  my  beaten  body  was  mine  ar* 


The  seas,  and  thirsty  desarts,  now  be  purchaM 
For  slaves,  and  base  informers.  I  see  anger 
And  death  look  thro' your  eyes;  I'm  mark'd 

for  slaughter, 
And  know  the  telling  of  this  truthhas  made  me 
A  man  clean  lost  to  this  world :  I  embrace  it ; 
Only  my  last  petition,  sacred  Cssar, 
Is,  1  may  die  a  Roman ! 

VaL  Rise,  my  friend  still. 
And  worthy  of  my  love.  Reclaim  the  soldier ; 
111  study  to  do  so  upon  myself  too.    Go ; 
Keep  your  command,  and  prosper. 

JEcius.  life  to  Cssar !  ^Exit. 

Enter  Ckilas, 
Chi.  Lord  Maximus  attends  your  grace. 
VaL  Go  tell  him, 
I'll  meet  him  in  the  gallery. 
The  hones^  of  this  Aecius 
(Who  is  indeed  the  bulwark  of  the  empire) 
Has  div'd  so  deep  into  me,  that  of  all 
The  sins  I  covet,  but  this  woman's  beauty. 
With  much  repentance,  now  I  could  be  quit 

of: 
But  she  is  such  a  pleasure,  being  good. 
That,  tho'  I  were  a  god,  she'd  fire  my  blood. 

lExaint. 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  L 


Valentinian,  Maximus,  Liciniuty  Proculuiy 

and'Chila^e,  a$  at  dice. 
Vol,  TVTAY,  ye  shall  set  my  hand  out;  'tis 
-"•^         not  just  [rous. 

I  should  neglect  my  fortune,  now  'tis  prospe- 

Licin,  If  I  have   any  thing  to  set  jfour 
grace,  [rish ! 

But  cloaths,or  good  conditions,  let  me  pe- 
You've  all  my  money,  sir. 

Proc.  And  mine. 

Chi.  And  mine  too. 

Max.  Unless  your  grace  will  credit  us. 
^       VaL  No  bare  board. 

JJcin.  Then,  at  my  garden-house. 

VaL  The  orchard  too  ? 

JJcin.  An't  please  your  grace. 

Vol.  Have  at  'em. 

Proc,  They  are  lost. 

JJcin.  Why,  farewell,  fig-trees ! 

VaL  Who  sets  moro  ? 

CAi.  At  my  horse,  sir. 

Vol.  The  dappled  Spaniard  ? 

Chi.  He. 

VaL  He's  mine. 

CAi\  He  is  so. 

Max.  Your  short  horse  is  soon  curried. 

ChL  So  it  seems ,  sir ; 
So  may  your  mare  be  toof  if  luck  serve. 

Max.  Ha? 


Chi.  Nothing,  my  lord,  bot  grieving  at  mj 
fortune,  [to  flinch  thus. 

VaL  Come,  Maximus,  you  were  not  wont 

Max.  By  Heaven,  sir,  Fve  lost  all! 

VaL  There's  a  ring  yet. 

Max.  This  was  not  made  to  lose,  sir. 

Vol.  Some  love  token? 
Set  it,  I  say! 

Max,  I  do  beseech  your  grace. 
Rather  name  any  house  I  have. 

Vol.  How  strange, 
And  carious  you  are  grown  of  toys.!  Redeem*t.' 
If  so  I  win  it,  when  you  please ;  to-morrow, 
Or  next  day,  as  you  will,  I  care  not; 
But  only  for  my  luck  sake  t  Tis  not  rings 
Can  make  me  richer. 

Max.  Will  you  throw,  sir  ?  There 'tis. 

Vol.  Why  tnen,  have  at  it  fairly. — ^Mine. 

Max.  Your  grace 
Is  only  ever  fortunate.    To-morrow, 
An't  be  your  pleasure,  sur.  111  pay  the  price 
on't.  [price,  sir, 

.    Vai.  To-morrow  you  shall  have  it  without 
But  this  day 'tis  my  victory.  Good  Maximus, 
Now  I  bethink  myself,  eo  to  Aecius, 
And  bid  him  muster  all  m  cohorts  presendy ; 


(They  mutiny  for  pay,  I  hear)  ana  be  you 
'stant^  io  hinu    Wli 
numbers. 


Assistant  io  hinu    When  yoo  know  their 


Ye  shall  have  monies  for  'em,  and  above 
Something  to  stop  their  tongues  withal. 


Act  S.  Scene  9.] 
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Max.  Iwillykir: 
And  gods  preserve  you  m  this  mind  still  I 

V^  Shortly, 
111  see  'em  inarch  myself. 

Max,  Gods  ver  keep  you !  [Exit. 

VaL  To  what  end  do  you  thiuk  this  ruig 
shall  serve  now  ? 
For  yjfou  are  fellows  only  know  by  rote. 
As  birds  lecord  their  lessons. 

Cki.  For  the  lady. 

VaL  But  how  for  her  > 

CkL  That  I  confess  I  knew  not. 

Vol.  Then  pray  for  him  that  does.    Fetch 
me  «n  eunuch 
That  never  saw  her  yet ;  and  you  ^o  see 

[ExitChilax. 
The  court  made  like  a  Pimuiise. 

Licim.  We  will,  sir.  [yonrarts 

VaL  Full  of  fair  shows  and  musicks;  all 
(As  I  shall  give  instructions)  screw  to  th' 
highest,  [feaf 

For  mv  main  piece  is  now  a-doine :  And  for 
Yott  should  not  take,  I'll  have  anoraer  engine, 
Such  as,  if  virtue  be  not  only  in  her,  fwomen 
She  shall  not  chuse  but  lean  to.  Let  tlie 
Put  on  a  eraver  show  of  welcome. 

Proe,  Well,  sir. 

VaL  They  are  a  thought  too  eager. 

Enter  ChUas  and  I^ciat, 

Cki,  Here's  the  eunuch. 

l&ciaa.  Long  life  to  Caesar ! 

VaL  I  must  use  you,  Lycias : 
Qmie,  let's  walk  in,  aaul  then  I'll  shew  you  alL 
If  women  may  be  frail;  this  French  sKall  fall. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE  n. 
Enter  Claudia  and  MarceUina, 

Clou,  Sirrah,  what  ails  my  lady,  that  of  late 
She  nev^  cares  for  company  f 

Morel  I  know  not, 
Unless  it  be  that  company  causes  cuckolds. 

CUm,  That  were  a  childi^  fear. 

Marc,  What  were  those  ladies 
Came  to  her  lately  ?  from  the  court? 

Ciau.  The  same,  wench, 
Some  grave  iostruOgrs,  on  my  life ;  they  look 
For  all  the  world  like  old  hatdi'd  hilts. 

Mare,  Tis  true,  wench.  [too) 

For  here  and  tliere  (and  yet  they  painted  well 


One  might  discover,  where  the  gold  was  worn. 
Their  iron  ages. 

Ciau,  If  my  judgment  fail  not. 
They  have  been  sheath'd,  like  rotton  ships^ 

Marc,  It  may  be.  [hang  weakly. 

Ciau,  For,  if  ye  mark  their  rudders,  they 

Mare,  They  nave  past  the  line  belike. 
Wouldstlive,  Claudia, 
Till  thou  wert  such  as  they  are? 

Ciau,  Chimney-pieces?  [men! 

Kow  Heav'n  have  mercy  on  me,  and  young 
I'd  rather  make  a  drallery  'till  thirty  *s. 
While  I  were  able  to  enmtre  a  tempest. 
And  bear  my  fights  out  bravely,  'till  my  tackl* 
Whistled  i'  tb'  wind,  and  held  against  all  wea- 
thers. 
While  I  were  able  io  Im^  with  my  tires. 
And  so  discharge  'em, T vrould  willingly 
Live,  MarceUina;  not 'till  barnacles 
Bred  in  my  sides. 

Afarc.  Thou  art  i*  th'  right,  wench  t 
For  who  would  live,  whom  pleasures  hadibr* 
sakcn,  [signior?'—- 

To  stand  at  mark,  and  cry,  *  A  ^w  short, 
Were  there  not  men  came  hither  too? 

CIttu,  Brave  fellows; 
I  fear  me,  bawds  of  five  i'  th'  pound. 

Alarc.  How  know  you? 

Ciau.  They  gave  me  great  ligihts  to  it. 

Marc.  Take  heed,  Ckudia!  [on. 

JCiau.  Let  them  take  heed ;  the  spring  comes 

Marc.  To  me  now, 
TKey  seem'd  as  noble  visitants. 

Cfiau.  To  me  now, 
Nothing  less,  MarceUina;  for  I  mark'd  'em. 
And,  by  this  honest  ligbt,(for  yet  'tis  morning) 
Saving  the  reverence  of  their  gilded  doublets 
And  Milan  skins 

Marc,  Thou  art  a  strange  wench,  Claudia. 

Ciau.  Ye  arc  deceiv'd.— They  shew'd  to 
me  directly  [living : 

Court-crabs«  that  creep  a  side-way  for  their  ' 
I  know  'cm  by  the  breeches  that  they  begg'd 

Marc.  Peace!  [last*  ' 

My  lady  comes.    What  may  t^hat  be  ? 

Enter  Lucina  and  I^cioi, 
Ciau.  A  summer, 
That  cites  her  to  appear, 

Marc.  No  more  of  that,  wench. 


I)  Vd  rather  make  a  drallery  Uiii  thirty,]  What  the  word  draiiery  signifies,  if  genuine  ; 
or  if  corrupt,  what  may  be  the  true  one,  is  oeyond  Mr.  Sympson's  and  my  reach.  The  con- 
text requires  the  name  of  some  ship.        Seward, 

DriMery.]  No  English  Dictionary^  or  Author  that  we  know,  exhibits  the  word  draiiery. 
That  it  is  corrupt,  dberafore,  is  scarcely  to  be  doubted;  but  we  do  not  think  with  Mr.^ 
Seward,  that  the  context  absolutely  requires  the  name  of  some  ship.  MarceUina  asks, 
'  Wouldst  thou  live  till  thou  wert  such  as  they  are?'  to  which  Claudia  replies,  'She  had 
rather  have  a  short  life  and  a  merry  our  ;'  and  then  recura  to  the  sea-metaphors  iu  which 
they  had  been  conversing  before.  In  this  sense,  might  we  not  venture  to  read,  not  being 
able  to  make  sense  of  the  present  text, 

**  I'd  rather  make  a  droliery  till  thirty  ?r 
Droierie^  and  droiesse,  are  French  words,  both  frequently  applied  to  women,  and  signifying 
(according  to  Le  Roux's  DictionnaireComique)  oleasaut  things,  and  gpty  ladies;  FiaSanterief 
pat$etem  r^cuUtant;  une  r^auie,  qui  at  gaye,  de  bonne  humeur, 
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Lyciai,  Madam,  what  tuiswcr  tu  youi.lord  ? 

jMcina.  Pray  tell  him, 
I*m  subject  tu  his  will. 

.  Lt/cias.  Why  weep  you,  madam? 
ExceUcnt  lady,  there  are  none  will  hurt  you. 

Lucina.  I  ilo  beseech  you  tell  me,  sir 

Lycita,  What,  lady? 

Lucina,  Si'i-vc  you  the  emperor? 

I^ciat,  I  do. 

Lucinu,  In  what  place  ? 

LycUu.  In's  chamber,  madam. 

iMcina,  Do  you  serve  his  will  too  ? 

l^cias,  hi  fair  and  just  commands. 

JjiC{iia,  Are  you  a  llomau? 

J^ciaB.  Yes,  noble  lady,  and  a  Mantuan. 

Lucina,  What  office  bore  your  parentb? 

Li/cins.  One  was  pnutor.         [reputation. 

Lucina.  Take  heed  then  how  you  btain  his 

L^cias.  Why,  worthy  lad Y? 

Lucitut*,  If  you  know,  I  charge  you. 
Aught  iq  this  uiei)ba<;e  but  what  hoacbty. 
The  trust  and  fair  obedience  of  a  scj^aiit, 
May  well  deliver,,  yet  take  heed,  and  help  nic. 

JUt/cias,  Madam,  1  am  no  broker 

Ciau.  ri\  be  hangM  then. 

Ltfcias.  Nor  babe  procurer  of  men*b  lusts. 
Your  husband 
Pray'd  me  to  do  this  office;  I  have  done  it; 
It  rests  iu  you  to  come,  or  uo. 

Lucina.  I  will,  sir. 

Ia/cios,  If  you  mistrust  me>  do  not. 

Lucina,  Yon  appear 
So  worthy,  and  to  all  my  sense  so  honest. 
And  this  is  such  a  certain'  sign  youVe  brought 
That  I  believe.  [me, 

L^iaM,  Why  should  I  cozen  you? 
Or,  were  I  brib'd  to  do  tliis  villainy, 
Can  money  prosper,  or  the  fool  tliat  takes  it. 
When  such  a  virtue  falls? 

Lucina.  You  speak  well,  sir  *., 
*WouId  all  the  rest  that  serve  the  emperor 
liad  but  your  way ! 

Clau,  And  so  they  have,  ad  unguem. 

Lucina^  Pray  tcU  my  lord  I  have  receiv'd 
his  token,  [thus  much 

And  will  not  fail  to  meet  him.  Yet,  good  sir, 
Before  you  go ;  1  do  beseech  you  too, 
A»  little  notice  as  you  can,  deliver 
Of  my  appearance  there. 

Lycius,  It  shall  be,  madam ;  ' 
And  so  I  wish  you  happiness ! 

Lucina.  1  thank  you  !  {Exeunt, 

SCENE  ni. 

7\imult  and  noise  within.  Enter  Mcius,  pur- 
suing PontiuSy  and  Maxitnus  following, 

lifax.  Temper  yourself,  Aecius ! 

Font,  Hold,  my  lord  I 
I  am  a  Roman,  and  a  soldier, 

Jkffljr.  Pray,  sir !  [traitor  !^;— 

JEeius.  Thou  art  a  lying  villain,  and  a 
Give  me  myself,  or,  by  the  gods,  my  friend. 


You'll  make  me  dangerously— How  dar'st  thou 

pluck 
The  soldiers  to  sedition,  and  I  living  ? 
And  sow  rebellion  in  ^em,  and  ev'n  then 
When  I  am  drawnig  out  to  action  ? 

Pont»  Hear  me. 

Max,  Are  you  a  man  ? 

JEciu$,  I  am  true-hearted,  Maxunus, 
And  if  the  villain  live,  wc  are  dislionour'd. 

Mia,  But  hear  hnu  what  he  can  say. 

Actus,  That's  the  way. 
To  pardon  him :  I  am  so  easy-natur'd. 
That,  if  he  speak  but  humbly,  J  forir.ive  him« 

Pont,  I  do  beseech  you,  noble  general — 

^£ciuf.  J  r  has  found  the  way  already  !  Oive 
me  room ;  [mercy.  • 

One  stroke ;  and  if  he  'scape  me  then,  h'  has 

Pout,  I  do  not  call  yuu  noble,  tliat  I  fear 
you ; 
I  never  car'd  for  death !  If  you  will  kill  me, 
Consider  lirst  for  what,  not  what  you  can  do, 
Tis  I  rue,  I  know  you  for  my  general, 
And  by  that  great  prerogative  may  kill: 
But  do  it  justly  then. 

^ius.  He  argues  witli  met 
By  Heav'n,  a  made-op  rebel ! 

M^ix.  Pray  consider, 
What  certain  grounds  you  have  for  this. 

JEciut,  What  grounds? 
Did  I  not  take  him  preacliing  to  tlie  soldiers 
How  lazily  they  liv'a  ?  and  what  dishonours 
It  was  to  serve  a  prince  so  full  of  woman  ? 
Those  were  his  very  words,  friend. 

Mux,  These,  Aecius,  [error, 

Tlio*  they  were  rashly  spoke,  (which  was  an 
A  great  one,  Pontius !)  yet,  from  him  that 
hungers  [pardoned. 

For  wars,  and  brave  employment,  might  hfi 
The  heart,  and  harbour'd  thoughts  of  ill,  make 
>Jotbpleeny  speeches.  [^traitors, 

JEciu$,  Why  should  you  protect  hmi? 
Go  to  •*;  it  shews  not  honest. 

Mux,  Taint  me  not ; 
For  that  shews  worse,   Aecius!  All  youf 

friendship. 
And  that  pretended  love  you  lay  upon  me. 
Hold  back  my  honesty,  is  like  sl  favour 
You  do  your  slave  to-day ,to^morrow  hang  him. 
Was  I  your  bosom-piece  for  this? 

JElcius,  Forgive  me ; 
The  nature  of  my  zeal,  and  for  my. country. 
Makes  me  tometimes  forget  myseU;  for  know, 
Hio'  I  most  strive  to  be  without  my  passions^ 
I  am  no  god.  For  you,  sir,  whose  mfection 
Has  spread  itself  like  poison  thro'  tlie  army. 
And  cast  a  killing  fog  on  fair. allegiance, 
First  thank  this  noble  gentleman ;  you  h«t| 
died  else ;  [dier^ 

Next,  from  your  place,  and  lionour  of  a  sol- 
I  here  seclude  you 

Pont,  May  J  speak  yet? 

Max,  Hearliim.  [tion, 

^ciu$.  And,  v\  bile  Aecius  holds  a  reput»t 


^  Go  too.]  So  all  former  editions. 
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At  least  commai^d^  you  bear  no  arms  for 
lloiQe,  sir.  [deinnM  man 

Pant,  Against  her  I  shall  never.  The  con- 
Ilas  yet  that  privilege  to  speak^  my  lord; 
Law  were  not  equal  else. 

Max,  Pray  hear,  Arcius; 
For  happily  the  fault  he  has  cominitttn], 
Tho'  I  believe  it  mighty,  yet,  consider^, 
(If  mercy  may  be  thought  upon)  will  prove 
Rather  a  hasty  sin,  thuu  heiuous. 

Mcius,  Speak.  [with  peace, 

Font*  Tis  true,  my  lord,  you  took  me  lir'd 
My  words  almost  as  rasped  as  my  fortunes  *^ 
Tk  true,  I  told  the  soldier  whom  we  serv'd, 
And  then  bewaird  we  had  an  emperor 
]jed  from  us  hy  the  flourisbcs  of  fencers ; 
I  blam'd  htm  too  for  women. 
jCciiis.  To  the  rest,  sir  !  fns  soldiers 

Pont.  And  like  enough,  I  bless  d  him  tlien 
Will  do  sometimes :  Tis  true,  I  told  'em  too^ 
ViTe  lay  at  home,  to  shew  our  country 
We  durst  go  naked,  durst  want  meat,  and 
money ;  [thirsty :  ^ 

And,  when  the  slave  drinks  wine,  we  durst  be 
I  told  'em  this  too,  that  the  trees  and  roots 
Were  our  best  pay-masters;  the  charity 
Of  longing  women,  that  had  bought  our  bodies, 
Our  beds,  fires,  tailors,  nurses ;  nay  I  told  'em, 
(For  you  shall  hear  tlie  greatest  sin  I  said,  sir) 
By  thiat  time  there  be  wars  again,  our  bodies, 
Laden  with  scars  and  aches,  and  ill  lodgings. 
Heats,  and  perpetual  wants,  were  fitter  pray- 
ers, [crutches: 
And  certain  graves,  than  cope  the  foe  on 
'TIS  likely  too,  I  counsell'd  'em  to  turn 
Their  warlike  pikes  to  plough-sliarcs,  their 
sure  targets  [nations. 
And  swords,  hatch'd  with  the  blood  of  many 
To  spades  and  pruning-knives,(for  those  get 

money) 
Their  warlike  eagles  into  daws,  or  starlings. 
To  give  an  Ave  Casar  as  he  passes, 
And  be  reivarded  with  a  thousand  drachmas; 
For  thus  we  get  but  years  and  beets. 

JEeius.  What  think  you. 
Were  these  words  to  be  spoken  by  a  captain  ? 
Pne  that  should  give  example  ? 
Max,  'Twas  too  much. 
Pont,  My  lord,  I  did  not  wooe  'em  from 
the  empire,  [Casar ; 

Nor  bid  'em  turn  their  daring  steel  'jgainst 
The  gods  for  ever  hate  me,  if  that  motion 
Were  part  of  me !  Give  me  but  emplojrment, 
sir,  [vicious, 

And  way  to  live ;  and,  where  vou  hold  me 
Bred  up  in  mutiny,  my  sword  snail  tell  you, 
(And,  if  )rou  please,  that  place  I  held  main- 
tain it,  [honest, 
.*Gainst  the  most  daring  foes  of  Rome)  I'm 
A  lover  of  my  country,  one  that  holds 
His  life  no  longer  his,  than  kept  for  Cti^sar. 


Weigh  not  (I  thus  low  on  my  knee  beseech 
you)  [want, 

What  my  rude  tongue  discovered ;  'twas  my 
No  other  part  of  Pontius.  You  have  seen  me. 
And  you,  my  lord,  do  something  for  my  coun- 
try. 
And  both  beheld  the  wounds  I  gave  und  took, 
Not  like  a  backward  traitor. 

JEcius,  All  this  language 
Makes  hut  against  you,  Pontius;  you  are  cast, 
And,  by  mine  honour  and  my  love  to  Caesar, 
By  me  iihuU  never  be  rcstor'd:  In  my  camp 
I  will  not  have  a  tongue,  tho'  to  himself. 
Dare  talk  but  near  sedition;  as  I  govern, 
All  shall  obey ;  aud  when  tliey  want,  their  duty 
And  ready  sen-ice  shall  redress  tlieir  needs^ 
Not  prating  what  they  would  be^ 

Pont,  Thus  I  leave  you ; 
Yet  shall  m^  prayers  still,  altho*  my  fortunes 
Must  follow  you  no  more,  be  still  about  you : 
(rods  give  you,  wliere  you  fight,  the  victory ! 
You  cannot  cast  my  wishes. 

JEcius.  Come,  my  lord. 
Now  to  the  field  again. 

Max,  Alas,  poor  Pontius  !  [^Exevnt^ 

SCENE  IV, 

Enter  ChUax  at  one  door,  Licinius  and 
Balbus  at  another, 

Licin.  How  now  ? 

Chi.  She's  come. 

BaL  Then  111  to  th'  emperor.  [Exit, 

Chi.  Do.     Is  the  musick  plac'd  well  ? 

lAcin.  Excellent. 
.    Chi,  Licinius,you  and  Proculus  receive  her 
In  the  great  diamber ;  at  her  entrance. 
Let  me  alone;  and,  do  you  hear,  Licinius  ? 
Pray  let  the  ladies  ply  her  furtlier  off,  [more. 
And  with  much  more  discretion.   One  word 

Ucin,  Well?  [pearl, 

Chi,  Are  the  jewels,  and  those  ropes  of 
Laid  in  the  way  she  passes? 

Enter  Valentinian,  Ballut,  and  Proculta, 

Licin.  Take  no  care,  man.  [Exit* 

VuL  What,  is  she  come? 

Ctd,  She  is,  sir;  but  'twere  best 
Your  grace  were  seen  last  to  her. 

Vai.  So  I  mean. 
Keep  the  court  empty,  Proculus. 

Proc.  Tis  done,  sir. 

Vdl.  Be  not  too  sudden  to  her. 

Chi,  Good,  your  grace, 
Retire,  and  man  yourself;  let  us  alone; 
We  are  no  children  this  way.  Do  you  hear, 
'Tis  necessary  that  her  waitingrwomen  [sir? 
Be  cut  off  in  die  lobby  by  some  ladies; 
They'd  break  the  busmess  else. 

Val.  Tis  true ;  they  shall. 
'      Chi,  Remember  your  place,  Proculus. 


«  My  words  abnott  as  ragged  as  my  fortunes.]  Ragged  is  a  very  strong  metaphor,  and 
possibly  corrunL  Some  men  of  taste  would  choose  to  read  ru^ed,  which  is  equally  applica* 
file  to  £is  zporas  and  bis/or  tuna. 
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Proe,  I  warrant  you. 

[Exeunt  Vd,  BaL  and  Proe. 

Enter  Lucinoy  Claudia^  and  MarceUinos 

Chi  She  enters. — Who  are  waiters  there  ? 
The  emperor 
Calls  for  his  horse  to  air  himself. 

Lucina,  Vm  ^lad 
I  come  so  happily  to  take  him  absent; 
This  takes  away  a  little  fear.    I  know  him; 
Now  I  begin  to  fear  again.    Oh,  honour, 
If  ever  thou  hadst  temple  in  weak  woman, 
And  sacrifice  of  modesty  burnt  to  thee. 
Hold  mc  fast  now,  and  help  me! 

Chi,  Noble  madam,  [come ! 

You  Ve  welcome  to  the  court,  most  nobly  wel- 
You  are  a  stranger,  lady. 

Lucina.  I  desire  so. 

Chi,  /^  vfondroiis  stranger  here;  nothing 
;^b9trange: 
And  therefore  need  a  guide,  I  think. 

Lucina,  I  do,  sir, 
And  that  a  good  one  too. 

Chi.  My  service,  lady,  [tell  me. 

Shall  be  your  guide  in  this  place,    fiut,  pray 
Are  yott  resolvM  a  courtier? 

iMcina.  No,  I  hppc,  sir. 

Ctau.  You  are,  sir. 

PAi.  Yes,  <iy  fair  one. 

Clou,  So  it  seems, 
You  are  so  ready  to  bestow  yourself. 
Pray  what  might  cost  those  Dreeches  ? 

Chi.  Would  you  wear  'em  ? — 
Madam,  you  have  a  witty  woman. 

Marc  Two,  sir. 
Or  else  you  underbuy  us. 

Lucina,  L^ire  your  talkine. 
But  is  my  lord  here,  I  beseech  you,  sir? 

CId,  lie  is,  sweet  lady,  and  must  take  this 
kindly, 
Exceeding  kindly  of  ^oo,  wondrous  kindly,- 
You  come  so  far  to  visit  him.  I'll  guide  you. 

Lucina,  Whither? 

Chi,  Why,  to  your  lord. 

Lucina,  is  it  so  hard,  sir. 
To  find  him  in  this  place  without  a  guide? 
For  I  would  willingly  not  trouble  you. 

Chi,   It  will  be  so  fqr  you  that  are  a 
stranger: 
Nor  can  it  be  a  trouble  to  do  service 
To  such  a  worthy  beauty;  and  besides 

Marc.  I  see  he  will  go  with  us. 

CUm,  Let  him  amble.  [ing 

Chi.  It  fits  not  that  a  lady  of  your  reckon- 
Should  pass  without  attendants. 

Lucina.  I  have  two,  sir.  [emperor? 

Chi.  I  mean,  without  a  man.  You'll  see  the 

JLucina.  Alas,  I  am  not  fit,  sir. 

Chi.  You  are  well  enough; 
He*lUake  it  wondrous  kindly.    Hark  ! 

Lucina.  You  flatter : 
Good  sir,  no  more  of  that. 

Chi.  WeU^  I  but  tell  you. 


Lucina.  Will  you  go  forward?  Since  I  must 
Pray  take  your  place.  [be  mann'd, 

Vfau,  Cannot  you  man  us  too,  sir? 

Chi.  Give  me  but  time. 

Marc.  And  you*ll  try  all  things  ? 

Chi.  No; 
111  make  you  no  such  promise. 

CUm.  If  you  do,  sir. 
Take  heed  you  stand  to*t. 

Chi.  Wondrous  merry  ladies ! 

iMcina.  The  wenches  are  disposM !  Pray 
keep  your  way,  sir.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  LidniuSf  Proculus,  and  Btdbns. 
Licin,  She's  coming  up  the  stairs.    Now. 
themusick;  [there! 

And,  as  that  stirs  her,  let*s  set  on.  Perfumes 
Proe,  Discover  ail  the  jewels ! 
Licin.  Peace!  [Musick* 

SONG. 
Now  the  lusty  spring  is  seen ;  . 

Golden  yellow,  gaudy  blue. 

Daintily  invite  uie  view.  . 
Every  where,  on  every  green, 
Roses  blusliiug  as  they  (blow, 

And  enticing  men  to  pull, 
Lillies  whiter  uian  the  snow. 

Woodbines  of  sweet  honey  full : 
All  love's  emblems,  and  all  cry, 

*  Ladies,  if  not  pluck'd  we  die.' 
Yet  the  lusty  spring  hath  staid. 

Blushing  rea  and  purest-white, 

Daintily  to  love  invite  ^ 

Every  woman,  every  maid. 
Cherries  kissing  as  they  grow, 

And  inviting  men  to  taste, 
Apples  even  ripe  below. 

Winding  gently  to  the  waist : 
All  love's  emblems,  and  all  cry^ 

*  Ladies,  if  not  pluck'd  we  die.^ 

8FO0NP  80KG.  ^ 

Hear  ye,  ladies  that  despise. 

What  the  mighty  love  has  done; 
Fear  examples,  and  be  wise  : 

Fair  Calisto  was  a  nun ; 
Leda,  sailing  on  the  stream 

To  deceive  the  hopes  of  man, 
Love  accounting  but  a  dream, 
Doated  on  a  silver  swan ; 
Danae,  in  a  brazen  tower. 
Where  no  love  was,  lov'd  a  shower. 

Hear  ye,  ladies  that  are  coy, 

Wlmt  tlie  mighty  love  can  do ; 
Fear  the  fierceness  of  the  boy  ;  > 

The  chaste  moon  he  makes  to  wooe ; 
Vesta,  kindlinj;  holy  fires,  * 

Circled  round  about  with  spies, 
Never  drc.'uning  loose  desires, 

Doating  at  tlie  altar  dies ;    ' 
Ilion,  in  a  short  hour  >*^,  higher 
He  can  build,  and  once  more  fire, 


**  IKon  in  a  short  tower  higher.']  First  folio* 
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Enter  Chilax,  iMcina^  Claudia^  and  Mar-- 
celUna. 

Lucina.  Pray  Ileav'o  my  lord  be  here !  for 
now  I  fear  it. 
Well,  ring,  if  thou  be'st  counterfeit, or  stolen, 
As  by  this  preparation  I  suspect  it. 
Thou  hast  betray 'd  thy  mistress.    Pray,  sir, 
I  would  fain  see  my  lord.  [forward; 

CM.  But  tell  me,  madam, 
How  do  you  like  the  song  > 

Lucina,  I  like  the  air  well, 
But,  for  the  words,  they  are  lascivious. 
And  over-light  for  ladies, 

ChL  All  ours  love  'em. 

Lucina.  Tis  like  enough,  for  yoors  are 
loTing  ladies. 

Licin.  Madam,  you're  welcome    to  the 
court.     Who  waits  ?  > 

Attendants  for  this  lady ! 

Lucitia.  You  mistake,  sir ; 
I  bring  no  triumph  with  me. 

Licin,  But  much  honour. 

Froc.  Why,  this  was  nobly  done,  and  like 
a  neighbour, 
So  freely  of  yourself  to  be  a  visitant : 
The  emperor  shall  give  you  thanks  for  this. 

Lucina,  Oh,  no,  sir;  '^ 

There's  nothing  to  deserve  'em. 

Froc,  Yes,  your  presence.  [believe 

Lucina.  Good  gentlemen,  be  patient,  and 
I  come  to  see  my  husband,  on  command  too ; 
I  were  no  courtier  ejse. 

Licin.  That's  all  one,  lady;  [emperor. 
Now  you  are  here,  you're  welcome :  And  the 
Who  loves  YOU  but  too  well • 

Lucina.  No  more  of  that,  sir  ; 
I  came  not  to  be  catechiz'd. 

Proc.  Ah,  sirrah  ! 
And  have  we  got  you  here  ?  'F&ith,  noble  lady, 
We'll  keep  you  one  4nontli  courtier. 

Lucina.  Gods  defend,  sir ! 
I  never  lik'd  a  trade  worse. 

Proc.  Hark  you.  .  [Whispers. 

Lucina.  No,  sir! 

Proc.  You're  grown  the  strangest  lady ! 

Lucina.  How! 

Proc.  By  Heav'n, 
Tts  true  I  tell  you;  and  youV  find  it. 

Lucina.  I? 
m  rather  find  my  |rave,  and  so  inform  him. 

Proc.  Is  it  not  pity,  gentlemen,  this  lady 

(Nay,  111  deal  roi^hiy  with  you,  yet  not  hurt 

you)  [beauty 

Should  live  alone,  and  give  such  heav'nly 

Only  to  walls  and  hangings  ? 

Lucina,  Good  sir,  patience  ! 
I  am  no  wonder,  neitner  come  to  that  end. 
Yott  do  my  lord  an  injury  to  stay  me. 
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Who,  tho'  you  are  the  prince's,  yet  dare  tell 
He  keeps  no  wife  for  your  ways.  fvou 

B«/.  Well,  well,  lady,         ^  ^    ' 

However  you  are  pleas'd  to  think  of  us. 
You're  welcome,  and  you  sliall  be  welcome. 

Lucina.  Shew  it 
In  that  I  come  for  then,  in  leading  me 
Where  my  lov'd  lord  is,  not  in  flattery. 

-^  ^         .  [Jewels  shewn. 

Nay,  you  may  draw  the  curtain;  I  have  seeS 
But  none  worth  half  my  honesty.  ['em, 

Ciau^  Are  these,  sir, 
Laid  hereto  take? 

Proc.  Yes,  for  your  lady,  gentlewoman. 

Marc.  We  had  been  doing  else. 

Bal.  Meaner  jewels 
Would  6t  your  worths. 

Clou,  And  meaner  cloaths  your  bodies. 

Lucina.  The  gods  shall  kill  me  first! 

Licin.  There's  better  dying  [angry* 

r  th'  emperor's  arms.  Gfo  to;  but  be  not 
These  are  but  talks,  sweet  Udy. 

Enter  Phorba  and  Ardelia. 

Phorba.  Where  is  this  stranger?  Rushes  7i 
ladies,  rushes  I 
Rushes  as  green  as  summer,  for  this  stranger  I 

Proc.  Here's  ladies  come  to  see  you, 

Lucina.  'You  are  gone  then  ? 
I  take  it,  'tis  your  cue. 

Proc,  Or  rather  manners : 
You're  better  fitted,  madam ;  we  but  tire  you 
Therefore  we'll  leave  you  for  an  hour,  and 

bring 
Your  mucWov'd  lord  unto  vou.      [Exeunt. 

Lucina,  Then  I'll  thank  you.— 
lambetray'd,  for  certain!  Well,  Lucina, 
If  thou  dost  fall  from  virtue^may  the  eartli, 
That  after  deatli  should  shoot  up  gardens  of 

thee, 
Spreading  thy  living  goodness  into  bfanches. 
Fly  from  thee,  and  the  hot  sun  find  thy  vices ! 
.  Phorha.  You  are  a. welcome  woman. 

Ard.  Bless  me,  Ileav'n ! 
How  did  you  find  the  way  to  court? 

Lucina.  I  know  not ; 
'Would  I  had  never  trod  it ! 

Phorba.  Prithee  tell  me,  fus 

Good  noble  lady,  (and,  good  sweetheart,  love 
For  we  love  thee  extremely)  is  not  tliis  place 
A  Paradise  to  live  in  ? 

Lucina.  To  those  people    . 
Tliat  know  no  other  Paradise  but  pleasure: 
That  little  I  enjoy  content?  me  better. 

Ard.  What,  heard  you  any  musick  yet? 

Lucina.  Too  much. 

Phorba.  You  must  not  be  thus  froward: 
What!  this^wn 
Is  one  o'  th'  pretUest  by  my  troth,  Ardelia, 


*7  Rushes,]  In  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  act  v.  scene  5,  one  of  the  Grooms  calls  out 
for  more  rushes ;  upon  which  passage  Dr.  Johnson  observes,  that,  at  ceremonial  entertain-^ 
ments,  it  was  the  custom  to  strew  the  floor  with  rushes;  and  for  a  proof  refers  to  Caius  de 
Ephemera,  The  same  observation  and  reference  are  made  on  a  passage  in  Cymbeline,  actii. 

»    A»  Mr. 
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I  ever  saw  vet ;  Was  not  to  frown  in,  lady. 
You  put  this  gown  on  when  you  came* 

Ard.  How  do  ypu  ? 
Alas,  poor  wretch,  how  cold  it  is ! 

Lucina,  Content  you ; 
I  am  as  well  as  may*  be,  and  as  temperate, 
If  you  will  let  me  be  so«     Where's  my  lord  ? 
For  there's  the  business  that  I  came  for» 
ladies. 

Phorba.  We'll  lead  you  to  him ;  he  is  in 
the  gallery. 

Ard*  We'll  shew  you  all  the  court  too. 

Lucina.  Shew  me  him, 
And  you  have  shew'dmeallj  come  to  look  ou. 

Phorba,  Come  oo ;  we'll  be  your  guicjcs, 

and,  as  you  go, 

W^e  have  some  pretty  tales  to  tell  you,  lady, 

Shall  make  you  merry  too.    You  come  not 

To  be  a  sad  Lucina.  [here, 

Lucina,  'Would  I  might  not ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Chilax  and  Balbut, 
Chi,  Now  tlie  soft  muslck  !  Balbus,  run  ! 
Bal,  I  fly,  boy.  [Kiit, 

Chi,  Tlie  women  by  this  time  are  worming 
of  her ;  * 

If  she  can  bold  out  them,  the  emperor 

\  Mustek, 
Takes  her  to  task.    He  has  her.    Hark,  the 
musick ! 

Enter  Valentinian  and  Lucina. 

Lucina,  Good  your  grace ! 
Where  are  my  women,  sir  ? 

Fa/.  They're  wise,  beholding      [bravery. 
What  you  think  scoru  to  look  on,  the  court's 
Would  you  have  run  away  so  slily,  lady, 
And  not  have  seen  me  ? 

Lucina,     I  beseech  your  majesty, 
Consider  what  L  am,  and  whose. 

Vol.  I  do  so. 


Lucina,  Believe  me,  I  shall  never  make  a 
whore,  sir. 

VaL  A  friend  you  may,  and  to  that  man 
that  loves  you 
lilore  than  you  love  your  virtue* 

Lucina,  Sacred  Cssar ! 

Vol.  You  shall  not  kneel  to  me,  sweet. 

Lucina.  Look  upon  me, 
And,  if  you  be  so  cruel  ro  abuse  me, 
Think  how  the  gods  will  take  it !  Does  this 

beauty 
Afflict  your  soul  ?  Vi\  hide  it  from  you  ever  ; 
Nay  mure,  1  will  become  so  leprous, 
That  you  shall  curse  me  from  you.    My  dear 
lord  [tiesy 

Has  serv'd  you  ever  truly,  fought  your  bat- 
As  if  he  daily  long'd  to  die  for  Caesar; 
Was  never  traitor,  sir,  nor  never  tainted 
In  all  the  actions  of  his  life. 

Val,  1  know  it. 

Lucina,  Uis  fame  and  family  have  grown 
together, 
And  spread  together,  like  to  sailing  cedars '^5 
Over  the  Roman  diadem :  Oh,  let  not 
(As  you  have  .-my  flesh  that's  human  in  you) 
The  having  of  a  modest  wife  decline  him ! 
Let  not  my  virtue  be  the  wedge  to  break  him  ! 
I  do  not  think  you  are  lascivious ; 
These  wanton  men  belie  you :  You  are  Cssar, 
Which  is  the  fatlier  of  the  empire's  honour  ; 
You  are  too  near  the  nature  of  the  gods. 
To  wrong  the  weakest  of  all  creatures,  w<>- 
men.  fcina, 

Val,  I  dare  not  do  it  here, — Rise,  fair  Lu- 
I  did  but  try  your  temper;  you  are  honest; 
And,  with  tlio  commendations  wait  on  tbat^ 
I'll  lezvl  you  to  your  lord,  and  give  you  to 

him  »9. 
Wipt?  your  fair  eyes. — ^Tle  that  endeavours  ill 
May  well  delay,  but  never  quench  his  hell. 

lExeunt. 


*■  Like  to  sailing  cedars.]  Mr.  Sympson  j  ustly  reads  "  tzco  sailing  cedars,"  as  answering 
to  his  fame  and  family.        Seward. 

The  old  reading  being  sense,  we  have  retained  it. 

*s  rU  Uad  you  to  your  lord^  and  you  to  him,]  Thus  nonsensically  read  all  editions  but  the 
second  folio,  which  we  have  followed. 


ACT    III. 


SCENE  L 
Enter  ChilaXy  LiciniuSy  Proculus,  and  Balbus. 
Chi,  ^^TTS  done,  Licinius. 
■*■  Licin.  How? 

Cki,  I  shame  to  tell  it. 
If  there  be  nny  justice,  we  are.villains, 
And  muse  be  so  rewnrded  ! 

Bal.  J  f  it  be  done, 
I  take  it,  'tis  no  time  now  to  repent  it ; 
Let's  make  the  best  o'  tir  trade. 


Prof .  Now  vengeance  take  it ! 
Why  should  not  he  have  settled  on  a  beauty. 
Whose  honesty  stuck  in  a  piece  of  tissue, 
Or  one  a  ring  might  rule,  or  such  a  one 
That  hnd  an  itching  husband  to  be  honourable. 
And  groan 'd  to  get  it«*?  Jf  he  must  have 

women, 
And  no  allay  without  *em,  why  not  those 
That  know  the  mystery  «»,  anci  are  best  abk 
To  play  again  with  judgment?  Such  as  she  is, 


^<»  And  pround  to  get  it,]  The  variation  proposed  by  JMr.  Sympson. 
•»  That  know  the  misery.]  Corrected  in  1750. 


Act  3.  Scene  1.] 
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Grant  they  be  won  witli  long  siege^  endless 
travel, 

And  broufrht  to  opportunity  with  millions, 

Yet,  whf-u  they  came  to  motion,  tbeir  cold 
virtue 

Keeps  *em  like  cakes  of  ice :  I'll  melt  a  cry- 
stal, 

And  make  a  dead  flint  fire  himself,  ere  they 

Give  greater  heat  than  now-departing  embers 

Give  to  old  men  that  watch  'em. 
JJcin.  A  good  whore 

Had  sav'd  all  this,  and  happily  as  wholesome, 

Ay,  and  the  thing  once  done  too,  as  well 
thought  of; 

But  this  same  chastity  forsooth*-— 
Proc.  A  pox  on*t ! 

Why  should  not  women  be  as  free  as  we  are  ? 

Tliey  are,  0)ut  not  in  open)  and  far  freer. 

And'  the  more  bold  ye  near  yourself,  more 
welcome  ; 

And  there  is  nothing  ye  dare  say,  but  truth, 

But  they  dare  hear. 

Enter  Valentinian  and  Lucina. 
Chi.  The  emperor!  Away; 
And,  if  we  can  repent,  let's  home  and  pray. 

[^Exeunt. 
Val,  Your  only  virtue  now  is  patience ; 
Take  heed,  and  save  your  honour.    If  you 

talk [body, 

Lucina.  As  long  as  there  is  motion  m  my 

And  life  to  ^ve  me  words,  I'll  cry  for  justice ! 

VaL  Justice  shall  never  hear  you ;  I  am 

justice ! 
Lucina.  Wilt  thou  not  kill  me,  monster, 
ravisher  ? 
Thou  bitter  bane  o*th'  empire,  look  upon  me, 
And,  if  thy  guilty  eves  dare  see  these  ruins 
Thy  wild  lust  bath  [aid  level  with  dishonour, 
The  sacrilegious  raziuj;  of  this  temple, 
The  mother  of  thy  black  siub  would  have 
blushVI  at,  fthee. 

Behold, aiid  curse  thyself !  The  gods  will  find 
(That's  all  my   retuge   now)  for  they  are 
right^us :  [pire, 

Vengeance  and  horror  circle  thee  !  T^e  em- 
In  which  thou  liv'st  a  strong  continued  surfeit, 
like  poison  will  disgorge  thee;  gqjd  men 

raze  thee 
Ppr'ever  being  read  again,  but  vicious"; 


Women,    and  fearful  maids,    make  vows 

against  thee ;  Fhate  thee ; 

Thy  own  slaves,  if  they  hear  of  this,  shall 
And  those  thou  hast  corrupted,  first  fall  from 

thee; 
And,  if  thon  let'st  me  live,  the  soldier, 
Tir'd  with  thy  tyrannies,  break  thro'  obedi" 
And  shake  his  strong  steel  at  thee !      [euce, 

VaL  This  prevails  not, 
Nor  any  agony  you  utter,  lady. 
If  I  have  done  a  sin,  curse  her  that  drew  me, 
Curse  the  6i*st  cause,  the  witchcraft  that 

abus'd  me,  [beauty, 

Curse  those  faireycs,  and  curse  that  beav'nly 
And  curse  your  being  good  too. 

Lucina.  Glorious  thief, 
What  restitution  canst  thou  make  to  save  me? 
Val  I'll  ever  love  and  honour  you. 
Lucina.  Thou  canst  not ; 
For  that  which  was  mine  honour,  thou  hast 

murder'd : 
And  can  there  be  a  love  in  violence? 
VaL  You  shajl  be  only  mine. 
Lucina.  Yet  I  like  better 
Thy  villainy,  than  flattery ;  that's  thine  own, 
The  other  basely  counterfeit.    Fly  from  me. 
Or,  for  thy  safety-sake  and  wisdom,  kill  me  ! 
For  I  am  worse  than  thou  art :  Thou  may'st 

pray. 
And  so  recover  grace ;  I'm  lost  for  ever ! 
And,  if  thou  let'st  me  live,  tliou'rt  lost  thy^ 

self  too. 
VaL  I  fear  no  loss  but  love ;  I  stand  above  it. 
Ludina.  Call  in  your  lady   bawds,  and 

gilded  pandars, 
And  let  them  triumph  too,  and  sing  to  Caesar , 
Lucina's  fall'n,  the  chaste  Luciua'iconquer'd! 
Gods,  what  a  wretched  thing  has  this  man 

made  me ! 
For  I  am  now  no  wife  for  Maximus, 
No  company  for  women  that  are  virtuous, 
No  family  I  now  can  claim,  nor  country. 
Nor  name,  but  Csssar's  whore.    Oh,  sacred 

Ca:sar,  [pire; 

(For  that  should  be  your  title)  was  your  eni- 
Your  rods,  and  axes,  that  are  types  of  justice ; 
Those  fires  that  ever  burn,  to  beg  you  bless- 
ings * 
The  people's  adoration ;  fear  of  nations ; 
What  victory  can  bring  you  home ;  what  else 


For  exer  being  read  again^- 


-but  vicious 


Women,  and/earful  maids,  make  vows  against  thee.'[  Thus  stood  the  old  text;  and,  I  believe, 
whatever  copsiders  it  will  agree  that  by  an  odd  confusion  of  ideas,  the  word  vicious  is  put  in- 
stpad  of  its  feverse,  virtuous,        Seward. 
Mr.  Seward  reads, 

"  For  ever  being  read  again  ;  all  virtuous 
**  Women,  and  fearful  maids,  &c." 
The  old  reading  requires  nothing  but  proper  punctuation  to  make  it  good  sense,  and  the  liqe 
Allowing  Hill  be  stronger.     We  shquld  read, 

" good  men  raze  thee 

*^  For  ever  being  read  again,  but  vicious  ;*' 
That  is,  'Good  men  will  prevent  your  ever  bemg  recorded^  but  as  ap  example  of  vice  and 
villainy.' 

Vol.  II.  n 
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[Act  3.  Scene  t- 


The  aceful  elements  can  make  your  servants, 
Even  light  itself,  and  suns  of  light,  truth, 

justice, 
Merty,  and  star-like  piety 'J;  sent  to  you. 
And  from  the  f!ods  themselves,  to  ravish  wo- 
I'hc  curses  that  I  owe  to  enemies,       [men  ? 
Kv'n  those  the  Sabines  sent,  when  Romulus 
(As  thou  hast  me).ravishM  their  noble  maids. 
Made  more,  and  heavier,  light  on  th^e  \ 
Val,  This  hi  Ips  nut. 
Jjucina.  The  sins  of  Tarquin  be  remcmber'd 

jn  thee !  [abusM, 

And  where  there  has  a  chaste  wife   been 
Let  it  be  thine,  the  shame  thine,  thine  the 

slaughter. 
And  last,  for  ever  thine  the  fear*d  example  ! 
Where  shall  poor  Virtue  live,  now  I  am  falt'n  ? 
What  can  your  honours  now,  and  empire 

make^me, 
4)ut  a  more  glorious  whore  i 

Val.  A  better  woman : 
But  if  you  will  be  blind,  and  sporn  it,  who 

can  help  it?  [t^^ng. 

Come,  leave  these  lamentations ;  they  do  my 
But  make  a  noise.    1  am  the  same  man  still : 
Were  it  to  do  again,  (therefore  be  wi^er) 
By  all  this  holy  light,  1  should  attempt  it ! 
You  are  so  excellent,  and  made  to  ravish, 

(There  were  no  pleasure  in  you  else) 

Lucina,  Oh,  villain  ! 

Val.  So  bred  for  man's  fM^nc^zement,  that 

my  reason, 
And  every  help  to  hold  me  right,  has  lost  roc ! 
The  god  o^  love  himself  had  been  before  me. 
Had  he  but  power  to  see  you  ;  tell  me  justly. 
How  can  I  chuse  but  err  then  ?  If  you  4arc, 
Be  mine,  and  only  mine,  (for  you're  so  pre- 
1  envy  any  other  should  enjoy  you,  [cious, 
Almost  look  on  you ;  and  your  daring  husband 
Shall  know  h'  has  kept  an  oiTering  from  the 

empire. 
Too  holy  for  his  altars)  be  the  mightiest ; 
More  than  myself  1*11  make  it.    If  you  will 

not,  ^wisdom, 

Sit  down  with  this,  and  silence  (tor  which 
'^'ou  shall  have  use  of  me,  anc(  much  honour 

ever. 
And  be  the  same  you  were) :  If  you  diyulge  it, 
Know  I  am  far  above  the  faults  J  do, 
And  those  I  do  l*m  able  to  forgive  too;;   [it. 
And  where  your  credit,  in  the  knowledge  of 
INlay  be  with  gloss  enough  suspicted,  mine 
Is  as  mine  own  command  shall  make  it. 

Princes,  [pers, 

Tho'  they  be  sometimes  subject  to  loose  whis- 
ks Even  light  itself ,  and  suns  of  light,  Truth,  ^u$tice,. 

Merct/,  and  star-like  Piett/.]  This  iio\^\c  passage  seems,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expression, 
obscured  by  too  much  light;  part  oji  \vhich,  1  believe,  is  not  genuine.  To  call  Truth,  Jus- 
tice, and  Piety  suns  may  be  allowed,  but  su7is  (f  light  is  both  stiff  and  tautological;  an^ 
after  they  are  called  suns,  the  additional  epithet  of  star-like  is  an  useless  anticlimax.  I  doubt 
not  but  that  the  true  reading  was  "  sons  oj  lighL"        Heward, 

.  We  doubt  it  much ;  "  light,  and  suns  of  light,"  is  a  natural  amplification  ;  bu^  "  star-Htf^ 
piety"  succeeding  must  be  confessed  to  be  an  anticlimax* 


Yet  wear  they  two-edg'd  swords  for  open 
censures.  Pdier ; 

Vour  husband  cannot  help  you,  nor  the  solt 
Your  husband  is  my  creature,  they  my  wea- 
pons. 
And  only  wl^ere  I  b»d  'cm,  strike ;  I  feed  'em. 
Nor  can  the  gods  be  angry  at  this  action  ; 
Tor,  as  they  make  me  most,  they  mean  me 

happiest, 
^Vhich  I  had  never  been  without  this  pleasure. 
Consider,  and  farewell !  You'll  fipd  your  wo- 
men [sport  too. 
At  h()me  before  you;  they  have  had  some 
But  are  more  thankful  for  it.  [Exit, 

Ijucina.  Destruction  find  thee ! — 
Now  which  way  must  I  go?  my  honest  house 
Will  shake  to  shelter  me;  my  husband  fly  me; 
My  4am ily. 

Because  they're  honest,  and  desire  to  he  so., 
Mustnotenduremt';notanciuhbourkno%vme! 
W  hat  woman  now  dare  sc  e  me  without  blushes. 
And,  pointing  as  I  pass,  *  There,  there,  be- 
hold her ; 
'  Look  on  her,  little  children  ;  that  is  she, 
'  I'hat  handsome  lady^  mark  ? '  Oh,  my  sad 

fortunes  [ 
Is  this  the  end  of  goodness  ?  this  the  price 
Of  all  my  early  prayers  to  protect  me  ? 
Why  then,  I  see  there  is  no  god  but  power. 
Nor  virtue  now  alive  that  cares  for  us. 
But  what  is  either  lame  or  sensual ! 
liow  had  1  been  thus  wretched  else  ! 

Enter  Maximus  and  JEcius. 

^^ius.  Xiet  Titius 
Command  the  company  that  Pontius  lost^ 
And  see  the  fosses  deeper. 

Max.  How  now,  sweetheart .? 
What  make  you  here,  and  thus  ? 

Aldus.  Lucina  weeping  ? 
This  must  be  much  oltence. 

Jifax.  Look  up,  and  tell  me. 
Why  are  you  thus  ? — My  ring  ?  oh,  friend, 

I've  found  it ! 
You  are  at  court,  sweet ! 

iM^na.  Yes ;  this  brought  me  hither. 

Max.  Rise,   and   go  home.— I   have  my 
fears,  Aerius  ;  [cina ; 

Oh,  my  best  friend,  I'm  niin'd  !-»-Go,  Lu- 
Already  in  thy  tears  I've  read  thy  wrongs, 
Already  found  a  Cajsar.     Go,  thou  lily, 
Thou  sweetly-drooping  flow'r !   Go,  silver 

swan,^ 
Anil  sing  titine  own  sad  requiem  !  Go,Lucina, 
And^  if  thou  dar'st,  out-live  this  wrong! 


AetS.S6eA«l«] 
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Lttcina.  I  dare  not. 
JEciu9.    Is  that  the  ring  you  lost  ? 
ASujc,  That^  that,  Aecius, 
That  cursed  ring,  uijsclf,  and  all  my  fortunes. 
*T  has  pleas'd  the  emperor,  my  noble  master, 
For  ail  my  services^  and  dangers  for  him, 
To  make  me  mine  own  paiidar.     VVas  this 

justice, 
Ob,  my  AiM:ius  ?  have  I  Iiv*d  to  bear  this  ? 
Lucina,  Farewell  for  ever^  sir  ! 
Alax,  ThatN  a  sad  saying  ; 
But  such  a  one  becomes  you  well,  Lucina : 
And  yet,  metiiinks,  we  should  not  part  so 
lightly »  [rooted, 

Our  loves  have  been  of  longer  growth,  more 
Thau  the  sharp  word  of  one  farewell  can 

scatter. 
Kiss  me.    I  find  no  Cssar  bere^-*;  these  lips 
Taste  not  of  ravislier,  in  my  opinion. 
Was  it  not  su  ? 
jAtcina,  Oh,  yes  ! 
Max.  I  dare  believe  thee  ; 
For  thou  wert  ever  truth  itself,  and  sweetness. 
Indeed  she  was,  Aecius. 
j9^A-ius.  So  :^he  is  »tJll. 
Afeis.  Once  more  !-^0h,  my  Lucina,  oil, 
my  comfort, 
The  blessing  of  my  youth,  life  ofmy  life! 
£cius.  I've  seen  enough  to  stagger  my 
obedience : 
Hold  me,  yc  equal  gods  !  this  is  too  sinful. 
Mai,  VV  hy  wert  thou  chosen  out  to  make  a 
whore  of.?  '     [fouutains. 

To  me  thou  wert  too  chaste,  tail,  crystal 
And  ever  feed  your  streams,  you  rising  sor- 
rows, [ble. 
Til^you  have  dropt  your  mistress  into  mar- 
Now,  ^o  for  ever  from  me. 

lAicinu,  Luoi;  farewell,  sir  ! 
And  as  I  have  been  loya),  gods,  think  on  me  ! 
Miix.  Stay;  let  me  once  more  bid  farewell, 
Lucina. 
Farewell  ^^^  thou  excellent  exaniple  of  us ! 
Thou  Starry  virtue,  fare    thee    well !  seek 

Heav*ii, 
And  liiere  by  Cassiopeia  shine  in  glorv  ! 
We  are  too  base  and  dirty  Co  preserve  thee. 
^cius    Nay,  I  mu»tkisstuui   Such  a  kiss 
n>;ain. 
And  from  a  woman  of  so  ripe  a  virtue) 
Aecius  must  not  take.   I' arewell,  thou  phenix, 
If  tliou  wilt  die,  Lucina !  which,  well  weighed. 
If  you  can  cease  a  while  froui  these  strange 

tbouti^hts, 
I  wish  were  rather  alterMi 
Lucina,  2<o. 
^ius.  Mistake  not. 
I  would  not  stain  your  honour,  for  the  empire, 


Nor  any  way  decline  you  to  discredit : 
'Tis  not  my  fair  profession,  but  a  villain^s. 
r  find  and  feel  your  loss  as  deep  as  you  do^ 
And  am  the  same  Aecius,  still  as  hohest. 
The  same  life  I  have  still  for  Maximus, 
The  same  sword  wear  for  you,  where  justice 

wills  me,  ['^ot* 

And  'tis  no  dull  one :  Therefore,  rolsconceivg 
Only  I'd  hav^  you  live  A  little  longerj 
But  a  short  year, 
ilfor.  She  must  nOt; 
Lucina.  Why  so  long,  sir? 
Am  I  not  grey  enough  with  grief  already? 
JEcims:,  To  dr<iw  from  that  wild  man  a 

sweet  repeutance. 
And  i^cKidiiess  in  his  days  to  come* 

Max,  They  are  so. 
And  will  be  ever  cOming,  nty  Aeciiis. 
Mcius,  Yot  who  knows,  but  the  sight  of' 

you,  proton  ting  Jtuesj 

His  swoKn  sins  at  the  full,  and  your  fair  vir- 
May  like  a  fearful  vision  fright  his  follies. 
Anil  orice  more  bend  him  right  again  ?  which 

blesking  [read) 

(If  your  dark  wrones  would  giv^  ydu  leave  to 
Is  more  than  death,  and  the  reward  mor6 

glorious : 
DeaUi  only  eases  vou ;  this,  die  whole  empire. 
Besides,  compelled,  and  forc'd  with  violence, 
To  what  youVfe  done,  the  deed  is  none  of 

youri^ 
No,  nor  tlie  justice  nfeith^r :  You  may  livfe, 
And  still  a  worthier  woman,  still  more  hcH 

nourVl ; 
For  are  those  trees  the  worse  v^e  tcftr  the 

fruits  from  ? 
Or,  should  th'  eternal  ?ods  desire  to  perish^ 
Because  we  daily  violate  their  truths, 
Which  is  the  chastity  of  Heaven  ?  No,  lady; 
If  you  dure  live,  yoU  mny*  And  as  our  si'nft 
Make  them  more  full  of  equity  and  justice^ 
So  this  compulsive  wrong  makes  you  more 
The  empire  too  will  bless  youj        [perfects 

Miij,  Noble  sirj 
If  she  were  any  thing  tO  me  but  honour. 
And  lliat  that's  wedded  to  me  tooj  laid  in^ 
Not  to  be  worn  away  without  my  being; 
Or  ouuld  the  wrongs  be  hers  alone,  or  mine^ 
Or  both  our  wrongs,  not  tied  to  after-issues^ 
Not  born  anew  in  all  our  names  and  kindf^s, 
I  would  desire  her  live;  nay  more,  compel 

her: 
But  since  it  was  not  youth,  but  malice  did  it. 
And  not  her  own^  nor  mine,  but  both  our 

losses,  [fuid  it, 

Nor  stays  it  there,  but  tha:  our  names  must 
Kv'n  those  to  come,  and  when  they  read  she 

livM, 


•*  I  find  no  Casar  here ;  the$e  lipi 
Tastenotnf  ruvlshtrj] 

*^  1  found  not  Cassio's  kisses  on  be^  lipft.**        Shdkfipeare. 
*^  Farewell^  thou  excellent  example  of  us  !]  The  two4ast  words  of  this  line  are  very  flstt^ 
and  perhaps  ix/rrupt.    The  turn  of  tlie  speech  would  warrant  our  reading, 
'  Farcwdl^liou  excellent  example  !  XiMV«  ut* 
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[Act  S.  Scene  1 . 


Must  they  not  ask  how  often  she  was  ravish'd, 
And  make  a  doubt  she  lov'd  that  more  than 
Therefore  she  must  not  live.  [wedlock? 

JEcius,  Therefore  she  must  live,      [tious. 
To  teach  the  world  such  deaths  are  supersti- 

Lucina,  The  tongues  of  angels  cannot  alter 
me; 
For  could  the  world  again  restore  my  credit, 
As  fair  and  absolute  as  first  I  bred  it,    [pire 
That  world  I  should  not  trust  again ,   The  em- 
By  my  life  can  get  nothing  but  my  story. 
Which  whilst  I  breathe  must  be  but  his  abuses. 
And  where  you  counsel  me  to  live,  that  Caesar 
May  see  his  errors,  and  repent,  I'll  tell  you, 
His  penitence  is  but  encreasc  of  pleasures, 
His  prayers  never  said  but  to  deceive  us; 
And  when  he  weeps,  as  you  think  for  his  vices, 
rris  but  as  killing  drops  from  baleful  yew- 
trees,  ^  [grieve. 
That  rot  dieii  honest  neighbour.     If  he  can 
As  one  that  yet  desires  his  free  convei-sion. 
And  almost  glories  in  his  penitence, 
ril  leave  him  robes  to  muurn  in,  ray  sad  ashes. 

.^cius.  The  farewells  then  of  nappy  souls 
be  with  thee^ 
And  to  thy  memory  be  ever  sung 
The  praises  of  a  Just  and  constant  lady  ! 
This  sad  day,  whilst  I  live,  a  soldier's  tear 
I'll  offer  on  thy  monument,  and  bring, 
Full  of  thy  noble  self,  with  tears  untold  yet, 
Many  a  worthy  wife,  to  weep  thy  ruin ! 

Max.  AU  that  is  chaste  upon  thy  tomb 
shall  flourish, 
All  living  epitaphs  be  thine;  Time's  story*, 
And  what  is  left  behind  to  piece  our  lives. 
Shall  be  no  more  abus'd  with  tales  and  trifles, 
But,  tull  of  thee,  stand  to  eteraitv ! 

^ius.  Once  more,  farewell:    Go,  find 
Elysium,  [blessing ; 

There  where  the  happy  souls  arecrown'd  with 
There  where  'tis  ever  spring,  and  ever  sum- 
mer! «... 

Max*  There  where   no  bed-rid  justice 
comes !  truth,  honour. 
Are  keepers  of  that  blessed  place :  Go  thither ; 
For  here  thou  liv'stchaste  fire  in  rotten  timber. 

.^iu$.  And  so,  our  last  farewells! 

Max,  Gods  give  thee  justice! 

[Exit  Lucina* 

JEcius,  His  thoughts  begin  to  work;  I  fear 
him:  Yet 
He  ever  was  a  noble  Roman ;  but,       [fer'd 
I  know  not  what  to  think  on't;  be  hath  suf- 
Beyond  a  man,  if  he  stand  thrs. 

Max,  Aecius! 
Am  I  alive,  or  has  a  dead  sleep  scis'd roc? 
It  was  my  wife  the  emperor  abus'd  thus ! 


And  I  must  say, '  I'm  glad  I  had  her  for  him  ;* 
Must  I  not,  my  Aecius? 

JEcius,  I  am  stricken 
With  such  a  stiff  amazement,  that  no  answer 
Can  readily  come  from  me,  nor  no  comfort. 
Will  you  go  home,  or  go  to  my  house? 

Amr.  Neither: 
T  have  no  home ;  and  you  are  mad,  Aecius, 
To  keep  me  company !  I  am  a  fellow    [me. 
My  own  sword  would  forsake,  not  tied  unto 
A  pandar  is  a  prince,  to  what  I'm  fallen  ! 
By  Ileav'n,  I  dare  do  notiiing ! 

JEcius.  You  do  bettf-r. 

Max,  I'm  made  a  branded  slave,  Aecius, 
And  yet  I  bless  the  maker. 
Death  o' my  soul!  must  I  endure  thistamely? 
Must  Maximus  be  inentioo'd  for  his  tales? 
I  am  a  child  too ;  what  should  I  do  railing  ? 
I  cannot  mend  myself;  'tis  Caesar  did  it. 
And  what  am  I  to  him  ? 

JEcius.  'Tis  well  consider'd; 
However  you  are  tainted,  be  no  traitor: 
Time  may  out-wear  the  first,   the  last  lives 
ever.  [my  friend ! 

Max.  Oh,  that  thou  wert  not  living,  and 

JEcius  \aside\.  I'll  bear  a  wary  eye  upon 
your  actions : 
I  fear  you,  Maximus ;  nor  can  I  blame  thee 
If  tliou  break'st  oat;  for,  by  the  gods,  thy 

wrong 
Deserves  a  general  ruin !— Do  you  love  me? 

Max,  That's  all  I  have  to  live  on. 

J^itti,  Then  go  with  me ; 
You  shall  not  to  your  own  house. 

Max,  Nor  to  any ;  [pass  I 

My  griefs  are  greater  far  than  walls  can  coni- 
Aud  yet  I  wonder  how  it  happens  with  me, 
I  am  not  dangerous;  and,  o  my  conscience. 
Should  I  now  see  tlie  emperor  i'  th'  heat  on't  ^, 
I  should  not  chide  him  for't :    An  awe  runs 

thro'  me, 
I  feel  it  sensibly,  that  binds  me  to  it; 
TTis  at  my  heart  now,  there  it  sits  and  rules, 
And  metninks  'tis  a  pleasure  to  obey  it. 

JEcius  [aside].  This  is  a  mask  to  cozen  me : 

I  know  you. 

And  how  far  you  dare  do ;  no  Ron[ian  further, 

Nor  with  more  fearless  valour;  and  I'll  watch 

Keep  that  obedience  still.  [you,-— 

ATax.  Is  a  wife's  loss 
(For  her  abuse,  much  good  may  do  his  Grace; 
I'll  make  as  bold  with  his  wife,  if  I  can) 
More  than  the  fading  of  a  few  fresh  colours? 
More  than  a  lusty  spring  lost? 

JEcius,  No  more,  Maximus, 
To  one  that  tnily  lives. 

Max,  Why  then,  I  care  not; 


^  Time,  story,']  We  apprehend  we  should  read  '^  Time's  story,"  an  expression  often  used 
by  our  Authors,  and  more  agreeable  to  the  context. 

^J  Should  I  turn  see  the  emperor,  &c.]  The  doctrine  of  passive  obedience,  so  often  incul- 
cated in  the  Works  of  our  Authors,  (but  particularly  in  this  Play  and  The  Maid's  Tn^gedy) 
are  a  strong  and  unplea«ing  mark  of  the  complexion  of  the  times  in  which  they  wrote. 
Such  sentiments  would  not  be  endured  on  the  present  Stage*  In  this  place,  however,  it  i^ 
not  the  real  sentiment  of  the  speaker. 
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I  can  live  well  enough,  Aeci  us:  FtriAes, 

For  look  you,  friend,  for  virtue,  and  those 
They  may  be  bought,  they  say. 

JEeiug,  He's  craz'd  a  little;  [nature. 

His  G^rief  has  made  him  talk  things  from  his 

Max,  But  chastity  is  not  a  thing,  I  take  it, 
To  get  in  Rome,  unless  it  be  bespoken 
A  hundred  years  before,  (is  it,  Aecius  ?) 
By'r  lady,  and  well  handled  too  i'th'  breed- 

JScittf.  Will  you  go  any  way?     '        [ing. 

Mas.  ril  tell  thee,  friend;  [now, 

If  my  wife,  for  all  this,  should  be  a  whore 
A  kind  of  kicker-out  of  sheets,  'twould  vex 
For  I'm  not  angry  yet.  The  emperor  [me; 
Is  young  and  handsome,  and  the  woman  flesh. 
And  may  not  these  two  couple  without 
sbratx^hing? 

jEf  ittf .  Alas,  my  noble  friend  I  * 

Max.  Alas  not  me !  [serable 

I  am  not  wretclied^  for  there's  no  man  mi- 
But  he  that  makes  himself  so. 

.Mcita.  Will  you  walk  yet? 

Max,  Come,  come,  she  dare  not  die, 
friend;  that's  the  truth  on't; 
She  knows  th'  enticing  sweets  and  delicacies 
Of  a  young  prince's  pleasures,  and,!  thank  her, 
Sh'has  made  a  way  for  Maximus  to  rise  by: 
Will't  not  become  me  bravely?  Why  do  you 
think  [here, 

She  wept,  and  said  she  waA  ravish'd  ?  Keep  it 
And  I'll  discover  to  you. 

jEciui.  Well? 

Max,  She  knows 
I  love  no  bitten  flesh,  and  out  of  that  hope 
She  mi«;ht  be  from  me,  she  contrived  this 
Was  it  not  monstrous,  friend  >        [kmivery . 

JEcius,  Does  he  but  seem  so, 
Or  is  be  mad  indeed  ? 

Max.  Oh,  godSf  my  Jieart ! 

JEcivs,  'Would  it  would  fairly  break ! 

Max,  MethinksI'm  somewhat  wilder  than 
I  was; 
And  yet,  I  thank  the  gods,  I  know  my  duty  ! 
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We 


Enter  Claudia, 
Clou.  Nay,  you  may  spare  your  tears; 

she's  dead,  she  is  so. 
Max,  Why,  so  it  should  be.     How  ? 
Ciau.  When  first  she  entered 
Into  her  house,  after  a  world  of  weeping, 
And  blushing  like  tlje  sun-set,  aswe  saw  her^, 

*  Dare  I,'8aidshe,  *defile  this  lu)use  with  whore, 

*  In  which  his  noble  family  has  flourished  ?' 


At  which  she  fell,  and  slirrM  no  moro« 

rubb'd  her 

Max,  No  more  of  that;  begone.   Now, 
my  Aecius,  [Exit  C/ak. 

If  thou  wilt  do  me  pleasure,  weep  a  little; 
I  am  so  parch*d  I  cannot.  Your  example 
Has  broutrht  the  rain  down  now :  Now  lead 

me,  friend ; 
And  as  we  walk  together,  let's  pray  truly  % 
I  may  not  fall  from  faith. 
AUius,  That's  nobly  spoken. 
Max,  Was  I  not  wild,  Aecius? 
A^.cius,  Somewhat  troubled.    ,  [with  you ; 
Max.  I  felt  no  sorrow  then.  Now  I'll  go 
But  do  not  name  the  woman  !  Fy,  wliat  fool 
Am  I  to  weep  tlios !  Gods,  Lucina,  take  thee, 
For  thou  wert  ev'n  tlie  best  and  worthiest 

lady [with  it. 

MciuSf  Good  sir,  no  more,  I  shall  be  melted 
Max .  I've  done ;  an  d,  good  si  r,  com  fort  me. 

'Would  there  were  wars  now ! 
Mciui.  Settle  your  thoughts;  come. 
Afar.  So  I  have  now,  friend. 
Of  my  deep  lameututlons  here's  an  end. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Pontius,  Phidias,  and  Aretui. 
Phid,    By  my  faith,  captain  Pontius,  be- 
sides pity  [not; 
Of  your  falPn  fortunes,  what  to  say  I  know 
For  'tis  too  true  the  emperor  desires  not, 
Bdt  my  best  master,  any  soldier  near  him. 
Are.  And  when  be  understands,  he  cast 
your  fortunes 
For  disobedience,  how  can  we  incline  him 
(That  are  but  under-persons  to  his  favours) 
To  any  fair  opinion  ?  Can  you  siag?   [songt 
Pont.  Not  to  please  him,  Aretus;  for  my 
Go  not  to  th'  lute,  or  viol,  but  to  th*  trumpet ; 
JNIy  tune  kept  on  a  target,  and  my  subject 
The  well-struck  wounds  of  men,  not  love,  or 
women. 
Phid.  And  those  he  understands  not. 
Pont,  He  should,  Phidias. 
Are,  Could  you  not  lea%e  this  killing  way 
a  little,                                         [rather 
(You  must,  if  here  you'd  plant  yourself)  and 
lA*Rrn,  as  we  do,  to  like  what  chose  aflect 
That  are  above  us?  Wear  their  actions, 
And  think  they  keep  us  warm  too  ?    What 

they  say, 
Jho'  oftentimes  they  speak  a  little  foolishly. 


*  And  blushing  like  the  sunset,  as  we  see  her.]  The  latter  part  of  this  line  seems  a  mere 
fill- up;  but,  I  believe,  was  a  noble  sentiment  in  the  original,  which  1  hope  is  now  restored. 
Lucina  blushed  ta  be  looked  upon  by  us,  as  shara«  would  hide  its  head  from  all  its  acquaint- 
ance: If  the  old  reading  may  be  thought  to  give  this  idea,  and  the  reader  thinks  he  could 
have  collected  it  from  it  without  the  change,  I  am  willing  to  submit:  so  thattlie  true  sense 
be  retained,  it  is  of  small  consequence  whether  we  read  as  or  that.        Seward, 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  "  that  we  satv  her;"  but  we  cannot  think  his  reading  conveys  the 
sense  he  means  to  give.    The  only  error  in  the  old  lection  seems  to  have  been  see  for  saw. 

^ And  as  me  walk  together,  let's  pray  together  trufy.]  The  second  together  seems  supers 
fluoosjand  erroneous,  and  probably  was  interpolated  by  a  careless  transcriber. 
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\ 
Krtt  Jitay  to  construe,  but  prepare  to  execute  ? 
And  think,  however  the  end  tails,  the  busiucss 
Cannot  run  empty-handed  i 

Phid.  Can  you  flatter ; 
And,  if  it  were  put  to  you,  lie  a  Uttle  ? 

Fimt.  Yes.  if  it  bea'living.  * 

Are.  That's  well  said  then. 

Font,  But  must  these  lies  and  fluttcrics  bt; 
believ'd,  then  ? 

Fkid,  Ob,  yes,  by  any  means. 

Pont,  By  any  means  tlien, 
I  cannot  lie,  nor  flatter. 
'    Are,  You  must  swear  too. 
If  vou  be  there. 

^ont,  I  can  swear,  if  they  move  me. 

Phid,  Cannot  you  forswear  too? 

Pont*  The  court  for  ever, 
If  it  be  grown  so  wicked. 

Are,  You  should  procure  a  little  too. 

Pont,  What's  that? 
llen*s  honest  sayings  for  my  truth  ? 

Are,  Oh,  uo,  sir, 
But  women's  honest  actions  for  your  triah 

Pont,  Do  you  do  itU  tliese  things.? 

Phid,  Do  you  not  like  *eni  ? 

Pont.   D'yuuaskme  seriously,  or  trifle 
with  me? 
I  am  not  so  low  yet,  to  be  your  mirth ! 

Are.  You  do  mistake  usj  captain ;  fur  siu- 
We  ask  you  how  you  likt;  'cm?  [cerely 

Pont,  Thcd  sincerely 
I  tell  you  I  abhor  'em  \  They're  ill  ways. 
And  I  will  starve  before  I  fall  into  'cm  j 
The  doers  of  Vm  wretches,  their  base  hungers 
Care  not  whose  bread  they  cat,  nur  how  tliey 

^rtf.  What  then,  sir?  [get  it. 

Pont,  If  you  profess  tliis  wickedness, 
Because  ye  have  been  soldiers,  and  bonie 
The  scrvauu  of  the  brave  Aecius,  [aruis. 
And  by  him  put  to  tir emperor,  give  nie  leave, 
(Or  I  must  take  it  else)  tosuy  yeVe  villaius  ! 
For  all  your  goldeu  coats,  debausii*d,  base 

villaiu>  \ 
Yet  I  do  wear  a  sword  to  tell  ye  so. 
Is  this  the  way  ye  mark  out  for  a  si>ldier, 
A  man  that  has  commanded  for  tlie  empire. 
And  borne  the  reputation  of  a  man  ? 
Arc  there  not  lazy  things  enough,  call'd  fools 

and  cowards, 
And  poor  enough  to  be  preferred  for  pandars. 
But  wanting  soldiers  must  be  knaves  too  ?  iia? 
This  the  trim  course  of  life?  Were  not  ye 

lioru  bawds. 
And  so  iuhorit  but  your  rights  ?  I  am  poor, 
And  may  exoect a  woia^ ;  yet  digging,pruuing, 
Mending  or  brokeu  ways,  carry int»  of  water, 
Planting  of  worts  and  onions,  any  thing 
1  luit's  honest,  and  a  niairs,  I'll  rather  ehu^, 
A\,  and  live  better  on  it,  %*hich  is  juster; 
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Drink  my  well-*gotteta  water  with  more  plea* 

sure,  [me> 

When  my  endeavour's  done,  and  wages  paid 
Tlmn  yoti  do  wine;  eat  my  coarse  bread  not 

curs'd. 
And  mend  upon't  (your  diets  are  diseases) ; 
And  sleep  as  soundlyi  when  my  labour  bids 
As  any  forward  paiidar  of  ye  all,  [me. 

And  rise  a  great  deal  honester !  My  garmc  Qts« 
Tho'  not  as  yours,  the  soft  sins  of  the  empire. 
Yet  may  be  warm,  and  keep  the  biting  wind 

out, 
When  every  sin^^^le  breatli  of  poor  opinioQ 
Kinds  you  thro'  all  your  velvets  I 

Aie,  You  have  hit  it; 
Nor  arc  we  those  we  seem«  The  lord  Aecius 
Put  us  g<MKl  men  to  th'  emperor,  so  we  iiave 

serv*d  him, 
Tho'  milch  neglected  for  it ;  so  dare  be  still  i 
Your  curses  art  not  ours.*  We've  seeu  your 

fortune, 
But  yet  know  no  Way  to  redeem  it :  Mea(iS| 
Sucii  as  we  have^  you  shall  not  wantj  brav« 

Pontius; 

But  pray  be  tempera tCi     Tf  we  can  wipe  out 

The  stain  of  your  ofi*eDcesS*,  we  are  yours,  sir; 

And  you  shall  live  at  court  an  honest  man  too< 

Piiid.  That  little  meat  and  means  we  have^ 

we'll  share  it. 
Fc^ar  not  to  be  as  we  are ;  what  we  told  yoU| 
Were  but  mere  trials  o(  your  trutii :  YouVa 

worthy, 
And  so  wc  II  ever  hold  you;  sufler  better^ 
And  then  you  arc  aright  man,  Pontius. 
It'  my  good  master  be  nut  ever  angry, 
You  sliall  counuand  again.  [my  lifei 

Pout,  I  have  found  two  good  men  :*  Use 
For  it  is  yours,  and  all  I  have  to  thank  yc  ! 

[^Exeunti 
SCENE  III. 
Enter  Maxinws. 
Mux.  Tliere's  uo  way  else  to  do  it;  b« 

must  die ; 
Thi^  friend  must  die,  t)iissoirI  of  Maximus, 
Without  whom  1  am  liothiuu;  but  my  shame  } 
This  pcrfecincss  tliat  keeps  me  from  opinion. 
Must  die,  or  I  must  live  thus  branded  ever: 
A  hard  choice,  and  a  fatal !    Gods,  ye  hav« 

given  me 
A  way  to  credit,  but  the  ground  to  go  on 
Ye  have  levelled  wicii  that  precious  life  I  lov« 

most; 
Yet  I  nmsi  on,  and  thro':  For,  if  I  offer 
To  take  my  way  without  him,  like  a  sea 
He  bears  iiis  high  conunaud,  'iwixt  me  and 

vengcauce. 
And  in  mine  own  road  sinks  me.  lie  is  honest, 
Of  a  must  coust;tut  loyalty  to  Ca^&ar^ 


'If  we  can  wipe  out 


T/4«  way  of  yoar  o/j^l/ices.]  To  wipe  out  the  way  seems  a  strange  phrase:  jfain,  w« 
apprehend,  wifl  be  allowed  a  better  word  :  Y^et  wc  should  uui  haw  substitulwU  iif  bad  wm 
not  b«eii  persuaded  Uiat'thfi  old  te»t  was  corrupt. 
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And  when  he  shall  but  doubt  I  dare  attempt 

But  make  a  question  of  his  ill,  but  sa)r  f  him, 

'  What  is  a  Caesar,  that  he  dare  do  this  ? ' 

Dead  sure  he  cuts  me  off  3* :  Aecius  dies. 

Or  I  have  lost  mvself.  Why  should  I  kill  him? 

Why  should  I  kfll  myself?  for  'tis  my  killing ; 

Aecius  is  my  rrK>t,  and,  wither  him, 

Like  a  decaying  branch  1  fall  to  nothing. 

Is  he  not  more  to  me  than  wife  ?  than  Ciesar, 

Tho*  I  bad  now  my  safe  revenge  upon  him? 

Is  he  not  more  tlian  honour  >*,  and  his  friend- 
ship ,  [honour, 

Sweeter  than  the  love  of  women  ?    What  is 

W' e  all  so  strangely  are  bewitch'd  withal  ? 

Can  it  relieve  me  if  I  want  ?  he  has;    [envy, 

Can  honour,  'twixt  the  incensed  prince  and 

Bear  up  the  lives  of  worthy  men?  h^  has; 

Can  honour  pull  the  wings  of  fear fql  cowards, 

And  make  'em  tuni  again  like  tigers  ?  he  has ; 

And  I  have  li  vM  to* see  this,  and  preserved  so : 

Why  should  this  empty  word  incite  me  tlien 

To  what  is  ill  and  cruel  ?  Let  her  perish : 

A  friend  is  more  than  all  the  world,  than  ho- 

She  is  a  woman,  and  her  loss  the  less,    [nour ! 

And  with  her  go  my  griefs !— vBut,  hark  vuu, 
MaximusT  [you 

Was  she  not  yours  ?  Did  she  not  die  to  tell 

She  was  a  ravish*d  woman  ?   Did  not  justice 

Noblv  begin  with  her,  that  not  deserv*d  it? 

And  shall  he  live  that  did  it?  Stay  a  little ! 

Can   this  abuse  die  here  ?  Shall  not  men*s 
tongues 

Dispute  it  afterward,  and  say  I  gave 

(Affecting  dull  obedience,  and  tame  duty, 

And  led  away  with  fondness  of  a  friendship) 

The  only  virtue  of  the  world  to  slander? 

Is  not  this  certain,  was  not  she  a  chaste  one, 

And  such  a  one,  that  no  compare  dwelt  with 

One  of  so  sweet  a  virtue,  that  Aecius,  [her? 

(£v*u  he  himself,  this  friend  that  holds  me 
from  it) 

Out  of  his  worthy  love  to  me,  and  justice, 

Had  it  not  been  on  Cesar, had  reveng'd  her? 

By  Heav*n,-he  told  me  so  !   What  shall  I  do 
then  ? 

"Enttr  a  Servant, 

Can  other  men  affect  it,  and  I  cold  ? 
.  I  fear  be  must  not  live. 

Serv.  My  lord,  the  general 

Is  come  to  seek  you. 

>■  Dead  sure  he  cuts  we  qfff.]  I  read  dead-sure  with  a  hyphen,  and  understand  by  it  tht 
common  expression.  As  sure  a$  death,        Seward, 

We  chuse  to  read,  according  to  the  old  books,  without  a  hjrphen;  becaQfle  that  may  either 
convey  Mr.  Seward's  sense,  or  (as  the  words  might  bear)  \ftfr  certain^  he  will  cut  m'c  off  by 
death": '  "  Dead,  sure,  he  cuts  me  oftV     Besides,  dead-sure  is  a  modern  vulgarism. 

^Is  he  not  more  than  rumour.]  Mr.  1'hrobald  and  Mr.  Sympson  both  suspect  the  worf 
rumour,  and  think  that  honour  yifw  probably  tlie  original.  But  as  hontmr,  in  this  place,  must 
signify  exactly  the  same  with  rumour,  die  Poets  seem  to  have  jmliciously  ascertained  th« 
true  meaning  of  what  follows,  by  using  rumour  here.         Seward. 

We  believe  honour  the  right  word,  and"  the  whole  speedi  confirms  it. 

» ^for  yoftr  vaiour. 

And  what  ye  may  he,  fair;  w  w**  more  folfifood.^  This  does  not  seem  intelligible,  but 
the  change  of  a  monosyllable  will  give  a  sense  agreeable  to  the  context.  *  For  vour  valour^ 
aad  whatever  else  is  fsiir  or  prais«-worthy,  no  man  is  more  followed.*        ScsmrtL 


Max.  Go,  entreat  him  to  enter.  [Etit  9erv^ 
Oh,  brave  Aecius,  I  could  wi»h  thee  now 
Af.  far  from  friendship  to  me  as  from  fears. 
That  I  might  cut  thee  off  like  that  I  weighed 
not.  [itl 

Is  there  no  way,  without  liim,  to  come  near 
For  out  of  honesty  he  munt  destroy  me, 
Jf  I  attempt  it.     lie  must  die,  as  others, 
And  I  must  lose  him ;  *tis  necessity ; 
Only  tlie  time,  and  meanf«,  is  all  'he  difference. 
Rut  yet  I  would  not  make  a  murder  of  him, 
Take  him  directly  for  my  doubts ;  he  shall  diej 
I've  found  a  way  to  do  it,  and  a  safe  one  ; 
It  shall  lie  honour  to  him  too.     I  know  not 
What  to  dctenninc  certain,  Fjn  so  troubled^ 
And  such  a  de:«l  of  ronscience  presses  me : 
'Would  I  were  desid  myself ! 

Enter  JEciut, 

jEcius.  You  run  away  well ; 
How  got  you  from  me,  friend  ^ 

Max.  That  that  lead&  mad  men, 
A  strong  ima^^i nation,  made  me  wander. 

^xius.  I  thought  you  had  been  more  set- 

Max.  I  am  well ;  [tied. 

But  you  must  give  me  leave  a  little  sometimes 
To  have  a  buzzing  in  my  brains. 

Mcius,  YouVe  dangerous,  [Asid^. 

But  ril  prevent  it  if  I  can. — You  told  me 
You'd  go  to  th*  army. 

Max.  Why  ?  to  have  my  throat  cut  ? 
Must  he  not  be  the  bravest  man,  Acciut^ 
That  strikes  me  first? 

Mcius.  You  promis*d  me  a  freedom 
From  all  these  thougiits.     And  why  should 
any  strike  you  ? 

Max.  I  am  an  enemy,  a  wicked  one, 
Worse  than  the  foes  of  Rome;  I  am  a  coward, 
A  cuckold,  and  a  coward ;  that's  two  causes 
Why  every  one  should  beat  me  I 

Mtus.  You  are  neither; 
And  durst  another  tell  me  so,  be  died  for't. 
For  thus  far  on  mine  lionour,  I'll  assure  you, 
No  man  more  lov*d  than  you:  and  for  your 
valour,  [follow'd. 

And  what  else  itiay  be  fair  »,  no  man  more 

Max*  A  doughty  man,  indeed  I  But  that's 
all  one; 
The  emperor,  nor  all  the  princes  living, 
Sliall  find  a  flaw  iu  my  coat :  I  have  sufter'd, 


M 


THE  TRAGEDY  Ot  VALENTINIAN. 


[Act  d.  Seme  S* 


And  can  jet;  let  them  find  inflicdons, 
m  find  a  body  for  'em,  or  I'll  break  it. 
^ris  not  a  wife  <^  thrust  me  put;  some 
look'd  for*t,  [*"?> 

But  let  'em  look  *till  they  ar^e  blind  with  look- 
They  are  but  fools !  Yet  there  is  auger  in  me* 
That  I  would  fain  djisperse;  and,  now  I  think 
on't,  [ring; 

You  told  me^  friend,  the  provinces  are  stii^ 
We  shall  have  sport  I  l^ope  then^  and  what's 

dangerous 
A  battle  shall  beat  fron)  me. 

JFxiM.  Why  d' you  eye  me 
With  such  a  settled  look  ? 

Max,  Pray  tell  pic  this, 
Do  we  nut  love  extremely  ?  I  love  you  so. 

JPxittt.  If  I  should  say  I  lov'd  not  you  as 
I  should  do  that  I  never  durst  do,  lie.  [truly, 

Max,  If  I  should  die,  would  it  not  grieve 
you  much? 

Mcius.  Without  all  doubt 

Max,  And  could  you  live  without  me  ? 

JEcius,  It  would  much  trQu)3le  me  to  liye 
without  you, 
Our  loves  and  loving  souls  have  l^een.^o  us*d 
But  to  one  houshold  in  us :  But  to  die 
Because  I  could  not  make  you  live,  were 
woman,  [worth. 

Far  much  too  weak :  Were  it  to  save  your 
Or  to  redeem  your  name  from  rooting  out, 
To  quit  you  bravely  fighting  from  the  foe. 
Or  fetch  you  oflF,  where  honour  bad  eijgag'd 
I  ought,  and  would  die  for  you.  [youj 

Max.  Truly  spoken ! 

What  beast  but  I,  that  must,  could  hurt  this 
roan  now  ?  [paid  him, 

Would  he  had  ravish'd  me !    I  would  have 
1  would  have  taught  him  such  a  trick,  his 
eunuchs,  [yet ! 

Nor  all  his.blaqkrey'd  boys,  e'er  dream 'd  of 
By  all  the  gods  I'm  mad  now !  Now  were 

Caspar 

Within  my  reach,  and  on  his  glorious  (op 
The  pile  of  all  the  world,  he  went  to  noUiing ! 
The  destinies,  nor  all  the  dames  of  hell, 

34 1  willing  to  do  any  thing  ?  I  dig?]  What  tlie  word  di^  has  to  do  in  tliis  p^^age  I  cap- 
not  conceive.    Perhaps  the  Author  wrote  die,    Maximus  immediately  ^ds, 

"  Has  not  ipy  wife  been  dead  two  daj^s  already  ?" 
why  then  should  I  die?  'I  diey '        G, 

as  And  many  one  ravislCd.]  Former  editions.        Seward, 
.    aB  J  would  win  with  ye,]   The.  first  folio  reads  tpyne,'^nd  the  second  changes  it  to  j(^n,  «nd 
the  octavo  into  min.   Join  is  good  sense,  but  wfiine  being  nearer  the  trace  of  the  old  reading, 
and  equally  sense,*seems  the  true  word.  .  For  to  whine^  or  participate  with  liim  in  the  same 
passion  of  grief,  implies  a  design  of  joining  with  him  in  the  same  revenge.        Seward,  < 

The  first  folio  gives,  in  old  spelling,  whine;  which  alludes  to  the  weeping  of  Maxhnus,  of 
which  they  were  talking. 

37  One  pillar  failing,  all  pttutfalL]  The  Poet  seems  to  liave  intended  a  repetition  here,  . 
"  One  pillar^//ir«^,  all  njusl  fall." 

s*  On  princet  that  are  eminenty  and  ours, 

^Tisjit  the  gods  should  judge  us.]  Tlie  doctrine  of  passive  obedience  to  princes,  so  much 
encouraged  by  King  James  the  First,  and  which  is  itxius's  chief  heroism  in  diis  play^  evi- 
dently requires  the  slight  change  [us  to  'em]  I  have  he^e  made.        Seward, 

The  word  ta  is  clearly  right:  '  Abroad  we  may  revenge,  but  at  home,  and  on  our  kings,|  'tit 
^  fit  the  gods  should  prevent  or  punish  ui  for  taking  vengeaaceJ 


Were  I  once  grappled  with  him^  should  re- 
lieve him,  [rish'd ! 
No,  not  the  hope  of  mankind,  more ;  all  pe- 
But  this  is  words  and  weakness.         [Aade, 

JEcius,  You  look  strangely. 

Max.  I  look  but  as  I  am ;  I  am  a  stranger. 

JFcius,  To  me? 

Max,  To  every  one ;  I  am  do  Roman, 
Nor  what  I  am  do  I  know. 

Mcius,  Then  I'll  leave  you.      [Maximus, 

Max,  I  find  I'm  best  so.  If  you  meet  with 
Pray  bi<l  him  be  an  honest  man,  for  my  sake  ; 
You  may  do  much  upon  him :  For  his  shadow. 
Let  me  alone. 

JEcius,  You  were  not  wont  to  talk  thus. 
And  to  your  friend ;  you  have  some  danger  in 

you,. 
That  wil1i|igly  would  run  to  action  : 
Take  heed,  by  all  our  love,  take  heed ! 

Max.  I  danger? 
I  willing  tQ  do  any  thing?  Idie^  ? 
Has  not  my  wife  been  dead  two  days  already  } 
Are  not  my  mournings  by  this  time  moth- 
eaten  ? 
Are  not  her  sips  dispers'd  to  other  women, 
And  many  a  one  e'en  35  ravish'd  to  relieve  her? 
Qave  I  she/d  tears  these  twelve  hours  ? 

.£cius.  Now  you  weep. 

Max.  Some  ]i^.y  drops  that  stay'd  behind. 

JEcius.  I'll  tell  you, 
(And  I  must  tell  you  truth)  were  it  not  hazard. 
And  almost  certain  loss  of  all  the  empire, 
I  would  whine  with  ypu  *•:  Were  it  any  man's 
But  his  life,  that  is  life  pf  us,  he  lost  it, 
For  doing  of  tliis  mischief;  I  would  take  it  ^ 
And  to  your  rest  give  you  a  brave  revenge : 
But  as  the  rule  now  stands,  and  as  he  rules. 
And  as  the  nations  hold,  in  disobedience, 
One  pillar  failing  37,  all  must  full^  I  dare  not: 
Nor  IS  it  just  you  should  be  su£fer'd  in  it;     . 
Therefore  agam  take  heed !  On  foreign  foe^ 
We  are  our  own  revengers  !  but  at  home. 
On  princf  s  that  are  eminent,  and  burs, 
Tis  fit  the  gods  should  judge  us^.  Be  not 
rash, 
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Nor  let  yoar  angry  steel  cut  those  you  know 

not; 
For^  by  this  fatal  blow,  if  you  dare  strike  it, 
(As  I  see  great  aims  in  you)  those  unborn  yet. 
And  those  to  come,  of  them  and  these  suc- 
ceeding, 
Shall  bleed  the  wrath  of  Maximus.  For  me, 
As  you  now  bear  yourself,  I  am  your  friend 
still ; 


If  you  fall  off,  I  will  not  flatter  yon, 

And  in  my  handsj  were  you  my  soul,  you 

perish'd. 
Once  more  be  careful,  stand,  and  still  be 

worthy ! 

I'll  leave  you  for  this  hour.  [Erii. 

Max,  Pray  do.  Tis  done :  [dangers. 

And,  friendship,  since  thou  canst  not  hold  in 

Give  me  a  certain  ruin, I  must  thro'  it!  [£»'/. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  VaUndnUm,  Licinius,  ChilaXy  and 
hallm. 
Fa/.  "PIE AD? 

-*-^  CkL  So  'tis  thought,  sir. 

Vol.  How? 

JUcin,  Grief,  and  disgrace, 
As  people  say. 

Vol.  No  more ;  I  have  too  much  on% 
Too  much  by  you,  you  whetters  of  my  follies, 
Ye  angei-formers  of  my  sins,  but  devils ! 
Where  is  your  cunning  now?  You  would 

work  wonders, 
There  was  no  chastity  above  your  practice, 
You'd  undertake  to  make  her  love  her  wrongs, 
And  dote  upon  her  rape !  Mark  what  I  tell  ye, 
li  she  be  dead 

Chi.  Alas,  sir ! 

VaL  Hang  ye,  rascals, 
Ye  blasters  of  my  youth,  if  she  be  gone,. 
Tvrere  better  ye  had  been  your  fathers*  ca- 
mels, [water 

Groan'd  under  daily  weights  of  wood  and 
Am  I  not  Cesar  ? 

Xi'rm.  Mighty,  and  our  maker. 

Val.  Than  thus  have  given  my  pleasures 
to  destruction ! 
Look  she  be  living,  slaves! 

Ucin.  We  are  no  gods,  sir, 
If  she  be  dead,  to  make  her  new  again. 

VaL  She  cannot  die !    she  must  not  die ! 
Are  those 
I  plant  my  love  upon  but  common  livers? 
Their  hours,  as  others,  told  'em  ?  can  they  be 
Why  do  ye  flatter  a  belief  into  me,      [ashes  ? 
That!  am  all  that  is,  *  The  world'smy  creature; 

*  The  trees  bring  forth  their  fruits  when  I 

say  *  Summer ; '  [ness^ 

*  The  wind,  that  knows  no  limit  but  his  wild- 

*  At  my  command  moves  not  a  leaf;  the -sea, 
^  With  his  proud  mountain  waters  envying 

Heaven,  [rors»?^ 

*  When  I  say  'Still,'   runs  into  crystal  miN 
Can  I  do  this,  and  she  die  ?  Why,  ye  bubbles, 
That  with  my  least  breath  break,  no  more  re- 
membered, 


Ye  moths,  that  fly  about  my  flame  and  perish. 
Ye  golden  canker-worms,tnat  eat  my  honours, 
Livmg  no  longer  than  my  spring  of  favour,— 
Why  do  you  make  me  god,  that  can  do  no* 

thing  ? 
Is  she  not  dead? 
€Ai.  All  women  are  not  with  her. 
Vol,  A  common  whore  serves  ye,  and  far 

above  ye, 
The  pleasures  of  a  hody  lam'd  with  lewdness; 
A  mere  perpetual  motion  makes  ye  happy  i 
Am  I  a  man  to  traffick  with  diseases? 
Can  any  but  a  chastity  serve  Cesar? 
And  such  a  one  that  gods  would  kneel  to 

purchase  ?  [pleasures, 

You  think,  because  youVe  bred  me  up  to 
And  almost  run  me  over  all  the  rare  ones. 
Your  wives  will  serve  the  turn :    I  care  not 

for  'em,  [footmen's ! 

Your  wives  are  fencers' whores,  and  shall  be 
Tho' sometimes  my  nice  will,  or  rather  anger. 
Have  made  ye  cuckolds  for  variety,    [ones, 
I  would  not  have  ye  hope,  nor  dream,  ye  poor 
Always  so  great  a  blessing  from  me.    Go^ 
Get  your  own  infamy  hereafter,  rascals  ! 
I've  done  too  nobly  tor  ye ;  ye  enjoy 
Each  one  an  heir,  the  royal  seed  of  Cssar, 
And  I  may  curse  ye  for't:    Your  wanton 

genncts,  [fillies. 

That  are  so  proud  the  wind  gets  'em  with 
Taught  me  this  foul  intemperance.     Thou, 

licinius, 
Hast  such  a  Messalina,  such  a  Lais,     [ons  ; 
The  backs  of  bulls  cannot  content,  norstalli- 
The  sweat  of  fifty  men  a-night  does  nothing. 
JUcin.  Your  grace  but  jests,  I  hope. 
VaL  Tis  oracle. 
The  sins  of  other  women,  put  by  hers, 
Shew  off  like  sanctities.  Thine'sa  fool,ChilrU| 
Yet  she  can  tell  to  twenty,  and  all  lovers, 
And  all  lien  with  her  too,  and  all  as  she  is. 
Rotten  and  ready  for  an  hospital. 
Yours  is  a  holy  whore,  friend  Balbus. 
BaL  Well,  sir.  [sufiers, 

VaL  One  diat  can  pray  away  the  sins  she 
But  not  the  punishments:    She  has  had  ten 

bastards,     t 


Vol.  n- 


»  When  1  ui}f '  Sri//,'  jtua  vnio  crystal  mirror,]  Former  editions.        Seu!ariL 
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Five  of  'era  now  are  lictors,  yet  she  prays ; 
Sh'  has  be^Q  the  song  of  Rome,  and  common 

Pas»quil;  [tress, 

Since  I  durst  see  a  wench,  she  was  camp-mis- 
And  mustered  all  the  cohorts,  paid  'cm  too, 
They  have  it  yet  to  shew,  and  yetslie  prays ; 
She's  now  to  enter  old  men  that  are  children. 
And  have  forj^ot  their  rudiments  :  Am  I 
hctt  for  these  withered  vices?  And  but  one, 
But  one  of  ail  the  world,  that  could  content 

me, 
And  snatched  away  in  shewins;  ?  If  your  wives 
Be  not  yet  witches,  or  yourselves,  now  be  so. 
And  save  your  liv^s;  raise  me  this  noble 

beauty, 
As  when  I  forced  lier,  full  of  constancy, 

Or,  by  the  ^ods 

Licin.  Most  sacred  Caesar— 
Vol,  Slaves 

Enter  Proculus  and  Lt/cias, 

Li/cias.  Good  Proculus! 

Proc.  JBy  ileav'n,  you  shall  not  sec  it; 
It  may  concern  the  empire. 

FaL  Ha  !  what  said&t  thou  ? 
Is  she  not  dead  f 

Proc.  Not  any  one  I  know,  sir : 
I  come  to  bring  your  Grace  a  letter,  here 
ScatterM  belike  i*  th'  court:  ^lis  sent  to  Max- 
And  bearing  danger  in  it.  [imus, 

VaL  Danger?  where? 
Double  our  guard ! 

Proc.  Nay,  no  where,  but  i*  th*  letter. 

VaL  What  an  afflicted  conscience  do  I  live 
with, 
And  what  a  beast  Fm  grown  !  I  had  forgotten 
To  ask  Heav'n  mercy  for  my  fault,  and  was 
EvTI  ravishing  again  her  memory.  [now 

I  find  there  must  be  danger  in  this  deed : 
Why  do  I  stand  disputine;  then,  and  whining, 
For  what  is  not  the  gods*  to  give?  they  cannot, 
Tho*  they  would  link  their  powers  in  one,  do 

mischief! 
This  letter  may  betray  me.     Get  ye  gone, 

i  Exeunt. 
le  house 
'   well. 
And  keep  this  from  the  empress.  The  name 

Maximus  ' 

Runs  thro'  me  like  a  fever  !  This  may  be 
Some  private  letter,  upon  private  business. 
Nothing  concerning  me:  Why  should  I  open't? 
I've  done  him  wrong  enough  already.  Yet, 
It  may  concern  me  too ;  the  time  so  tells  me ; 
1  he  wicked  deed  Fve  done,  assures  me  'tis 

so. 
Re  what  it  will,  1*11  see  it ;  if  that  be  not 
Part  of  my  fears,  among  my  otlier  sins. 


[Act  4.  Scene  1* 


FU  purge  it  out  in  prayers.    How !  what's 
tliih?  [Reads. 

*  Lord  Maximus,  you  love  Aecius, 

'  And  arc  his  nol^ie  friend  too  :  Bid  him  be 

loss,  [gerous. 

'  I  mean  less  with  the  people;  times  are  dan- 

*  The  army*s  liis,  tlie  emperor  in  doubts, 

*  And,  as  some  will  not  stick  to  say,  decIi-> 

ning: 

*  You  stand  a  constant  man  in  either  fortune  : 

*  Persuade  him ;  he  is  lost  else.  Tho'  arobitioa 

*  Be  the  last  sin  he  touches  at,  or  never  **», 

*  Yet  what  the  people,  mad  with  loving  him, 

*  And  as  they  willingly  desire  another, 

*  MaAempthira  to,  or  rather  force  his  good- 

ness, 

*  fe  to  be  doubted  mainly.     He  is  all 

'  (As  he  stands  now)  but  the  mere   name 
of  CiesaV, 

*  And  should  the  emperor  enforce  him  lesser, 

*  Not  coming  from  himself,   it  were  more 

dangerous :  [scatter'd, 

*  He's  iioncst,  and  will  hear  you.   Doubts  are 
'  And  almost  come  to  growth  in  every  hous- 

hold ;  [ter'd, 

*  Yet,  in  my  foolish  judgment,  were  this  mas- 

*  The  people  that  are  now  but  rage,  and  his, 

*  Might  be  again  obedience.   You  shall  know 

me  [you/ 

*  WMien  Rome  is  fair  again ;  'till  when,  I  love 
No  name  ?  Thhi  may  be  cunning;  yet  it  seems 

not, 
For  there  is  nothing  in  it  but  is  certain  <», 
Besides  my  safety.  Had  nutg<K)d  Gennauicus, 
That  was  as  loyal  and  as  straight  as  he  is, 
If  not  prevented  by  Tiberius, 
Been  by  the  soldiers  forc'd  their  emperor  ? 
He  had,  and  *tis  my  wisdom  to  remember  it. 
And  was  not  Corbulo^  (even  that  Corbulo, 
That  evcr-fortunatc  and  living  Roman, 
That  broke  tiie  lieart-strings  of  the  Parthians, 
And  brought  Arsaces*  line  upon  their  knfes, 
Chain'd  to  the  awe  of  Rome,;  'cause  he'was 

thought 
(And  but  in  wine  once)  fit  to  make  a  Caesar, 
Cut  off  by  Nero  ?  1  must  seek  my  safety ; 
For  'tis  the  same  again,  if  not  beyond  it. 
I  know  the  soldier  loves  him  more  than 

IIeav*n, 
And  will  adventure  all  his  gods  to  raise  him  ; 
Me  he  hates  more  than  peace :  What  this 

may  breed, 
If  dull  security  and  confidence  [at. 

Let  him  grow  up,  a  fool  may  find,  and  laugh 
But  why  lord  Maximus,  I  iniur*d  so, 
Should  be  the  man  to  counsel  him,  I  know  not. 
More  than  he  has  been  friend,  and  lov'd  alle- 
giance : 


<*  be  the  last  sin  he  tauches  at,  or  never.]  The  meaning  may  be  made  out  here,  *  that  it 
*  is  the  sin  he  would  last  of  all,  or  perhaps  never,  be  guilty  of;'  yet  it  is  not  improbable 
tliat  ttie  sentiment  was  more  (ully  opened,  and  that  a  line  is  lost. 
Mr.  Seward  prints, 

"  For  there  is  nothing  in  it  but  is  certain. 
■  "  Besides  my  safety Had  not,  &c." 


Act  4.  Scene  «.] 


What  now  he  is,  T  fear ;  for  his  abuses. 
Without  the  people,  dare  draw  blood.    Who 
waits  tliere  ? 

Enter  a  Servant, 
Serv.  Your  Grace. 
VaL  Call  Phidias  and  Aretus  hither. 

[Evit  Serv, 
I'll  find  a  day  for  him  too.    *  Times  are  dan- 
gerous, 
*  The  army  his,  the  emperor  in  doubts  :* 
I  HwA  it  is  too  true.     Did  he  not  tcil  me, 
As  if  he  had  intent  to  miike  me  odious  4^, 
And  to  ray  face  and  by  a  way  of  terror, 
What  vices  I  was  {grounded  in,  aitd  almost 
Proclahu'd  the  soldiers'  hate  against  me  ?  Is 

not  * 

The  sacred  name  and  dignity  of  C»sar 
(Were  this  Aecius  more  than  man)  sufficient 
To  shake  off  all  his  honesty  ?  He*s  dangerous, 
Tho*  he  be  good ;  and,  tho'  a  friend,  a  fearM 

one ; 
And  such  I  must  not  sleep  by. — Are  they 

come  yet  ?— 
I  do  believe  this  fellow,  and  I  thank  him. 
*Twas  time  to  look  about :  If  I  must  perish, 
Yet  khail  my  fears **  go  foremost. 

Enter  Phidias  and  AretUs. 

Phid.  Life  to  Caesar ! 

Val.  Is  lord  Aecius  waiting? 

Phid.  Not  this  morning  ; 
.  I  rather  tiiink  he's  with  the  army. 

VaL  y\rmy? 
I  do  luit  like  that  army.     Go  unto  him,    . 
And  bid  him  straight  attend  me,  and  (d'you 

hear  ?) 
Come  private  without  any  ;  I  have  business 
Only  for  him. 

Phid.  Your  Grace's  pleasure 

VaL  Go.  [F^it, 

What  soldier  is  the  same  (I  have  seen  him 
That  keeps  you  company,  Aretus  ?    [often) 

Are,  Me,  sir  } 

VaL  Ay,  you,  sir. 

Are.  One  they  call  Pontius, 
An't  please  your  (Jrace. 

VaL  A  captain? 

Are,  Yes,  he  was  so ; 
But  speaking  something  roughly  in  his  want, 
Especially  of  wars,  the  noble  general, 
Out  of  a  strict  allegiance,  cast  his  fortunes 

VaL  IV  has  been  a  valiant  fellow  ? 

Are.  So  he  s  still, 

VaL  Alas,  the  general  might  have  pardon'd 
follies : 
Soldiers  will  talk  sometimes. 
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Are.  I'm  glad  of  this. 

VaL  He  wants  preferment,  as  I  take  it? 

Are.  Yes,  sir ; 
And  for  that  noble  grace  his  life  shall  serve. 
'  VaL  I  have  a  service  for  him. 
I  shame  a  soldier  should  become  a  beggar ! 
I  like  the  man,  Aretus. 

Are,  Gods  protect  you  ! 

Vai,  Bid  him  repair  to  Proculus,  and  there 
He  shall  receive  the  business,  and  re^ai'd 

for't: 
I'll  see  hiiA  settled  too,  and  as  a  soldier ; 
We  shall  want  such. 

Are,  The  sweets  of  Heav'n  still  crown  you ! 

[Exit. 

Val,  I  have  a  fearful  darkness  in  \n^  soul, 
And,  'till  I  be  deliver'd,  still  am  dying. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Maximus, 

Max,  My  way  has  taken  :  All  the  court's., 
in  guard,  ' 
And  business  every  where;  and  every  corner 
Full  of  strange  whispers,     1  am  least  in  ru- 
mour, 

Enter  JEcius  and  Phidias, 
And  so  I'll  keep  myself,.  Here  comes  Aecius  ; 
I  see  the  bait  is  swallow'd  :  If  he  be  lost 
He  is  my  martyr,  and  my  way  stands  open ; 
And,  Honour,  oo  thy  head  his  blood  is  rec- 
kou'd**. 
JEcius,  Why,  how  now,  friend?  what  makes 
you  here  unarm'd  ? 
Are  vou  turn*d  merchant  ? 

Max.  By  your  fair  persuasions. 
And  such  a  merchant  trafhcks  without  danger 
I  have  forgotten  ^11,  Aecius, 
And,  which  is  more,  forgiven. 

JEcius.  Now  I  love  you, 
Truly  I  do  ;  you  are  a  worthy  Roman. 
Max.  The  fair  repentance  of  my  prince, 
to  me 
Is  more  than  sacrifice  of  blood  and  vengeance ; 
No  eyes  shall  weep  her  ruins,  hut  mine  own, 
jEcius.  Still  you  take  more  love  from  me. 
Virtuous  friend. 
The  gods  make  poor  Aecius  worthy  of  thee  ! 
Max.  Only  iu  me  you're  poor,  sir,  and  I 
worthy  [thus  ? 

Only  in  being  yours.     But,  why  your  arm 
Have  you  been  hurt,  Aecius? 

JEcius.  Bruis'd  a  little ; 
My  hoise  fell  with  me,  friend,  which  'till 

this  morning 
I  never  knew  him  ^u. 


**  1,  As  if  he  had  intent  to  make  me  odious^ 

2.  And  to  my  f ice;  and  by  a  way  of  terror.']  Here  a  marginal  direction  how  to  place 
the  lines  has  been  taken  into  the  u?x't,  and  contmued  through  all  the  three  editions.     Mr. 
Theobald  and  Mr.  Sf  mpson  concurred  with  me  in  observing  this.         Scmard. 
*3  My  fears.]  i.  e.'  Tfuyse  whom  I  fear  shall  perish  first. 

♦*  And  honour  on  thy  head  his  blood  is  reckon  d.\  This  line  seems  quite  inexplicable,  unless 
we  personify  Honour-  It  was  to  Honour  he  first  proposed  to  sacrifice  his  friend;  see  p;  $5^ 

>1  a 
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[Act.  4.  Scene  5« 


Max,  Pray  gods  it  bode  well ! 
And,  now  I  thiok  on't  better,  you  shall  back; 
Let  my  persuasions  rule  you. 

^cita.  Back!  why, Maximus? 
The  emperor  commands  me  come. 

Max,  I  like  not 
At  this  time  his  command. 

Mcius,  1  do  at  all  times, 
And  all  tiroes  will  obey  it ;  why  not  now  then  ? 

Max.  I'll  tell  you  why,  and,  as  I  have  been 
governed. 
Be  you  so,  noble  friend :  The  courCs  in  guard, 
Arm'd  strongly;  for  what  purpose  let  me  fear: 
I  do  not  like  your  going. 

Mcius.  Were  it  fire, 
And  that  fire  certain  to  consume  this  body. 
If  Caesar  sent,  I  would  go.  Never  fear,  man ; 
If  he  take  me,  he  takes  his  arms  away. 
I  am  too  plain  and  true  to  be  suspected. 

Max,  Then  I  have  dealt  unwisely. 

Mdut.  If  the  emperor, 
Because  he  merely  may,  will  have  my  life. 
That's  all  he  has  to  work  on,  and  all  shall 

have; 
Let  him,  he  loves  mc  better.  Here  I  wither, 
And  happily  may  live,  'till  ignorantly 
I  run  into  a  fault  worth  death ;  nay  more, 

dishonour. 
Now  all  my  sins,  I  dare  say  those  of  duty, 
Are  printed  here;  and  if  1  fall  so  happy, 
I  bless  the  ^rave  I  lie  in,  and  the  gods, 
Equal  as  dying  on  the  enemy. 
Must  take  mc  up  a  sacrifice. 

Max,  Go  on  then; 
And  I'll  go  with  you. 

JEcius.  No,  you  may  not,  friend. 

Mar.  He  cannot  be  a  fnend  bars  me, 
Aecius: 
Shall  I  forsake  you  in  my  doubts  ? 

Mcius.  You  must.  [Hv'd 

Max.  I  must  not,  nor  I  will  not.    Have  I 
Only  to  be  a  carpetrfrienil,  for  pleasure .? 
I  can  endure  a  death  as  well  as  Cato. 

Mcius.  There  is  no  death  nor  danger  in 
my  going, 
Nor  none  must  go  along. 

Max.  I  have  a  swordf  too. 
And  once  I  could  have  us'd  it  for  my  friend. 

Mcius.  I  need  no  sword,  nor  friend,  in 
this.  Pray  leave  me ; 
And,  as  you  love  me,  do  not  over-love  me. 
I  am  commaiided  none  shall  come.  A  t  supper 
I'll  meet  you,  and  we'll  drink  a  cup  or  two ; 
You  need  good  wine,  you  have  been  sad. 
Farewell ! 

Max,  Farewell,  my  noble  friend !  Ixt  me 
embrace  you 
Ere  you  depart !  It  may  be  one  of  as 
§hall  never  do  the  like  again, 

Mcius.  Yes,  often. 

Max.  Farewell,  good  dear  Aecius  ! 

Mcius.  Farewell,  Maximus, 
'rill  nigbt !  Indeed  you  doubt  too  much. 

[Exit  with  Fhidias. 

Max,  1  do  not« 


Go,  worthy  innocent,  and  make  the  number 
Of  Cesar's  sins  so  great,  Heav'n  may  want 

mercy ! 
I'll  hover  hereabout,  to  know  what  passes  ; 
And,  if  he  be  so  dev'lish  to  destroy  thee, 
In  thy  blood  shall  begiu  his  tragedy.    [Exit, 

SCENE  m. 
Enter  Proculus  and  Pontius. 

Proc.  Besides  this,  if  you  do  it,  you  enioj 
The  noble  name  Patrician ;  more  than  that 

too,  [nothing  . 

The  friend  of  Caesar  you  are  stil'd.  There's 
Within  the  hopes  of  Home,  or  present  being^ 
But  you  may  safely  say  is  yours. 

Pont,  Pray  stay,  sir; 
What  has  Aecius  done,  to  be  destro/d? 
At  least,  I'd  have  a  colour. 

Proc,  You  have  more, 
Nay,  all  that  may  be  given ;  he's  a  traitor. 
One  any  man  would  strike  tliat  were  asubjec^ 

Pont.  Is  he  so  foul  ? 

Proc.  Yes,  a  most  fearful  traitor. 

Pont,  [aside.]  A  fearful  plague  upon  thee^ 

for  Uiou  liest ! 

I  ever  thought  the  soldier  would  undo  him 
With  his  too  much  affection. 

Proc.  You  have  hit  it ; 
They've  brought  him  to  ambition. 

Pont.  Then  he's  gone ! 

Proc^  The  emperor,  out  of  a  foolish  pity. 
Would  save  him  yet. 

Pont.  Is  he  so  mad  ? 

Proc.  He's  madder — 
Would  go  to  th'  army  to  him. 

Pont.  Would  he  so  ? 

Proc.  Yes,  Pontius;  but  we  consider 

Pont.  Wisely? 

Proc.  How  else,  man? — that  the  statt 
lies  in  it. 

Pont.  And  your  lives  too  ? 

Proc.  And  every  man's. 

Pont,  He  did  me 
All  the  disgrace  he  could. 

Proc,  And  scurvily. . 

Potit.  Out  of  a  midcliief  merely :  Did  you 
mark  it? 

Proc.  Yes,  well  enough  ;  Nqw  you  hav^ 
means  to  quit  it. 
The  deed  d^ne,  take  his  place. 

Pont,  Pray  let  me  thins  on't; 
Tis  ten  to  one  I  do  it. 

Proc.  Do,  and  be  happy.  [Exit, 

Pont,,  This  emperor  is  made  of  nought 
but  mischief: 
Sure,  Murder  was  his  mother.     None  to  lop, 
But  the  main  link  he  had  ?  Upon  my  cuusci> 

ence. 
The  man  is  truly  honest,  and  that  kills  him; 
For  to  live  here,  and  study  to  be  true. 
Is  all  one  to  be  traitors.  Why  should  he  die  ? 
Have  they  not  slaves  and  rascals  for  their 
oflTrings,  [for  slaughter  ? 

In  full  abundance?  Bawds  more  than  beasts 


Act  4.  Scene  4.] 
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Hare  thej  not  singiiig-whores  enooghy  and 

knaves  too. 
And  millions  of  such  martyrs,  to  sink  Charon, 
But  the  best  sons  of  Rome  must  sail  too  ?  I 

will  shew  him 
(Since  he  must  die)  away  to  do  it  truly : 
And,  tho'  he  bears  me  hard,  yet  shall  he 

know, 
I*m  bom  to  make  him  bless  me  for  a  blow. 

[EjcU. 

SCENE  I\^ 
Enier  JEeius,  PhidiaSj  and  Aretus, 

Phid,  Yet  you  may  'scape  to  th'  camp ; 

we'll  hazard  with  you. 
Are,  Lose  not  your  life  so  basely,  sir! 

You're  arm'd ; 
Apd  many,  when  they  see  your  sword  out^ 

and  know  why. 
Must  follow  your  adventure. 
.Sxiut.  Get  ye  from  me ! 
Is  not  the  doom  of  Cssar  on  this  body? 
Do  not  I  bear  my  last  hour  here,  now  sent 
Am  I  not  old  Aepius,  ever  dying  ?         f  me  ? 
You  think  this  tenderness  and-love  you  bring 

me; 
Tis  treason,  and  the  strength  of  disobedience, 
And,  if  ye  tempt  me  further,  ye  shall  feel  it. 
I  seek  the  camp  for  safety,  when  my  death 
(Ten  times  more  glorious  than  my  life,  and 

lasting) 
Bids  me  be  happy  ?  Let  the  fool  fear  dying, 
Or  he  that  weds  a  woman  for  his  honour, 
Dreaming  no  other  life  to  come  but  kisses : 
Aecitts  is  not  now  to  learn  to  suffer. 
If  ye  dare  shew  a  just  affection,  kill  me ; 
I  stay  but  those  that  must.    Why  do  ye 

weep? 
Am  I  so  wretched  to  deserve  men's  pities? 
Ooy  give  your  tears  to  those  that  lose  their 

worths, 
Bewail  their  miseries ;  for  me,  wear  garlands. 
Drink  wine,  and  much :  Sing  psans  to  my 

praise ;  [Csesar ; 

I  am  to  triumph,  friends;  and  more  than 
For  Ciesar  fears  to  die,  1  loreto  die ! 
Phid,  Oh,  ray  dear  lord  ! 
Mcius,  No  more  !  Go,  go,  I  say  ! 
S^ew  me  not  signs  of  sorrow ;  I  deserve  none ; 
Dare  any  man  lament  I  should  die  nobly  ? 
Am  I  grown  old,  to  have  such  enemies.^ 
When  I  am  dead,  speak  honourably  of  me. 
That  is,  preserve  my  memory  from  dyin^ ; 
Tliere^  if  you  needs  must  weep  your  ruin'd 

master,  '  [ye, 

A  tear  or  two  will  seem  well.  This  I  charge 
(Because  ye  say  ye  yet  love  old  Aecius,) 
See  my  poor  body  burnt,  and  some  to  sing 
About  my  pile,  and  what  I've  done  and  suf- 

fer'd. 
If  Caesar  kill  not  that  too :  At  your  banquets, 
When  I  am  gone,  if  any  chance  to  number 
The  times  that  have  been  sad  and  dangerous, 
'  Say  how  I  fell,  and  'tis  sufficient. 
No  more^  1  say ;  he  that  laments  my  end. 


By  all  the  gods,  disfaonoars  me !  Be  gone, 
And  suddenly,  and  wisely,  from  my  dangers; 
My  death  is  catching  else. 
Phid,  We  fear  not  dying. 
JEcius.  Yet  fear  a  wilfiU  death;  the  just 

gods  hate  it : 
I  need  no  company  to  that  that  children 
Dare  do  alone,  and  slaves  are  proud  to  pur« 

chase. 
Live  'till  your  honesties,  as  mine  has  done, 
Make  this  corrupted  age  sick  of  your  virtues; 
Then  die  a  sacrifice,  and  then  ye  know 
The  noble  use  of  dying  well,  and  Roman. 
Are,  And  must  we  leave  ye,  sir? 
Mciut.  We  must  all  die. 
All  leaveoursel  ves;  it  maters  not  where,  when. 
Nor  how,  so  we  die  well :  And  can  that  man 

that  does  so 
Need  lamentation  for  him  ?  Children  weep 
Because  they  have  offended,  or  for  fear ; 
Women  for  want  of  will,  and  anger:  Is  there 
In  noble  Man,  that  truly  feels  both  poises 
Of  life  and  deatli,  so  much  of  this  wet  weak-: 

ness,  [man? 

To  drown  a  glorious  death  in  child  and  wo? 
I  am  asham'd  to  see  ye !  Yet  ye  move  me. 
And,  we/e  it  not  my  manhood  would  accuse 

me 
For  covetous  to  live,  I  should  weep  with  ye. 
Phid.  Ob,  we  shall  never  see  you  more ! 
Mciu$.  Tis  true ; 
Nor  I  the  miseries  that  Rome  shall  suffer. 
Which  is  a  benefit  life  cannot  reckon. 
But  what  I  have  been,  which  b  just  and  faitl> 

ful. 
One  that  grew  old  for  Rome,  when  Rome 

forgot  him. 
And,  for  he  was  an  honest  man,  durst  die. 
Ye  sliall  have  daily  with  ye  :  Could  that  die 

'  too. 
And  I  return  no  traffick  of  my  travels. 
No  pay  to  have  been  soldier,  but  this  silver. 
No  annals  of  Aecius,  but  *  He  liv'd,' 
My  friends,  ye  had  cause  to  weep,  and  bit 

terly : 
The  common  overflows  of  tender  women, 
And  children  new-born  crying,  were  too  little 
To  shew  me  then  most  wretched.    If  tears 

must  be, 
I  should  in  justice  weep  'em,  and  for  you ; 
You  are  to  live,  and  yet  behold  those  slaugh^ 

ters 
The  dry  and  witherM  bones  of  death  would 

bleed  at : 
But,  sooner  than  I've  time  to  think  what  must 

be, 
I  fear  you'll  find  what  shall  be.  If  ye  love  me, 
(Let  that  word  serve  for  all)  be  gone  and 

leave  me : 
I  have  some  little  practice  with  my  soul, 
And  then  the  sharpest  sword  is  welcom'st. 

Go, 
Pray  be  gone  ;  ye  have  obey'd  me  living. 
Be  not  for  shame  now  stubborn.  So;. I  thank 

ye, 
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And  fare  je  well !  abetterfortuneguidcye ! 

I  am  a  little  thirsty  ;  not  for  fear, 

fixeunt  Phidias  and  Aretus. 

And  yet  it  is  a  kind  of  fear  J  say  so. 

Is  it  to  be  a  just  man  now  ajrain, 

And  leave  my  flesh  unthouglifc-of  ?  'Tis  de- 
parted ! 

I  hear  'em  come.    Who  strikes  first  ?  I  stay 
for  ye ! 

Enter  Balbui,  Chilax,  and  Licinius, 
Yet  I  will  die  a  soldier,  my  sword  drawn, 
But  against  none.     VVhy  do  ye  fear?  come 
forward. 
BaL  You  were  a  soldier,  Cliilax. 
Chi  Yes,  I  mastered. 
But  never  saw  tl»o  eneiny. 

Licin,  He*s  tlrawn  ; 
By  Heav*n,  I  dare  not  do't ! 

'  JEcius,  VVhy  do  ye  tremble  ? 
I  am  to  die  :  Come  ye  not  now  from  Csesar, 
To  that  end  ?  speak  ! 

Bal.  We  do,  and  we  must  kill  you ; 
rris  Caesar's  will. 

Chi,  I  charge  ye  put  your  sword  up, 
That  we  may  do  it  handbomely. 

JEcim,  lia,  ha,  ha! 
My  sword  up  ?  handsomely  ?  Where  were  ye 

bred  ? 
,Ye  are  tJie  merriest  murderers,  my  masters, 
I  ever  met  withal.     Come  forward,  fools  ! 
Why  do  ye  stare?  Upon  mine  honour,  bawds, 
I  will  not  strike  ye. 
JJcin.  ni  not  be  first. 
BaL  Nor  I. 

Chi,  YouM  best  die  quietly:  The  emperor 
Sees  how  you  bear  yourself. 

Mcius.  1  would  die,  rascals, 
If  YOU  would  kill  me,  quiciiy. 

lial.  Pox  o'  Proculus, 
He  promised  us  to  bring  a  captain  hither. 
That  has  been  us*d  to  kill. 

JHcius,  I'll  call  the  guard, 
Unless  you'll  kill  me  quickly,  and  proclaim 
What   bea&tly,  base,  and  cowardly  compa- 
nions 
The  emperor  has  trusted  with  his  safety  : 
^^yi  ^'i'  give  out,  ye  fell  of  my  side,  vil- 
lains. 
Strike  home,  ye  bawdy  slaves  ! 

Chi.  Ky  Heav'n,  he*IJ  kill  us ! 
I  mark'd  his  hand  \  he  waits  but  time  to 

rtacli  us. 
Now  do  you  offer, 

.Jlcius.  if  yc  do  mangle  me. 
And  kill  mc  not  at  two  blows,  or  at  three, 
Or  not  so  stagi;t  r  me  my  sensts  fail  Uic, 
Look  to  yourselves  I 
Chi.  I  told  ve. 
JEcius,  fcLiike  me  manly, 
And  take  a  thou:sand  strokes* 

Enter  Pontius. 
Bal.  Here's  Pontius, 
Pont.  Notkiirdhimyet.> 


Is  this  the  love  ye  bear  the  emperor  ? 
Nay  then,  I  see  ye're  traitors  all:  Have  at 
ye  ! 
CM.  Oh,  I  am  hurt!      [Licin,  runs  amay, 
Bal,  And  I  am  kiU'd. 

[Exeunt  Chi,  and  BaL 
Pont,  Die  bawds, 
As  ye  have  liv*d  and  flourish'd ! 

Acius,  Vt retched  fellow. 
What  hast  thou  done? 

Pont.  Kiird  them  that  durst  not  kill ; 
And  you  are  next. 

3xiu8.  Art  thou  not  Pontius  > 
Pont.  I  am  the  same  you  cast,  Aecins, 
And  ill  the  face  of  ail  th'e  camp  disjiiac'd. 
J^cius.  Then  so  much  nobler,  as  thou  wert 
a  soldier,  [tliee. 

Shall  my  death  be.     Is  it  revenge  pruvok*d 
Or  art  thou  hir'd  to  kill  mef 
Pont,  Both. 
JEcius.  Then  do  it. 
Pont.  Is  that  all  ? 
Axius,  Yes. 

Pont.  Would  you  notlive.^ 
^cius.  Why  should  1.? 
To  thank  thee  for  my  life  ^ 
Pont,  Yes,  if  I  spare  it. 
^cius.  Be  not  deceived ;  I  was  not  made 
to  tliank. 
For  any  courtesy  but  killing  me, 
A  feflow  of  thy' fortune.    Do  thy  duty  ! 
Pont.  Do  not  you  fear  me  ? 
JEcius,  No. 

Pont,  Nor  love  me  for  it  ? 
JEcius,  That's  as  thou  dost  thy  business. 
Pont.  When  youVe  dead. 
Your  place  is  mine,  Accius. 
.¥icius.  Now  I  fear  thee  ; 
And  not  alone  thee,  Pontius,  but  the  empire. 
Pont,  Why,  I  can  govern,  sir. 
JEcius.  I  would  thou  couldst, 
And  first  thyself.  Thou  canst  tight  well,  and 
bravely,  [hungers; 

Thou  canst  endure  all  dancers,  heats,  colds, 
I|tav'n*s  angry  flashes  arc  not  suddcner 
Than  I  have  seen  thee  execute,  nor  more 

mortal ; 
The  winged  feet  of  flying  enemies 
I've  stood  and  view'd  thee  mow   away  like 

rushes. 
And  still  kill  the  killer:  Were  thy  mind 
But  half  so  sweet  in  peace  as  rough  in  dan- 

.  gers, 
I  died  to  leave  a  happy  heir  behind  mc. 
Come,  strike,  and  be  a  general ! 

Pont,  Prcf»are  then : 
And,  for  I  see  your  honour  cannot  lessen. 
And  'twere  a  shame  for  mc  to  strike  a  dead 
right  your  short  span  out.  [man, 

JEcius,  No,  thou  kiiow'st  I  must  not; 
I  dare  not  give  tiiec  so  much  'vantage  of  me. 
As  disobedience.  ^ 

Pont.  Dare  you  not  defend  you 
Acainst  your  enemy  ? 
Jticius,  Not  scut  from  Casar ; 
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I  have  no  power  to  make  such  cnemif^s: 
For,  as  I  ain  candemn'dy  my  naked  sword 
Stands  but  a  hatchment  by  me ;  only  held 
To  shew  I  was  a  soldier.     Had  not  Caesar 
Cbain*d  till  defence  in  this  doom,   '  Let  him 

die,' 
Old  as  I  am,  and  quench'd  with  scars,  and 

sorrows, 
Yet  ivould  I  make  this  witherM  arm  do  won- 
ders, 
And  open  in  an  enemy  such  wounds 
Mercy  would  wfcp  to  look  on. 

Punt,  Tlien  have  at  you ; 
And  look  upon  nie,  and  be  stireyou  fear  not: 
Remember  who  you  arc,  and  why  you  live. 
And  what  1  liave  been  to  you ;  cry  not  *  Hold,' 
Nor  think  it  buse  injustice  I  should  kill  you. 
Mciut.  I  am  prepared  for  aJI. 
Pont.  For  now,  Aecius, 
Thou  £>halt  behold  and  And  I  was  no  traitor, 
And,  as  I  do  it,  bless  me !  Die  as  I  do ! 

\_Po7iiiu$  kills hinfxelf. 
JEciits.  Thou  hast  deceived  mo,  Pontius, 

and  I  thank  tbec^ 
By  all  my  hopes  in  Heaven,  (houVt  a  Roman ! 
*Pout.  To  shew  you  what  ywu  ought  to  do, 

t)iis-»s  not; 
For  Slander's  self  would  shame  to  find  you 

coward. 
Or  willing  to  out-live  your  honesty : 
But,  noble  sir,  you  have  been  jealous  of  roe. 
And  held  me  in  the  rank  of  dangerous  persons; 
And  I  must  dyinj^  say,  it  was  but  justice, 
Ye  cast  me  from  my  credit:  Yet,  l^elieve  me, 
(For  there  is  nothing  now  but  truth  to  save 

me. 
And   your  forgiveness,)   tho'  you  held  me 

heinous, 
And  •f  a  Xroubled  spirit,  that  like  fire 
Turns  all  to  flames  it  meets  with,  you  mistook 

me : 
If  I  were  foe  to  any  thing,  'twas  ease. 
Want  of  the  soldiers' due,  the  enemy; 
The  nakedness  we  found  at  home,  and  scorn, 
Children  of  pence  and  pleasures;  no  regard 
Nor  comfort  for  our  scars,  but  how  we  got  'em; 
To  rusty  time,  that  eat  our  bodies  up. 
And  e'en  hej^an  to  prey  upou  our  honours  ; 
To  wants  at  home,  and  more  than  wants, 

abuses ; 
To  them  ihat,  when  the  enemy  invaded, 
Idade  us  their  saints,  but  now  the  sores  of 

Rome ; 


To  silken  flattery,  and  pride  plum'd  over^*. 
Forgetting  with  what  wmd  their  feathers  sail. 
And  under  whose  protection  their  soft  plea-* 

surcs 
Grow  full  and  numberless:  To  this  I'm  foe, 
Not  to  the  state,  or  any  point  of  duty. 
And,  let  me  speak  but  what  a  soldier  may, 
(Trtily  I  ought  to  be  so,)  yet  I  err*d, 
Because  a  far  more  noble  sufferer 
Sliew'd  ine  the  way  to  patience,  and  I  lost  it: 
This  is  thf  end  I  die,  sir  !  To  live  basely. 
And  not  the  follower  of  him  that  bred  me 
In  full  account  and  virtue,  Pontius  dare  not. 
Much  less  to  out-live  what  is  good,  and  flat- 

ter.  [soldier, 

JEcius,  J  want  a  name  to  wive  thy  virtue. 
For  only  good  is>  far  below  thee,  Pontius; 
The  gods  sliall  find  thee  one!   Th'hast  fa- 
sh ion'd  death 
In  such  an  excellent  and  beauteous  manner, 
I  wonder  men  can  live!  Canst  thou  speak 

once  more  ? 
For  thy  words  arc  such  harmony,  a  soul 
Would  chuse  to  fly  to  Heaven  in. 

Pont.  A  farewell  4«. 
Good  noble  general,  your  hand  I  Forgive  me; 
And  think  whatever  was  displeasing  you. 
Was  none  of  mine.  You  cannot  live. 

Aldftx.  I  will  not  I 
Yet  one  word  more. 

Pont.  Die  nobly!  Rome,  farewell ! 
And,  Valentiaian,  fall !  th'  hast  broke  thy 

basis. 
In  joy  youVe  given  me  a  quiet  death  : 
I  would  stx'ike  more  wounds,  if  I  had  mor« 

breath.  [Dies, 

JEciiis,  Is  tliere  an  hour  of  goodness  be« 

yond  this  ?  « 

Or  any  man  would  out-live  such  a  dying  ? 
Would  C:Bsar  double  all  my  honours  on  me. 
And  stick  nie  o'er  with  fnvoiirs,like  a  mistress. 
Yet  would  I  grow  to  this  man  I  I  have  lov'd. 
But  never  doted  ou  a  face  'till  now. 
Oh,  death,  thouVt  more  than  beauty,  and  thy 

pleasure  [me. 

Beyond  posterity  ! — Come,  friends,  and  kill 
Cteaar,  be  kind,  and  send  a  thousand  swords; 
The  more,  the  greater  is  my  fall.    Why  stay 

ye?  ^  '[not: 

Come,  and  Pll  kiss  your  weapons.    Fear  me 
By  all  the  gods,  I'lrhonourye  for  killing  ! 
Appear,  or  thro'  the  court^  and  world,  I'll 

search  ye ! 


«  To  silken Jlat4ery,  and  pride  plained  over, 

Forgetling  with  whtU  wind  their  J'eathers  $aiL]  Though  pride  plained  oter  Is  a  just 
metaphor,  taken  singly,  yd  plum'd  heiiig  near  the  trace  of  the  letters,  less  vulgar,  and'per- 
fcctly  consistent  with  the  context,  which  the  other  is  not,  I  hope,  the  reader  will  permit  the 
insertion  of  it  in  the  text,  as  most  probably  the  true  readiug.         Seward. 

^  A  farewell.]  Tlie<jliange  of  ttiis  substantive  into  a  verb,  seems  not  only 'to  make  it 
more  natural,  but  would  give  infinitely  more  dignity  in  the  action.         Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  therefore  omits  t!ie  article  a ;  but  surely  the  old  readinjj  is  full  as  natural, 
and  perhaps  more  pathetip :  *  Cau  you  speak  once  more?'  *  Yes;  a  farewell.  Your  hand! 
foi^ive  me !  &c/ 
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Mj  sword  is  ^ne  ^7.    [Throwt  ii  from  Mm  J] 
Ye're  traitors  if  ye  spare  me,       [ards  r 
And  Caesar  must  consume  ye !  All  base  cow- 
Til  follow  ye,  and,  ere  I  die,  proclaim  ye 
The  wecdii  of  Italy,  the  dross  of  Nature ! 
Where  are  ye,  villains,  traitors,  slaves?  [Exit. 

Enter  Proculvs,  and  three  others,  running 
over  the  stage. 

Proc.  I  knew 
ir  had  kiird  the  captain. 

1.  Here's  his  sword.  [friends. 

Prw.  Let  it  alone ;  'twill  fight  itself  else. 
An  hundred  men  are  not  enough  to  do  it: 
1*11  to  the  emperor,  and  get  more  aid. 

J£civ$.  [within,]  None  strike  a  poor  con- 
demn d  manr 

Proc.  He  is  mad: 
Shift  for  yourselves,  my  roasters !    [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mcius, 
Mciut,  Then,  Aecius,  [Tahcsuphistmord. 
See  what  thou  dar'st  thyself.  Hold,  my  good 
sword;  [kiss  diee, 

Thou  hast  been  kept  from  blood  too  long.  I'll 
For  thou  art  more  than  friend  now,  my  pre- 
server ! 
Shew  me  the  way  to  happiness;  I  seek  it. 
And,  all  you  great  ones,tnat  have  fall'n  asldo^ 
To  keep  your  memories  and  honours  living, 
Be  present  in  your  virtues,  and  assist  me, 
That,  like  strong  Cato,  I  may  put  away 
All  promises,  but  what  shall  crown  my  ashes. 
Rome,  fare  tJiee  well !  Stand  long,  and  know 

to  conquer, 
Whilst  there  is  people,  and  ambition. 
Now  for  a  stroke  biiall  turn  me  to  a  star ! 
I  come,  ye  blessed  spirits !  make  me  room 
To  live  tor  ever  in  Elysium !     [Kills  himself. 
Do  men  fear  this?  On,  that  posterity 
Could  learn  from  him  but  tJus,  that  loves  his 

wound. 
There  is  no  pain  at  all  in  dying  well. 
Nor  none  arc  lost,  but  those  that  make  their 
hell  I  [BUs. 

Enter  Proculus  and  two  others. 
1.  [within]  He's  dead;  draw  in  the  guard 
Proc  He's  dead  indeed,  [again. 

And  I  am  glad  he*s  gone:  He  was  a  devil ! 
His  liody,  if  his  eunuchs  come,  is  theirs ; 
The  emperor,  out  of  his  love  to  virtue, 
Has  giv  n  'em  that :  Let  no  man  stop  their 


entrance. 


stop 
[Exi 


'eunt. 


Are.  Oh,  cruelty !  oh,  Caesar ! 
Oh,  times  that  bring  forth  nothing  but  de- 
struction, [kill'd  .> 
And  overflows  of  blood !    Why  wast  tliou 
Is  it  to  be  a  just  man  now  again, 
(As  when  Tiberius  and  wild  Nero  rcign-d,) 
Only  assurance  of  his  overthrow  ?        [now, 
Phid.  It  is,  Aretus:  He  that  would  live 
Must, like  the  toad,  feed  only  on  corruptions. 
And  grow  with  those  to  greatness.    Honest 

virtue, 
And  the  true  Roman  honour,  faith  and  valour. 
That  have  been  all  the  riches  of  the  empire. 
Now,  like  the  fearful  tokens  of  the  plague. 
Are  mere  fore-runners  of  their  ends  that  owe 
'em.  [master  I 

Are.  Never-enough-lamented  lord!  dear 

Enter  Maximus. 

Of  whom  now  shall  we  learn  to  live  like  men? 
From  whom  draw  out  our  actions  just  and 

worthy  ?  [goodness, 

Oh,  thou  art  gone,  and  gone  with  thee  all 
I'hc  great  example  of  all  equity ; 
Oh,  thou  alone  a  Roman,  thou  art  perish'd. 
Faith,  fortitude,  and  constant  nobleness ! 
Weep,  Rome  !  weep,  Italy !  weep,  all  that 

knew  him ! 
And  you  that  fear'd  him  as  a  noble  foe, 
(If  enemies  have  honourable  tears,) 
Weep  thisdecay'd  Aecius,fall'n  and  scattered. 
By  foul  and  base  suggestion  ! 
Phid.  Oh,  lord  Maximus ! 
This  was  yoiir  worthy  friend. 

Max.  The  gods  forgive  me ! —  [tears  | 
Think  not  the  worse,  my  friends,  I  shed  not 
Great  griefs  lament  witliin.     Yet,  now  JVc 

found  'em.  [women, 

'Would  I  had  never  known  the  world,  nor 
Nor  what  tliat  cursed  name  of  honour  was. 
So  tliis  were  once  again  Aecius  ! 
But  I  am  destin'd  to  a  mighty  action. 
And  beg  my  pardon  <•,  friend ;  my  vengeance 
.  taken,  [loss, 

I  will  not  be  long  from  thee. — Ye've  a  great 
But  bear  it  patiently  :  yet,  to  say  truth. 
Injustice  'tis  not  sufferable.  I  am  next, 
And  were  it  now,  I  would  be  glad   on'c 

Friends, 
Who  shall  preserve  ye  now  ? 
Are,  Nay,  we  are  lost  too. 
Max,  I  fear  ye  are ;  for  likely  such  as  love 
Tlic  man  that's  fall'n,  and  have  been  nou- 

rish'd  by  him,  [dom. 

Do  not  stay  long  behind :  Tis  held  no  wis- 
I  know  what  I  must  do.  Oh,  my  Aecius, 
Canst  thou  thus  perish,pluck'd  up  by  the  roots, 


Enter  Phidias  and  Aretus. 
Phid.  Oh,  my  most  noble  lord !  Look  here, 
Here's  a  sad  sight !  [Aretus ; 

^  My  sword  U  gone.]  The  directions,  Throws  it  from  him,  and  Takes  up  his  sword,  are  now 
first  mtroduced :  One  of  the  fugitives  saying,  "Here's  his  sword,"  we  think,  sufficiently 
warrants  them,  as  well  as  "  My  sword  is  gone/'  which  appeared  to  us  corrupt,  till  tlie  di- 
rections were  inserted. 

<8  And  Ifeg  my  pardon.]  Mr.  Seward,  without  authority  or  remark,  reads,  *'  thy  pardon."  It 
is  scarcely  necessary  to  add,  the  old  text  means,  <  I  beg  you,  friend,  togrant  me  tay  pardon: 
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And  no  man  feel  thy  worthiness  ?  From  boys 
He  bred  you  both,  I  think. 

Fhid.  And  from  the  poorest. 

Max,  And  lov^d  ye  as  his  own? 

Are.  We  found  it,  sir. 

Afar.  Is  not  this  a  loss  then  ? 

Fhid,  Oh>  a  loss  of  losses ! 
Our  lives,  and  ruins  of  our  families, 
The  utter  being  nothing  of  our  names^ 
Were  nothinj;  near  it. 

Mfcr.  As  I  take  it  too, 
He  put  ye  to  tlie  emperor  ? 

Are.  He  did  so. 

A[as,  And  kept  ye  still  in  credit? 

Pkid,  Tis  most  true,  sir. 

Max^  He  fed  your  fathers  too,  and  made 
them  means ; 
Vour  sisters  he  preferred  to  noble  wedlocks;. 
Did  he  not,  friends  f 

Are.  Oh,  yes,  sir. 

Max.  As  I  take  it, 
This  worthy  man  wo>uld  not  be  now  forgotten. 
I  tell  ye,  to  my  grief,  he  was  basely  murdcr'd ; 
And  something  would  be  done,  by  those  that 

lov'd  him ; 
And  something  may  be.    Pray  stand  off  a 

little; 
Let  me  bewail  him  private. — Oh,  my  dear*' 
est 

Pkid.  Arctos,  if  we  be  not  sudden,  he  out- 

does  us; 

I  know  he  points  at  vengeance;  we  are  cold 

And  base  ungrateful  wretches,  if  we  shun  it^ 

Are  we  to  hope  for  more  rewards  or  greatness, 
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Or  any  thing  but  death,  now  be  is  dead? 
Dar'st  thou  resolve  ? 
Are,  I'm  perfect. 
Phid.  Then,  like  flowers 
That  grew  together  all,  we'll  fall  together  «, 
And  with  us  that  that  bore  us :   When  'tis 

done, 
The  world  shall  stile  us  two  deserving  ser* 

vants. 
I  fear  he'll  be  before  us. 

Are,  This  night,  Phidnw— 
Fhid,  No  more. 

Max.  Now,  worthy  friends,  I*Te  done  my 
mournings. 
Let's  burn  this  noble  body :  Sweets  as  many 
As  sunburnt  Meroe  breeds,  I^ll  make  a  fiamt 
of,  [live 

Shall  reach  bis  sonl  in  Heav*n.  He  that  shall 
Ten  ages  hence,  but  to  rehearse  this  story. 
Shall  with  the  sad  discourse  on*t  darken  Ilea* 

ven> 
And  force  the  painful  burdens  from  th« 

wombs, 
Conceived  a-new,  with  sorrow :  Ev*n  the  grave 
Where  mighty  Sylla  sleeps  shall  rend  asunder, 
And  give  her  shadow  up  to  come  and  groan 
About  our  piles;  whicn  will  be  more,  and 

greater. 
Than  green  Olympns,  Ida,  or  old  Lattnus 
Can  feed  with  cedar,  or  tliC  East  with  gum*, 
Greece  with  her  wines,  or  Thessaly  with 

(lowers, 
Or  willing  Heaven  can  weep  for  in  her  show- 
ers.  [ExeunU 


•  Phi.  Then,  likejlotvert 

That  grew  together  all,  roe* II fall  to^ether^ 

And  with  us  that  thai  bore  us.]  As  Phidias  and  Aretus  mean  only  theif  own  deaths, 
without  a  junction  with  Maximus,  instead  of  all  t  read  still.  The  last  line  seems  to  be 
jnuch  more  corrupt!  Tliey  say,  that  that  bore  them  should  fall  with  them  ;  but  /Ecius  wat 
already  fallen,  and  tliey  would  not  cnlJ  Valentinian  the  mot  or  stalk  that  bore  them.  This 
chaiacter  only  belongs  to  iEcius.  I  suppose  a  tnonosyllable  lost  in  the  manuscript,  and  that 
the  line  tliere  stood  thus; 

"  And  with  that  that  bore  us." 
In  correcting  this,  I  suppose  the  editors  to  have  repeated  the  «s  when  they  should  havf 
repeated  the  fall  from  the  former  line.        Seward, 
Mr.  Seward's  reading  is, 

« ^Then,  like  Aowers 

"  That  grew  together  stiil,  well  fall  together, 

**  Ax^fall  with  that  that  bore  us." 
Mr.  Seward's  alteration  is  Ikm  violent:  From  the  turn  of  the  expression  ohe  Inight  conclude 
that  they  meant  to  declare  their  resolution  of  falling  with  Aldus,  whose   followers  tliej 
Were:  In  which  spirit  they  imme.diately  subjoin, 

*^ — When  *tis  done, 

"  The  world  shall  stile  us  two  deserving  sen*ants." 
Yet  at  the  opening  of  the  next  act  they  re-appear,  having  given  the  means  of  deatli  both  tO 
themselves  and  to  the  Emperor,  and  exhoruug  each  otlier  to 

"  Uemember  who  dies  with  thee^  and  despise  death.*^ 
1^'rom  this  circumstance  it  seems  probable,  that  by  ^*  falling  v^th  that  that  bore  ut"  they 
mean  the  Emperor. 
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SCENE  I. 

Enter  Phidias  with  hit  dagger  in  him,  and 

Aretut  poiton^. 
Are.  tTE  has  his  last. 

-*-  -**  Phid,  TheOy  come  the  worst  of  dan- 
ger ! 
Aecius,  to  thy  soul  we  give  a  Cesar. 
How  long  is't  since  you  gave  it  him  f 

Are.  An  hour ;  [me  ! 

Mine  own  two  hours  before  him.  How  it  boils 
Phidf  It  was  not  to  be  cur'd,  I  hope. 
Are.  No,  Pliidias; 
I  dealt  above  his  antidotes:  Physicians 
May  6nd  the  cause,  but  wliere  the  cure  ? 

Phid,  Done  bravely ; 
We're  got  before  his  tyranny,  Aretus. 
Are.  We*d  lost  our  wortliiest  end  else, 

Piudias. 
Phid.  Canst  thou  hold  out  a  while  ? 
Are.  To  torture  him,  [yet : 

Anger  would  give  me  leave  to  live  an  age 
That  man  is  poorly  spirited,  whose  life 
Runs  in  his  blood  alone,  and  not  in's  wishes. 
And  yet  I  swell  and  burn  like  flaming  Etna; 
A  thousand  new-found  fires  arekindled  in  me, 
But  yet  I  must  not  die  these  four  hours,  Phi- 
dias. 
Phid.  Remember  who  dies  with  thee,  and 

despise  death. 
Are.  t  need  no  exhortation :  The  joy  in 
me,  [pleasure, 

Of  what  I've  done,  and  why,  makes  poison 
And  my  most  killing  torments,  mistresses. 
For  how  can  he  have  time  to  die,  or  pleasure, 
That  AJls  as  fools  unsatisfied,  and  simple? 
Phid.  This  that  consumes  ray  life,  yet 
keeps  it  in  me. 
Nor  do  I  feel  the  danger  of  a  dying ; 
And  if  I  but  endure  to  hear  the  curses 
Of  this  fell  tyrant  dead,  I've  half  my  Heav'n. 
Are.  Hold  thy  soul  fast  but  four  hours, 
Phidias, 
And  thou  shalt  see  to  wishes  beyond  ours. 
Nay  more,  beyond  our  meanings. 

Phid.  Thou  hast  steel'd  me. 
Farewell,  Aretus;  and  the  souls  of  good  men. 
That,  as  ours  do,  have  left  their  Roman  bodies 
In  brave  revenge  for  virtue^  guide  our  sha- 
dows !* 
I  would  not  faint  yet. 

sf*  Sings  hit  pain."]  First  folio*  Other  copies,  sing.  We  apprehend  the  true  reading  to  be 
^th^t  soothe  or  *tuage* 

s*  Oh,  gods,  &c.j  This  deserves  to  be  compared  with  the  celebrated  poisoning-scene  in 
King  John,  to  which  however  it  will  hardly  be  deemed  equal.  In  another  pla)^  A  Wife  for 
9l  Month,  die  reader  will  find  our  Authors  again  emulating  Shakespeare  on  the  same  subject, 
and  we  think^with  mater  success.        J^ 

The  similarity  ofthese  sevend  passages  is  mentioned  by  Mr.  Seward  in  his  Preface* 


Are.  Farewell,  Phidias ; 
And,  as  we  have  done  nobly,  gods  look  on  us ! 
[Kxeunt  severalljf. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Lycias  and  Proctitis. 

Lycias.  Sicker  and  sicker,  Proculus  ? 

Proc.  Oh,  Lycias, 
What  shall  become  of  us  }  'Would  we  had  died 
With  happy  Chilax,  or  with  Balbus  bed-rid^ 
And  made  too  lame  for  justice! 

Enter  Licituus. 

lAcin.  The  soft  musick  ; 
And  let  one  sing  to  fasten  sleep  upon  him. 
Oh,  friends,  the  emperor ! 

Pi^oc.  What  say  tlie  doctors  ?  [son'd, 

lAcin.  For  us  a  most  sad  saying;  he  is  po^ 
Beyond  all  cure  too. 

iofcias.  Who? 

Licin.  The  wretch  Aretus, 
That  most  unhappy  villain. 

iMcias.  IIow  clo  jjTOu  know  it  ? 

ticitt.  He  gave  him  drink  last.    Let*s 
sperse,  and  find  him; 
And  smce  h'  has  opeu*d  misery  to  all. 
Let  it  begin  with  him  fii*st.    Softly;    ., 
slumbers.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Falcntinian,  sick  in  a  chair,  with 
EwhxiOf  Phyndans  and  Attendants. 

Musick  and  Song. 
Care-charming  Sleep,  thou  easer  of  all  woes, 
Brother  to  Death,  sweetly  thyself  dispose 
On  this  afflicted  prince :  fall  like  a  cloud, 
In  gentle  showers ;  give  nothing  that  is  loud^ 
Or  painful  to  his  slumbera ;  easy,  sweet, 
And  as  a  purling  stream,  thou  son  of  Night, 
Pass  by  his  troubled  senses;  sing  his  pains». 
Like  hollow  murmuring  wind,  or  silver  rain. 
Into  this  prince  gently,  oh,  gently  slide. 
And  kiss  nim  into  slumbers  like  a  bride! 

Val.  Oh,  godsft>,  gods!    Drink,  drink! 

colder,  colder  [heart-strings ! 

Than  snow  on  Scythian  mountains !  Oh,  my 

Etui.  How  does  your  Grace  i 

Phys.  The  empress  speaks,  sir. 

VaL  Dying, 
Dying,  Eudoxia,  dymg. 

Phys.  Good  sir,  patience. 
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Eud,  What  have  ^u  given  him  ? 

Phy$.  Precious  tilings^  dear  lady. 
We  hope  shall  comfort  him. 

Fal,  Oh,  flattery  fool,  [doxia  ! 

See  what  thy  god-head's  come  to  I    Oh,  £i>- 

EutL  Oh,  patiQDce,  patience,  sir. 

Ta/.  Danubius 
11!  have  brought  thro'  my  body 

Eud,  Gods,  eive  comfort ! 

Val.  And  Volga,  on  whose  face  the  North 
wind  freezes. 
I  am  asi  hundred  hells  s«!  an  hundred  piles 
Already  to  my  funeral  are  flaming! 
Shalllnotdnnk? 

Phys.  You  must  not,  sir. 

Vol.  By  Heav'n, 
ni  let  my  breath  out,  that  shall  burn  ye  all. 
If  ye  deny  roe  longer!  Tempests,  blow  me! 
And  inundations  that  have  drunk  up  king- 
doms, [villain? 
Flow  over  me,  and  quench  me !  Wliere's  the 
Am  I  immortal  now,  ye  slaves?  By  Numa, 
If  he  do 'scape— Oh!  Oh! 

Eud.  Dear  sir ! 

VaL  Like  Nero, 
But  far  more,  terrible  and  full  of  slaughter, 
I'  th'  midst  of  all  my  flames,  I'll  fire  the  em- 
pire ! 
A  thousand  fans,  a  thousand  fans  to  cool  me ! 
Invite  the  gentle  winds,  Eudoxia. 

Eud.  Sir! 

Vai.  Oh,  do  not  flatter  me;  1  am  but  flesh, 
A  man,  a  mortal  man.     Drink,  drink,  ye 
dunces!  [scrapings. 

What  ran  your  doses  now  do,  and  your 
Y'our  oils,  and  Mitliridates  ?  If  I  do  die. 
You  only  words  of  health,  and  names  of  sick- 
ness. 
Finding  no  true  disease  in  man  but  money. 
That  talk  yourselves  into  revenues — oh  !  — 
And,  ere  you  kill  your  natients,  beggar  'em, 
J*ll  have  ye  flea*d  and-  dried  ! 

Enter  Troculut  and  Uciniuiy  with  Arcttu, 

Proc.  The  villain,  sir ; 
The  most  accursed  wretch. 

VaL  Be  gone,  my  queen ; 
Tliis  is  DO  si>;ht  for  tliee :  Go  to  the  vestals. 
Cast  holy  incense  in  the  Are,  and  ofl'er 
One  powerful  sacrifice  to  free  thy  Ciesar. 

Proc,  Go,  go,  and  be  happy.    [Exit  Eud, 

Are.  Go ;  but  give  no  ease. 
The  gods  have  set  thy  last  hour,  Valentinian ; 
Thou  art  but  man,  a  bad  man  too,  a  beast. 
And  like  a  sensual  bloody  thing  thou  diest ! 

Proc,  Oh,  cursed  traitor ! 

Are.  Curse  yourselves,  ye  flatterers, 
And  howl  your  miseries  to  come,  ye  wretches ! 
You  taught  him  to  be  poison'd. 

a*  J  find  an  hundred  hells,]  The  old  folio  reads, 

**  I  and  an  hundred  hells." 
The  late  editions  changed  this  into  good  sense;  but  seem  to  have  fallen  much  short  of  the 
0|Mrit  and  energy  of  the  true  reading, 

^*  I  <Mn  an  hundred  hells.*'        Seward, 


Val,  Yet  DO  comfort}  [thccnries; 

Are.  Be  not  abus*d  with  priests,  nor  'po- 
They  cannot  help  thee :  Thou  hast  now  to  live 
A  siiort  half-hour,  no  more;  and  I,  ten  mi-> 
I  gave  thee  poison  for  Aecius'  sake,  [nutes. 
Such  a  destroying  poison  would  kill  Nature; 
And,  for  ttiou  shalt  not  die  alone,  I  took  it. 
If  mankind  had  been  in  thee  at  this  murder. 
No  more  to  people  earth  again,  the  wings 
Of  old  Time  clipM  for  ever,  Reason  lost. 
In  what  I  had  attempted,  yet,  oh,  Csesar, 
To  purchase  fair  revenge,  Td  poisoned  them 
too. 

VaL  Oh,  villain  !— -I  grow  hotter,  hotter. 

Are.  Yes;  [now 

But  not  near  my  heat  yet.  What  thou  feePst 
(Mark  me  with  horror,  Casar)  are  but  embers 
Of  lust  and  lechery  thou  hast  committed; 
But  there  be  flames  of  murder ! 

VaL  Fetch  out  tortures. 

Are.  Do,  and  I'll  flatter  tliee ;  nay  more, 
111  love  thee. 
Thy  tortures,  to  what  now  I  suffer,  Cssar, 
At  which  thou  must  arrive  too,  ere  thou  diest, 
Are  lighter,  and  more  full  of  mirth,  than 
laughter. 

VaL  Ijet  'em  alone.    I  roust  drink. 

Are.  Now  be  mad; 
But  not  near  me  yeL 

VaL  Hold  me,  hold  me,  hold  me ! 
Hold  me,  or  1  shall  burst  else ! 

Are,  See  roe,  Cesar,  [murder. 
And  see  to  what  thou  must  come  for  thy 
Millions  of  women's  labours,  kll  diseases 

VaL  Oh,  my  afllicted  soul  too ! 

Are.  Women's  fears,  horrors,  [breeds — 
Desoairs,  and  all  the  plagues  the  hot  sun 

J  aL  Aecius,  oh,  Accins !  Oh,  lucina ! 

Are.  Are  but  my  torments'  shadows ! 

VaL  Hide  me,  mountains ! 
The  gods  have  found  my  sins.  Now  brealr! 

Are.  Not  yet,  sir; 
Tliou  hast  a  pull  beycmd  all  these.  i 

Ka/.  Oh,  hell! 
Oh,  villain,  cursed  villain ! 

Are.  Oh,  brave  vilbin ! 
My  poison  dances  in  me  at  this  deed  ! 
Now,  Cissar,  now  behold  mo ;  this  is  torment. 
And  this  is  thine  before  thou  diest :    I*m 

wildfire! 
The  brazen  bull  of  Phalaris  was  feign*d. 
The  miseries  of  souls  despising  ileav'n. 
But  emblems  of  my  torment [me ! 

VaL  Oh,  quench  me,  quendi  me,  quench 

Are,  Fire  a  flattery. 
And  all  the  poets*  tales  of  sad  Avernus, 
To  mv  pains,  less  than  Actions.     Vet.  to 
shew  thee  fter. 

What  constant  love  I  bore  my  murder *d  mas- 
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like  a  Soath  wind  Vve  sung  thro' all  these 

tempests.  [monster ! 

My  hejirt,  my  withered  heart !  Fear,  fear,  thou 

Fear  the  just  gods!  I  have  my  peace !  [l)ief. 

Vol,  More  drink ! 
A  thousand  April  showers  fall  in  my  bosom! 
How  dare  ye  let  me  be  tormented  thus? 
Away  with  tliat  prodigious  body  ^.    Gods, 
Gods,  let  me  ask  ye  what  I  am,  ye  lay 
All  your  inflictions  on  n^e  ?  Hear  me,  hear  me ! 
I  do  confess  I  am  a  ravisher, 
A  murderer,  a  hated  Cesar :  Oh !         [tars, 
Are  there  not  vows  enough,  and  flaming  al- 
The  fat  of  all  the  world  for  sacrifice, 
And,  where  that  fails,  the  blood  of  thonsand 
captives,  [cense? 

To  purge  those  sins,  but  I  must  make  the  in- 
I  do  despise  ye  all !  ye  have  no  mercy^ 
And  wanting  that,  ye  are  no  gods!  Your 
parole  [ful. 

Is  only  preach'd  abroad  to  make  fools  fear- 
And   women  made  of  awe,  believe  your 

Heav'n ! 
Oh,  torments,  torments,  torments  !   Pains 

above  pains ! 
If  ye  be  any  .thing  but  dreams,  and  ghosts, 
And  truly  hold  the  guidance  of  things  mortal ; 
Have  in  yourselves  times  past,  to  come,  and 
present;  ['em, 

« Fashion  the  souls  of  men,  and  make  6csh  for 
Weighing  our  fates  and  fortunes  beyond  rea- 
son ;  '  [giveness ! 
Be  more  than  all,  ye  gods  **^  great  in  for- 
Break  not  the  goodly  frame  ye  build  in  anger, 
For  you  are  things,  men  teach  us,  without 
passions.  '  [me ! 
Give  me  an  hour  to  know  yc  in !  Oh,  save 
But  so  much  perfect  time  ye  make  a  soul  in, 
Take  this  destruction  from  me! — No,  ye 

cannot; 
The  more  I  would  believe  ye,  more  I  suffer. 
My  brains  are  ashes!  now  my  heart,  my 

eyes!  Friends, 
I  go,  I  go  !  More  air,  more  air !— I'm  mor- 
tal! [Dies. 
Proc,  Take  in  the  body.    Oh,  IJciuius^ 
The  misery  that  we  arc  left  to  suffer! 
No  pity  shall  find  us. 

IJcin.  Our  lives  deserve  none. 
*VVould  I  were  chain'd  again  to  slavery, 
With  any  hope  of  lire! 
Froc.  A  quiet  grave. 
Or  a  consumption  now,  Licinius,        [thing. 
That  we  ujii;lit  be  too  poor  to  kill,  were  some- 
JLicin.  LajCh  make  our  best  use;  we  have 
^  njoney,  Proculus, 

And  if  ttiat  camiut  save  us,  wc  have  swords. 


Proc.  Yes,  but  we  dare  not  die. 

Xictn.  I  had  forgot  that. 
There's  other  countries  then.  ^ 

Proc.  But  the  same  hate  still, 
Of  what  we  are. 

Licin.  Think  any  thing ;  111  follow. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Proc,  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 
Mes».  Shift  for  yourselves ;  ye*re  tost  else. 
The  sold ier  is  in  arms,  for  great  Accius,  ['em. 
And  their  lieutenant-general,  that  stopp'd 
Cut  in  a  thous;uid  pieces :  They  march  hither. 
Beside,  the  women  of  the  towu  havt!  mur- 

der'd 
Phorbaand  loose  Ardclia,  Caesar*s  she-bawds., 
Ucin.  Then  here's  no  staying,  Proculus  I 
Proc.  Oh,  Cssar, 
That  we  had  never  known  thy  lusts !  Let's  fly. 
And  where  we  find   no  woman's  man  let** 
die.  [Eretint^ 

SCENE  HI. 

Enter  Maximum. 
Max.  Gods,  what  a  sluice  of  blood  have  I 

let  open ! 
My  happy  ends  are  come  to  birth ;  he's  dead. 
And  I  rcveng*d ;  the  empire's  all  a-fire. 
And  desolation  every  where  inhabits. 
Aud  shall  I  live,  tiuit  am  the  author  of  it. 
To  know  Rome,  from  the  awe  o'  th'  world, 

the  pity  ?  [ingj 

My  friends  are  gone  before  too,  of  my  send- 
And  shall  I  stay  ?  is  aught  else  to  be  liv'd  for  ^ 
Is  tiiere  another  friend,  another  wife, 
Or  any  third,  holds  half  their  worthiness, 
To  linger  here  alive  for?  Is  not  Virtue, 
In  their  two  everlasting  souls,  departed.' 
And  in  their  bodies'  first  flame  fled  to  Ileav'n? 
Can  any  man  discover  this,  and  love  me? 
For,  tho'  my  justice  were  as  white  as  Truth, 
My  way  was  crooked  to  it ;    that  condemns 
A  iid  now,  Accius,  and  my  honour'd  lady,  [me. 
That  were  preparers  to  my  rest  and  quiet. 
The  lines  to  lead  me  to  Elysium; 
You  that  but  stept  before  me,  on  assurance 
I  would  not  leave  your  friendship  unre-> 

warded ; 
First  smile  upon  the  sacrifice  I've  sent  yc. 
Then  sec  me  coming  boldly! — Stay;    I'm 

foolish,  [lion ; 

Somewhat  too  sudden  to  mine  own  destnic- 
Tlus  great  end  of  my  vengeance  may  grow 

greater  t 
Why  may  not  I  be  Caesar?  Yet  no  dying : 
Why  should  not  I  catch  at  if.}  Fools  and 

children  [tain'd  it^ 

Have  had  that  strength  before  roc,  and  ob- 

*»  Aii^a}f  with  that  prodigious  tody.]  Thus  read  all  the  editions;  but  as  there  seems  no 
cause  for  applying  tlie  epithet  prodigious  to  the  body  of  Arctus,  it  is  probable  that  this  read* 
ing  is  corrupt,  and  that  the  original  was  perfidious. 

^  Be  more  than  all  the  gods^  great  in  /oreiveness.]  If  this  be  the  true  reading,  the  sense 
seems  very  obscure;  but  die  sli!>ht  change  1  have  made  will  clear  it : 

*  Be  more  than  all,  ye  gods.' 
t.  r.  If  you  are  great  in  creating  and  governing  us,  be  greater  still  in  forgiving  us.    Seward. 
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And^  as  the  danger  stands,  my  reason  bids 

mc; 
I  will,  I  dare.    My  dear  friends,  pardon  roe ; 
I  am  not  fit  to  die  yet,  if  not  Ciesar. 
I'm  sure  the  soldier  loves  me,  and  the  people, 
And  I  will  forward;  and,  as  goodly  cedars, 
Aent  from  Oeta  by  a  sweeping  tempest, 
Jointed  again,  and  made  tali  masts,  defy 
Those  angry  winds  that  split  'em,  so  will  I 
New-piece  again,  above  the  fate  of  women. 
And  made  more  perfect  fa/,  than  growing 

private, 
fitand  and  defy  bad  fortunes.     If  I  rise, 
My  wife  was  ravish*d  well :  If  then  I  fall. 
My  great  attempt  honours  mv  funeral. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  three  Senators  and  Aframm, 

1  Sent  Guard  aU  the  posterns  to  the  camp, 
Afranius, 
And  sec  *cm  fast ;  we  shall  be  rifled  else. 
Thou  art  an  honest  and  a  worthy  captain. 

S  Sen.  Promise  the  soldier  any  thing. 

3  Sen.  Speak  gently, 
And  tell  *era  we  are  now  in  council  for  'em, 
}^bouring  to  chuse  a  Cscsar  fit  for  them, 
A  soldier,  and  a  giver. 

1  Sen.  Tell  'em  further, 
Their  free  and  liberal  voices  shall  go  with  us. 

8  Sen.  Nay  more,  a  negative  (say)  we  allow 
*em. 

3  Sen.  And  if  our  choice  displease  'cm, 
they  sliall  name  him.  ^ 

1  Sen.  Promise  tiiree  donatives,  and  large, 
Afnmius.  •   [foes, 

2  Sen.  And,  Cxsar  once  elected,  present 
Witii  distribution  of  all  necessaries, 
Com,  wine  and  oil. 

3  Sen.  New  garments,  and  new  arms, 
And  equal  portions  of  the  provinces 

To  them,  and  lo  their  families  for  ever. 
1  Sen.  And  see  the  city  strengthen'd. 
Afr.  1  shall  do  it.  [Exit. 


2  Sen.  Sempronius,  these  arc  woful  times. 

3  Sen.  Oh,  Brutus, 

We  want  thy  honesty  again  :  These  Csesars» 
What  noble  consuls  got  with  blood,  in  blood 
Consume  a;iain  and  scatter. 

1  Sen.  VVhich  way  shall  we?  [on, 

2  Sen.  Not  any  way  of  safety  I  cnn  think 

3  Sen.  Now  <io  our  wives  to  ruin,  and  our 
And  we  beholders,  iulvius.         [daughters, 

1  Sen.  Every  thmg 
Is  every  mnn's  tliac  will. 

'2  Sen.  The  vcstalb  now 
Must  only  feed  the  soldier's  fire  of  lust. 
And  sensual  gods  be  glutted  witli  those  offer* 

inas ; 
Age,  like  the  hiddon  bowels  of  the  earth, 
Open'd  with  swords  for  treasure.     Gods  de- 
fend us  ! 
We're  chaff  before  their  fury  else. 

1  Sen.  Away, 
Let's  to  the  temples. 

2  Sen.  To  the  capitol  ;  fen'd- 
Tis  not  a  time  to  pray  now ;  let's  be  strength- 

Enter  Afrayiivs. 

3  .S^Ti.  I  low  now,  Afranius  ?  What  good 
Afr.  A  C'ssar !  [news  ? 

1  &;«.  Oh,  who? 

Afr,  Lord  Maxinius  is  with  the  soldier. 
And  all  the  camp  rings,  *  Caesar,  Ca'sar, 
CiTSar!'  [uour. 

He  fore VI  the  empress  with  him,  for  more  ho- 

2  Sen.  A-happy  choice:  Let's  meet  liiiij. 

3  Sen.  liiessod  fortune ! 

1  Sen.  Away,  away !  Make   room   there, 
room  tbeie,  room  ! 

[Rreunt  Scnatort.    Fhurisfu 

[Within.'\  Lord  Maxiuius  isCaesar,  Caisar, 

Hail,  Ca»&ar  Maximus!  [Ciusar! 

Afr.  Oh,  turning  people ! 
Oh,  people  excellent  in  war,  and  governM  ! 
In  pcaceujon?  ru*»in«i  than  the larious Nor th-^. 
When  he  ploa<;lis  up  the  sea,  and  makes  iiiiu 
brine, 


-than  the  furious  Northy 


Whefi  he  ploughs  up  the  sea,  and  makes  him  brine.]  Mr.  Sympson  tells  me,  that  this  pas- 
iage  puzzled  him  even  to  vexation;  and  something  like  it  happened  to  me.  In  conclusion, 
we  both  retain  the  old  reading,  but  differ  toto  aelo  in  the  explatuition.  He  says,  hrinc  in  the 
8axon  signifies^Ve;,  and,  allowing  therefore  its  genuine  si^niticutiou,  thai  the  sentiment  is 
noble.  I  think  his  solution  extremely  ingenious,  but  that  our  Authors  would  not  use  ucorntnou 
word  and  apply  it  to  its  common  subject,  (as  brine  was  as  much  used  in  their  age  for  sea- 
water,  as  it  is  at  present)  and  design  it  to  be  understood  in  its  old  and  totally-obsolete  signi- 
fication. I  therefore,  though  perhaps  frtim  self-partiality,  prefer  the  solution' which  occurred 
to  me  before  I  received  this.  Every  one  knows  that  the  spray  of  the  sea  in  stormy  weatlier 
tinges  the  whole  incumbent  atmosphere,  and  makes  it  taste  salt  mid  brinif.  I  suppose,  there- 
fore, the  Poets  by  a  small  grammatical  inaccuracy  to  have  uiade  the  relative  him  in  the  last 
line  relate  to  the  Norlh-toind,  and  not  to  its  immediate  antecedent  the  sea;  so  that  the 
sense  will  then  be  full  as  nervous  and  poetical.  *  More  rauing  than  the  North-wind,  when 
||e  ploughs  up  the  sea,  and  turns  himself  and  the  whole  air  into  brine.*        Seward. 

ITiese  gentlemen  have  gone  *  about  it,  and  about  it,'  for  uncouth  allusions,  when  it  re- 
quired a  deal  of  ingenuity  to  overlook  the  Poetb'  meaning.  The  sea  is  the  antecedent  to  him, 
f  very  one  knows  that  strong  winds  (assisted  by  the  sun)  p-o<iuce  brine  :  Afranius,  therefore, 
by  a  fine  rhetorical  figure,  says,  *  The  people  are  more  raging  than  the  North-wiud,  evem 
^  'when  he  is  so  furious  as  to  reader  the  whole  sea  brin^J 


ro 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  VALENTINIAN. 


[Act  5.  Scene  5. 


Or  the  loud  falls  of  Nile.    I  must  give  way, 
Altho'  I  neither  love  nor  hoped  this*"; 
Or,  like  a  rotten  bridge  that  dares  a  current 
When  he  is  swelfd  and  high,  cr^ck  and  fare- 
well» 

Enter  Maximus,  Eudoxla,  Senators,  and  Sol- 
diers, 
Sen.  Room  for  the  emperor  I 
Sold.  Long  life  to  Caesar ! 
Afr.  Hail,  C%sar  Maximus  ! 
Max.  Your  hand,  Afranius. 
Lead  to  the  palace;  there  my  thanks,  in  ge- 
neral, 
I'll  shower  among  ye  all.  Gods,  give  me  life, 
First  to  defend  the  empire,  then  you,  fathers. 
And,  valiant  friends,  the  heirs  of  sti'ength 

and  virtue,  •    ' 

The  rampiers  of  old  Rome,  of  us  the  refuge, 
To  you  I  open  this  day  all  1  have, 
Even  all  the  hazard  tHat  my  youth  hath  pur- 
chased ; 
Ye  are  my  children,  familv,  and  friends. 
And  ever  so  respected  shall  be. — Forward. 
There's  a  proscription  s>,  grave  Sempronius, 
'Gainst  all  the  flatterers,  and  lazy  bawds, 
Led  loose-liv'd  Valenti2;ian  to  his  vices  : 
See  it  effected.  [Flourish. 

Sen.  Honour  wait  on  Cssar  ! 
SoUL  Make  room  for  Caesar  there ! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Afr. 
Afr.  Thou  hast  my  fears, 
But  Volentinian  keeps  my  vows.    Oh,  ^ods ! 
Why  do  we  like  to  feed  the  greedy  ravm 
Of  these  blown  men,  that  must,  before  they 

stand,  ^ 

And  fix  in  eminence,  cast  life  on  life. 
And  trench  their  safeties  in  with  wounds, 

and  bodies } 
Well,  froward  Rome,  tljou  wilt  grow  weak 

with  changing, 
And  die  without  an  heir,  that  lov'st  to  breed 
Sons  for  the  killing  hate  of  sons.     For  me, 
I  only  live  to  find  an  enemy.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Paulus  and  licippus. 

Pau.  When  is  the  inauguration  f 
Licippus.  Why,  to-morrow. 
Fau.  Twill  be  short  time. 


lAcifpus.  Any  device  that's  handsome, 
A  Cupid,  or  the  god  o'  th'  place,  will  do  it. 
Where  be  must  otke  tlie  fasces. 
Pau.  Or  a  Grace. 

Licippus.  A  good  Grace  has  no  fellow. 
Pau.  Let  me  see ; 
Will  not  his  name  yield  something?  Maximus, 
By  th'  way  of  auagram?  I've  found  out  axis; 
You  know  he  beam  the  empire. 
Licippus.  Get  him  wheels  too; 
Twill  be  a  cruol  carriage  else. 
Pau.  Some  songs  too  ? 
Licippus.  By  any  means,  some  songs ;  but 
very  short  ooes^^  [in^. 

And  honest  language,  Paulus,  without  burst* 
The  air  will  fall  the  sweeter. 
Pau.  A  Grace  must  do  it. 
Licippus.  Why,  let  a  Grace  then. 
Pau.  Yes,  it  must  be  so ; 
And  in  a  robe  Of  blue  too,  as  I  take  it. 
Licippus.  This  poet  is  a  little  kin  to  th' 
painter 
That  could  paint  nothing  but  a  ramping  Hon  ; 
So  all  his  learned  fancies  are  Blue  Graces. 

[Aside, 
Pau.  What  think  you  of  a  sea-nymph  ? 

and  a  Heaven  ? 
Licippus.  Why,  what  should  she  do  there, 

man  ?  There's  no  water. 
Pau.  By  th*  mass,  that's  true ;  it  must  be 
a  Grace ;  and  yet, 

Methinks,  a  rainbow 

Licippus.  And  in  blue  ? 

Pau.  Oh,  yes!  [die 

Hanging  in  arch  above  him,  and  i^th'mid- 
Licippus.  A  shower  of  rain  ? 
Pau.  No,  no;  it  must  be  a  Grace. 
Licippus.  Why  prithee  grace  hiiu  then, 
Pau.  Or  Orpheus, 

Coming  from  hell 

Licippus.  In  blue  too  ? 

Pau.  Tis  the  better: 

And,  as  he  rises,  full  of  fires 

JUcippus.  Now  bless  us  ! 
Will  not  that  spoil  his  lute-strings,  Paulus? 

Pau.  Singing, 
And  crossing  of  his  arms— 
Licippus.  How  can  he  play  then  ? 
Pau.  It  shall  be  a  Grace  ;  I'll  do  it. 
Licippus.  Prithee  do,  [sible. 

And  with  as  good  a  grace  as  thou  canst  pos- 


9*  Hope  this.]  Former  editions.        Seward* 

V iiat  dares  a  current. 

When  he  is  sweWd  and  high  crack t,  andfareweL]  Corrected  in  1750. 

^  There's  a  prescription.]  Former  editions,  corrected  by  all  the  tln*ce.  '  Seward. 
"^  Were  it  fact,  that  prescription  was  the  reading  of  the  *  former  editions,'  it  would  not 
have  required  any  great  ingenuity  in  '  all  the  three,'  to  have  seen  that  it  should  h(*.  proscrip- 
tion; which  word,  however,  appears  in  the  second  folio.  In  the  same  style,  we  are  told, 
that  the  former  editions  read  (p.  280,  line  S3)  here  instead  of  heard;  (p.  281, last  line  but 
one)  clad  instead  of  caWd;  (p.  286,  line  S3)  vuinoffiiiitg  instead  of  vein  ofjiddling; 
(p.  331,  line  1 1)  ground  instead  of  groaned ;  (p.  356,  line  5)  thif  life  instead  of  thyself'',  and  that 
tne  pro|)er  words  have  been  inserted  or  proposed  by  one  ei;  other  of  '  the  three,'  though  the 
second  folio  has  the  true  reading  in  epoery  one  of  these  instances,  and  both  folios  in  some  rf 
them  /  i  ! 
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Good  Fury  Paulus !  Be  i*  tW  morniDg  with 

me; 
And  pray  take  measure  of  his  mouth  that 

speaks  it.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Maximtis  mnd  Eudoxia. 

Max.  Come,  my  best-lov'd  Eudoxia. — Let 

the  soldier  [for; 

Want  neither  wine,  nor  any  thing  he  calls 
And  when  the  senate's  ready,  give  us  notice. 

In  the  mean  time,  leave  us. 

Oh,  my  dear  sweet ! 

Eud.  Is't  possible  your  Grace 
ShoiUd  undertake  sucfi  dangers  for  my  beauty. 
If  it  were  excellent? 

Max.  By  Heav'n,  'tis  all 
The  world  has  left  to  brag  of! 

EucL  Can  a  face 
Long  since  bequeath'd  to  wrinkles  with  my 

sorrows. 
Long  since  r»z'd  out  o*  th'book  of  youth  and 

pleasure. 
Have  power  to  make  the  strongest  man  o'  th' 

empire,  [woman, 

Nay,  the  most  stay'd,  and  knowing  what  is 
The  greatest  aim  of  perfectness  men  Ijv'd  by. 
The  most  true,  constant  lover  of  his  wedlock, 
Such  a  still-blowing  beauty  earth  was  proud 
Lose  such  a  noble  wife,  and  wilfully  ?  [of. 
Himself  prepare  the  way  ?  nay,  make  the 
Did  you  not  tell  me  so  ?  [rape  ? 

Max.  Tis  true,  Eudoxia. 
Eud.  Lay  desolate  bib  dearest  piece  of 

friendship, 
Break  his  strong  helm  he  sceer'd  by,  sink 

that  virtue,  [us. 

That  valour,  that  even  all  the  gods  can  give 
Without  whom  he  was  nothing,  with  whom 

worthiest; 
Nay  more,  arrive  at  Caesar,  and  kill  him  too. 
And  for  my  sake  ?  Eitlier  you  love  too  dearly. 
Or  deeply  you  dissemble,  sir. 

Max.  I  do  so ;  [do : 

And,  *till  I  am  more  strengthened,  so  I  must 
Yet  'would  my  joy  and  wine  had  fashion'd  out 
Some  safer  he  !  '['Aside.} — Can  these  things 

•  be,  Eudoxia, 
And  I  dissemble  ?  Can  there  be  but  goodness, 
And  only  thine,  dear  lady  ;  any  end, 
^  Any  imagination  but  a  lost  one,  [tue  ! 

Why  I  should  run  this  hazard  ?  Oh,  thou  vir^ 
Were  it  to  do  ao;ain,  and  Valenuiiian 
Once  more  to  hold  thee,  sinful  Valentin ian, 
In  whom  thou  wert  set,  as  pearls  are  in  salt 

oysters, 
At  roses  are  in  rank  weeds,  I  would  find 
Yet  to  thy  sacred  self  a  dearer  danger : 
The  gods  know  how  I  honour  thee  I 


Eud.  What  love,  sir, 
Can  I  return  for  this,  but  my  obedience  ? 
My  life,  if  so  you  please,  and  'tis  too  litttle. 

Max.  Tis  too  much  to  redeem  the  world. 

Eud.  From  this  hour, 
The  sorrows  for  my  dead  lord,  fare  ye  well ! 
My  liviug  lord  has  dried  yc.    And,  m  token 
As  emperor  this  day  I  honour  you. 
And  the  great  caster-new  of  ail  my  wislies. 
The  wreath  of  living  laurel,  that  must  com- 
pass 
That  sacred  head,  Eudoxia  makes  for  Csesar. 
I  am,  methinks,  too  much  in  love  with  for- 
tune; 
But  with  you,  ever  royal  sir,  my  maker. 
The  once-more-summer  of  me,  mere  in  Un% 
Is  poor  expression  of  my  doting. 

Max.  Sweetest ! 

Eud.  Now,  of  my  troth,  you  hav«  boagh( 
me  dear,  sir. 

Max.  No, 
Had  I  at  loss  of  mankind. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Eud.  Now  you  flatter. 

Mess.  The  senate  waits  your  Grace. 

Max.  Let  'em  come  on, 
And  in  a  full  form  bring  the  ceremony. 
This  day  I  am  your  servant,  dear,  and  proudly 
I'll  wear  vour  honour'd  favour. 

Eud.  fdny  it  prove  so !  [Exeunt 

SCENE  vn. 

Enter  Paulus  and  Licippta^ 

Lkippus,  Is  your  Grace  done  ? 

Pfltt.  Tis  done. 

LidippuM.  Who  speaks? 

P«tt.  A  boy. 

lAcippus.  A  dainty  blue  bov,  Paulus  ? 

Fau.  Yes. 

Ucippus.  Have  you  view'd 
The  work  above  ? 

¥au.  Yes ;  and  all  up,  and  ready. 

lAcippwt.  The  empress  does  you  simple 
honour,  Paulus; 
Tlie  wreath  your  Blue  Grace  inust  present, 

she  made. 
But,  hark  you,  for  the  soldiers? 

Fau,  That's  done  too  : 
I'll  bring  *em  in,  I  warrant  you. 

Licippus.  A  Grace  too  ? 

Fau.  The  same  Grace  serves  for  both. 

Licippus.  About  it  then. 

I  must  to  th'  cup-board ;  and  >  be  sure,  good 

Paulus,  [cleanly. 

Your  Grace  be  fasting,  that  he  may  hang 

If  there  should  need  another  voice,  what 

Pott,  ril  hang  another  Grace  in.     tthen  } 

Licippus.  Grace  be  with  you !     [Exeuni» 


'be  sure 


Your  grace  be  fasting,  that  he  may  hang  cleanly.]  Tliis  probably  refers  to  a  custom  of 
suspending  their  gods,  goddesses,  graces,  &c.  in  ropes,  which  might  make  the  caution  of 
being  fasting  in  order  to  hang  cleanly,  perfectly  necessary  and  very  humorous.        Semard, 
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[Act  5.  Scene  i. 


SCENE  VIIL 

A  SJ/nnet^  nith    trumpets :  A  banquet  pre- 
pared,  wi(h  musick. 

En t cry  in  stnte,  MarimySy  Eudoxia,  Senators y 
Gentlemen^  and  Soldiers^  rodt  and  axes 
botme  btfore  them, 

S  Sen,  Hail  to  tliy  imperiai  honour,  sacred 
Caesar ! 
And  from  the  old  Rome  take  these  wishes. 
You  holy  ^ods,  that  hitherto  have  held. 
As  Justice  ho'.ds  hrr  hallniicc,  equal  pois*d, 
This  irlory  of  our  nation,  this  full  Roman, 
A  nd  niadi'  Uini  fit  for  what  he  is,  confirm  him  ! 
Look  on  this  son,  oh,  Jupiter,  our  helper. 
And,  Roraulns,  thou  father  of  our  honour, 
j^rcscrve  him  like  thyself,  just,  valiant,  noble, 
A  lorer  and  encreaser  of  iiis  people  ! 
Let  him  hecin  with  Numa,  stand  with  Cato, 
The  first  five  y»^ii*s  of  Nero  be  his  wishes, 
Give  hiu)  the  aiie  and  fortune  of  Eiuilius, 
Atid  his  whole  reign,  renew  a  great  Augustus ! 

SONG. 

Honour,  that  is  ever  living;, 
Honour,  that  is  ever  giving. 
Honour,  that  sees  all,  and  knows 
Both  the  ebbs  of  man,  and  flows; 
Honour,  that  rewards  the  best, 
Sends  thee  thy  rich  labour's  rest ; 
Thou  hast  studied  still  to  please  her. 
Therefore  now  she  calls  thee  Caesar. 
Chorus.  Hail,  liail,  Caesar,  hail,  and  stand, 
And  thy  name  out-live  the  land  ! 
Noble  fathers,  to  his  brows 
Bind  this  wreath,  with  thousand  vows ! 

AU.  Stand  to  eternity  ! 
Max.  I  thank  ye,  fiithers; 
And  as  I  rule,  may  it  still  grow  or  wither! 
Kovv,  to  the  ban'qurt;  ye  are  all  my  guests; 
This  day  be  liberal,  friends ;  to  wine  wo  give 

it, "  [beauty. 

And  smiling  pleasures.     Sit,  ray  queen   of 
Fathers,  your  places.     These  are  fair  wars, 

soldiers. 
And  thus  I  give  the  first  charge  to  ye  all. 
You  are  my  .second,  sweet.    To  every  cup, 
I  add  unto*  the  senate  a  new  honour, 
Aud  to  the  sons  of  Mars  a  donative. 

SONG. 
Cod  Lysens,  ever  young  ••, 
Ever  honoured,  ever  sung ; 
Stained  with  blood  of  lusty  grapes, 
In  a  thousand  lusty  shapes, 


Dance  npon  the  mazer's  brim*'. 

In  the  crimson  liquor  swim ; 

From  thy  plenteous  hand  divine 

Let  a  river  run  with  wine. 

God  of  youth,  let  this  day  here 
Enter  neither  care  nor  fear ! 

Boi/.  Bellona's   seed,   the   glory   of  old 
Rome, 
Envy  of  conquer*d  nations,  nobly  come, 
And,  to  the  fulness  of  your  warlike  noise, 
Let  your  feet  move ;  make  up  this  hour  of 

Come,  come,  I  say ;  range  your  fair  troop 

at  larjie. 
And  your  high  measure  turn  into  a  charge. 

8  Sen,  The  emperor*s  grown  heavy  with 
his  wine. 

Afr,  The  senate  stays,  sir,  for  your  thanks* 

3  Sen.  Great  Ciesar  f 

Eud,  I  have  my  wish  ! 

Afr.  Wiirt  please  your  grace  speak  to  bim  ? 

Eud.  Yes ;  but  he  will  not  hear,  lords. 

S  Sen.  Stir  him,  Lucius ; 
The  senate  must  hare  thanks. 

2  Sen.  Your  Grace !  Sir !  Caesar !  fdead  ? 

Eud.  Did  r  not  tell  you  he  was  well  ?  He's 

8  Sen.  Dead  ?  Treason  !  guard  ihe  court  I 
let  no  man  pass  ! 
Soldiers,  your  Ca*sar*s  tourder'd. 

Eud^  Make  no  tumult, 
Nor  arm  the  court;  ye  have  his  killer  with 

And  the  just  cause,  if  ye  can  stay  the  hear- 

I  was  his  death !  That  wreath  that  made  him 

Has  made  him  earth.  [Cscsar 

5(i/rf.  Cut  her  in  thousand  pieces  ! 

Eud.  Wise  man  would  know  the  reason 

first.     To  die 
Is  that  I  wish  for,  Romans,  and  vour  swords 
Thereadiestway  of  death  ^:  Y*et,  soldiers, 

grant  me 
(That  was  your  Empress  once,  and  honoured 

by  ye) 
But  so  much  time  to  tell  ye  why  I  kilfd  him, 
And  weigh  my  reasons  well,  if  man.be  in 

you; 
Then,  if  ye  dare,  do  cruelly  condemn  me. 
Afr.  Hear  her,  ye  noble  Romans  !  ^J'is  a 

woman ; 
A  subject  not  for  swords,  but  pitv.  Heaven,^ 
If  she  be  guilty  of  malicious  murder, 
Has  given  us  laws  to  make  example  of  her; 
If  only  of  revenge,  and  blood  hid  from  us^ 
Let  us  consider  first,  then  execute. 
8  Sen.  Speak,  bloody  woman ! 


•»  God  Lizus,  ever  young.]  First  folio.    Second  folio,  and  octavo  1711,  Li/eits;  and  Mr. 
Seward,  Lycus, 

^*  Mazer's  Orini.']  Mazer  signifies  the  old-fashion  flat  silver  cup.        Seward. 

••  and  ifotLr  swords 

The  heaviest  tcay  of  death.']  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympson  both  agree  with  me  in 
^discarding  this  word,  the  context  plainly  requiring  a  word  of  almost  opposite  signification  > 
mnd  we  all  prefer  readiest  as  the  best  amongst  several  words  that  have  occurred  all  pretty  near 
tlic  trace  of  tlje  letters,  as  esaiat^  happiest ;  and  Mr.  Theobald  adds  h€<r9cnli€$t^        Mwmrd^ 


Act  5.  Sceoe  8.] 
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Eud.  Yes:  TbisMaxiraQS, 
That  was  your  Caesar,  lords  and  noble  soldiers, 
(And  if  I  wrong  the  dead,  lieav'u  perish  ine. 
Or  speak,  to  win  your  favours,  but  the  truth !) 
Was  to  his  country,  to  his  friends,  and  Caesar^ 
A  most  malicious  traitor. 

8  Sen.  Take  liced,  woman.  [Accius, 

Eud.  I  speak  not  for  compassion.     Brave 

(Whose  blessed  soul,  if  I  lie,  shall  afflict  me) 

The  man  that  all  the  world  lov'd,  you  ador'd. 

That  was  tiie  master-piece  of  arms,  and  boun- 

(Mine  own  grief  shall  come  last)  this  friend 

of  his,  [mans, 

This  soldier,  this  your  right  arifl,  noble  Ro- 
By  a  base  letter  to  the  emperor, 
StufFM  full  of  fears,  and  poor  suggestions, 
Arwi  by  himself  unto  himself  diret^ted, 
Was  cut  off  basely,  basely,  cruelly ! 
Oh,  loss !  oh,  innocent  I  Can  ye  now  kill  me  ? 
And  the  poor  stale,  my  noble  lord,  that  knew 

not 
More  of  this  villain^  than  his  forced  fears. 
Like  one  foreseen  to  satisfy,  died  for  it : 
There  was  a  murder  too,  liomc  would  have 

blush'd  at ! 
Was  this  worth  being  Cxsar  ?  or  my  patience? 

Nay,  his  wife, 


(By  Heaven,  he  told  it  mc  m  winp,  and  joy. 
And  swore  it  deeply  !)  he  himself  prepared 
To  be  abnsM.  How  ?  I^et  me  grieve,  not  tell  ye. 
And  weep  the  sins  that  did  it:  And  his  end 
Was  only  me,  and  Cssar :  But  mc  he  lied  in. 
These  are  my  reasons,  llomans,  and  my  soul 
Tells  me  sufficient ;  and  my  deed  is  justice ! 
Now,  as  I  have  done  well  or  ill,  look  on  me. 
Afr.  What  less  could  nature  do?  What  less 

had  we  done, 
Had  we  known  this  before  ?  Romans,  she's 

righteous ;  [on  ! 

And  such  a  piece  of  justice  Heav'n  must  smile 
Bend  all  your  swords  on  me,  if  this  displease 

ye. 

For  I  must  kneel,  and  on  this  virtuous  hand 
Seal  my  new  joy  and  thanks.  I'hou  liast  done 
truly. 
S  Sen.  Up  with  your  arms ;  ye  strike  a 
saint  else»  Romans. 
May  St  thou  live  ever  spoken  our  protector: 
Rome  yet  has  many  noble  heirs.    Let's  in. 
And  pray  before  we  chuse;  then  plant  a 

'    Cesar 
Above  the  reach  of  envy,  blood,  and  murder ! 
J/r.  Take  up  the  body,  nobly  to  his  urn, 
nd  may  our  sins  and  his  togetiier  burn  ! 

[Exeufit.    A  dead  marth: 


And  may  our ! 


EPILOGUE. 


TITE  would  fain  please  ye,  and  as  fain  be 
^  '      plcasVl ; 

Tis  but  a  little  liking,  b<>th  are  eas'd : 
We  have  your  money,  and  you  have  our  ware, 
And,  to  our  understanding,  good  and  fair: 
For  your  own  wisdom's  sake,  be  iv>t  so  mad 
T'  acknov/ledgc  ye  have  bought  things  dear 

and  had: 
Let  not  a  brack  i'th'  stuflT,  or  here  and  there 
The  fading  gloss,  a  general  loss  appear ! 
We  know  ye  take  up  worse  commodities. 
And  dearer  pay,  yet  think  your  bargains  wise; 


We  know,  in  meat  and  wine  ye  fling  away 
More  time  and  health^,  which  is  but  dearer 

p»y, 

And  with  the  reckoning  all  the  pleasure  lost. 
We  bid  ye  not  unto  repenting  cost : 
The  price  is  easy,  and  so  light  the  play. 
That  ye  may  nrw-digest  it  every  day. 
Then,  noble  friends,  as  ye  would  chuse  a 

miss**. 
Only  to  please  the  eye  a  while,  and  kiss, 
Till  a  good  wife  be  got ;  so  let  this  play 
Hold  ye  a  while,  until  a  better  may. 


-yejling  away 


More  time  and  wealth,  which  is  hut  dearer  pay,]  The  change  of  a  letter  seems  here  to 
havetuuicd  a  beautiful  sentiment  into  the  grossest  tautology.  As  it  has  hitherto  stood,  the 
sense  must  be,  *  You  take  up  with  worse  commodities,  and  pay  dearer  for  them ;  for  you 

*  spend  more  of  vour  time  and  more  of  your  wealth  in  meat  and  drink,  and  consequently 
'  ye  pay  dearer  for  them.'  How  flat  and  unnecessary  is  the  conclusion  1  But  if  we  read 
health  instead  of  wealth,  as  1  doubt  not  the  Po<;t8  did,  the  sense  will  be  perfectly  poetical : 
'  You  not  only  fling  away  more  time,  but  even  health  too,  on  meats  and  wine ;  and  this  is  a 

*  much  dearer  purchase  than  that  which  you  buy  of  us  for  a  little  money.  The  pleasure- 
'  eatables  give  is  lost  the  moment  you  are  filled  ;  whereas  the  food  we  treat  with  may  be  a 

*  thousand  times  digested,  and  will  never  load  or  disease  the  mind.'        Seward, 

^*  Then  nobiefriendsy  as  ye  would  chute  a  mistress. 

Only  topleate  the  ey^a  while^  and  kiu.]  This  is  the  reading  of  the  first  folio ;  but  is  it  not 
surprising  that  after  the  second  folio  (by  much  the  best  authoritjr  for  this  play)  had  exhi- 
bited the  obvious  word,  tnistf  the  succeeding  Editors  should  again  introduce  mti/rttt,  as  waft 
done  in  1 71 1,  and  by  Mr.  Seward  ? 


Vol.  IL 


MONSIEUR  THOMAS: 

A  COMEDY. 


The  quarto  1039  (the  first  edition  of  this  excellent  Comedy)  mentions  Fletcher's  name  only 
in  the  title.  Monsieur  Thomas  has  not  been  performed  in  its  original  state  for  many^ 
man  J  years;  Vut  an  alteration  of  it,  by  Tom  Durfey,  appeared  in  the  year  1678^  under 
the  title  of  Trick  for  Trick,  or  The  DebauchU  Hypocrite.   * 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Valektitte,   a  Gentleman  lately  returned 

Jrom  traveL 
HfossiRUR  Thomas,  his  Felhwtraveller. 
Sebastian,  his  Father. 
Francis,  Valentines  Son,  in  lave  with  Cellide. 
IIylas,  a  general  Loroer. 
6am,  a  Gentleman^  his  Friend. 
Launcelot,  Monsieur  Thomas's  Ala*. 
Michael, a  Gentleman,  Valentine" sNeighhowr 
Three  Phjfsidans^  and  an  Apothecary, 


AucB,  Valentine's  Sister. 

Cellide,  lelitved  by  Valentine,  in  love  with 

Francis. 
Mary,  Niece  to  Valentine  and  Alice,  in  love 

with  Monsieur  Thoma$. 
Dorothea,  Momieur  Thomas's  Sister. 
Abbess,  Maids,  SfC, 


SCENE,  England. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Alice  and  Valentine. 

Alice.  TTOW  dearly  welcome  yuu  are ! 

^•*-     Vol.  I  tnow  it ; 
And,  my  best  sister,  you  as  dear  to  my  sight, 
And  pray  let  tiiis  confirm  it :  How  youVe 
govern'd  [vants, 

My  poor  state  in  ray  absence,  how  my  ser^ 
I  dare  and  must  believe,  (else  I  should 

wrong  ye) 
The  best  and  worthiest. 

Alice.  As  my  woman's  wit,  sir, 
Which  is  but  weak  and  crazy. 

Val,  But,  good  Alice, 
Tell  me  how  fares  the  gentle  Cellide, 
The  life  of  my  affection,  since  my  travel. 
My  long  and  lazy  travel  ?  Is  her  love  still 
Upon  the  growing  hand?  does  it  not  stop 
And  wither  at  my  years?  has  she  not  viewed 
And  entertain*d  some  younger  sm9oth  be- 
haviour, 
Some  youttibut  in  his  blossom,  as  herself  is? 
^There  lie  my  fears. 

Alice.  Tliey  need  not ;  for,  believe  me. 
So  well  you've  managed  her,  and  won  her 
mind,  [ripeness, 

^v'u  from  her  hours  of  childhood  to  this 

L 


(And,  in  your  absence,  that  by  me  enforc*d 

still) 
So  well  distiird  your  gentleness  into  hcr» 
Observed  her,  fed  her  fancy,  liv'd  still  in  her. 
And,  tho'  Love  be  a  boy,  and  ever  youthful. 
And  young  and  beauteous  objects  ever  aim'd 

at,  [Nature, 

Yet  here  you've  gone  beyond  Love,  better'd 
Made  him  appearin  years,  in  grey  years  fiery, 
His  bow  at  full  bent  ever.  Fear  not,  brother ; 
For  tho'  your  body  has  been  far  off  from  her,* 
Yet  every  hour  your  heart,  which  is  your 

goodness,  f;too, 

I  have  forc'd  into  her,  won  a  place  prepared 
And  willingly  to  give  it  ever  harbour; 
Believe  she's  so  much  yours,  and  won  by 

miracle, 
(Which  is  by  age)  so  deep  a  stamp  set  on  her 
By  your  observances,  she  cannot  alter. 
Were  the  child  living  now^u  lost  at  sea 
Among  the  Genoa  gallies,  what  a  happiness  I 
What  a  main  blessing ! 

Val.  Oh,  no  more,  good  sister ! 
Touch  no  more  that  string,  'tis  too  harsh  and 
jarring!  [know. 

With  that  child  uU  my  hopes  went,  and,  you 
The  root  of  all  those  hopes,  the  mother  t00| 
Within  few  davs. 
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[Act  1.  Scene]. 


Alice,  *Th  too  true,  and  too  fatal; 
But  peace  be  with  tiieir  souls! 

VaL  For  her  loss, 
I  hope  the  beauteous  Ccilidc 

Alice,  You  may,  sir, 
F6r  all  filie  is,  is  yours, 

V<iL  For  tlie  poor  boy's  loss 
I've  brotighta  noble  friend  I  found  in  travel ; 
A  worthier  mind, and  a  more  temperate  spirit, 
If  I  have  90  much  judgment  to  discern  *em, 
JVIan  yet -was  never  master  of. 

Alice,  What  is  he? 

yal   A  gentleman,  I  do  assure  myself, 
And  of  a  worthy  breeding,  tho'  he  hide  it. 
I  found  him  at  Valentia,  poor  and  needy, 
Only  his  mind  the  master  of  a  treasure : 
I  sought  his  friendship,  won  him  by  much 

violence, 
Ilis  honesty  and  modesty  still  fearing 
To  tlirjist  a  charge  upon  me.  IIow  I  love  hira, 
He  shaU  now  know,  where  want  and  he  heixj- 

after  ^ 

Shall  be  no  more  companions.  Vsrt  him  nobly ; 
It  is  my  will,  good  sister;  all  I  have 
I  make  him  free  companion  in,  and  partner. 

But  only 

A  lice,  I  observe  you ;  liold  your  ri^ht  there; 
Love  and  high  rule  allow  no  rivals,  brother, 
lie  siialJ  liavc  fair  regard,  and  all  observance. 

Enter  Hylas, 

Hy!m.  You're  welcome,  noble  sir. 

Val,  What,  m«msieur  Hylas! 
I'm  glad  to  see  your  merry  l)o(ly  well  yet. 

Ht//fi8.  J'faith  you're  welcome  home!  What 
news  oeyond  seas  } 

Val.  None,  but  new  men  expected,  such  as 
you  are. 
To  breed  new  admirations.  Tis  my  sister ; 
Pray  you  know  her,  sir.  [lady.? 

tfif/iu.W itU  all  my  heart.    Your  leave, 

Alice,  You  have  it,  sir. 

Hj/lus,  A  shrewd  tinart  touch !  which  does 
prognosticate  ' 
A  body  keen  and  aetive:  Somewhat  old, 
But  that's  all  one;  age  bring:s experience 
And  knowledge  to  dispatch.  I  must  be  belter, 
And  nearer  in  my  service,  witli  your  leave,  sir, 
To  this  fair  lady. 

Val.  What*,  the  old 'Squire  of  Dames  still? 

Hylas,  Still  the  admirer  of  their  goodness. 
With  all  my  heart  now, 
I  love  a  woman  of  her  years,  a  pacer, 
That,   lay  the  bridle  on  her  neck,  will  tra- 
vel  

Forty,  and  Somewhat  fulsome,  is  a  fine  dish ; 
Tiiese  youiig  colts  are  too  skittish. 

•  Wltat,  the  old  'Squire  of  Dames  still  ?]  Alluding  to  the  squire  of  dames,  who,  in  the 
seventh  canto  of  the  Legend  of  Chastity,  in  Spenser's  Fairy  Queen,  tells  Satyrane,  that,  by 
order  of  his  mistress  Columbel,  (after  having  served  the  ladies  for  a  year)  he  was  sent  out 
a  second  time,  not  to  return  till  he  could  find  three  hundred  women  incapable  of  yielding 
to  any  temptation.         R, 

«  A  happy  stock  you  hare,  &c."|  This  is  ma<le  a  continuation  of  Valentine's  speech,  by  an 
omission  of  Hylas's  name,  in  the  former  editions.        Sevard, 


Enter  Mart/, 
Alice,  My  cousin  Mary, 
In  all  her  joy,  sir,  to  congratulate 
Your  fair  return. 

Val.  My  loving  and  kind  cousin, 
A  thousand  welcomes! 

Mary.  A  thousand  thanks  toHeav'n,  sir. 
For  your  safe  voyage,  and  return ! 

Val,  I  thank  you.  fness 
But  where  s  my  blessetl  Cellide?  Her  slack- 
In  visitation 

Mafy.  Think  not  so,  dear  uncle ; 
I  left  her  on  her  knees,  thanking  the  gods 
Witli  tears  and  prayers, 

Val.  You  have  given  me  too  much  comfort.* 
Mary,  She  will  not  be  long  from  you. 
Hylas.  Your  fair  cousin  ?  [sir, 

Val.  It  is  so,  and  a  bait  you  cannot  balk. 
If  your  old  rule  reign  in  you.     You  may 
know  her. 
Hykts,  A  happy  stock  you  have*.     Right 
worthy  lady, 
The  poorest  of  your  servants  vows  his  duty 
And  oblig'd  faith. 

Mary.  Oh,  'tis  a  kiss  you  would,  sir  ; 
Take  it,  and  tie  your  tongue  up, 

Hylas.  I'm  an  ass, 
I  do  perceive  now,  a  blind  ass,  a  blockhead  ; 
For  this  is  handsomeness,  tliis  that  that  draws 

us,  [head,  ' 

Body  and  bones.   Oh,  what  a  mounted  fore- 
Whsk  eyes  and  lips,  what  every  thing  about 
her!  [bears 

How  like  a  swan  she  swims  her  pace,  and 
Her  silver  breasts !  This  is  the  woman,  she, 
Aud  only  she,  that  I  will  so  much  honour 
As  to  think  wortJiy  of  my  love ;  all  older  idols 
I  heartily  abhor,  and  give  to  gunpowder. 
And  all  complexions  besides  hers,  to  gypsies. 

Enter  Francis  at  one  door,  and  Cellide  at 
another, 

Val.  Oh,  my  dear  life,  my  better  heart ! 
all  dangers, 
Distresses  in  my  travel,  all  misfortunes. 
Had  tljey  b<cn  endless  like  the  hour** upon  me. 
In  this  kiss  had  been  buried  in  oblivion. 
How  happy  have  you  made  me,  truly  h«ppy  ! 

Ccl,  My  joy  has  so  much  over-master'd  me. 
That,  ill  my  tears  for  your  return 

Val.  Oh,  dearest! 
My  noble  friend  too?  What  a  blessednefis 
Have  I  about  me  now !  how  full  my  wishes 
Are  come  again  j    A  thousand  hearty  wel- 
comes 
I  once  more  l»y  upon  you  !  All  I  have. 
The  fair  and  liberal  use  of  all  my  servants 
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Act  1.  Scenes] 

To  be  at  your  command^  aad  all  the  uses 
Of  all  within  my  power. 

Fran.  You're  too  munificent ; 
Nor  am  1  able  to  conceive  those  thanks, 
sir 

VaL  You  wroag  my  tender  love  now,  even 
ray  service ; 
Nothing  excepted  ^,  nothing  stuck  between  us 
And  our  entire  affections,  but  tliis  woman; 
This  I  beseech  ye,  friund 

Fran,  {t  is  a  jewel, 
I  do  confess,  would  make  a  thief,  but  never 
Of  him  that's  so  much  yours,  aad  bound 

youf  servant : 
That  were  a  base  ingratitude. 

f^.  You're  noble !  [sir ; 

*Pray  be  acquaiuted  with  her.  Keep  your  way. 
My  cousin,  and  my  sieter. 

Alice.  You*re  most  welcome.  [sir, 

Mary.  If  any  thini;  in  our  p09r  pow'rs,  fair 
To  render  you  content,  nnd  liberal  welcome. 
May  but  appear,  commajid  it. 

Alice,  Yt>u  shall  find  us 
Happy  in  our  i)crfurmance. 

Frftn,  The  poor  servant 
Of  buth  your  goodnesses  presents  his  service. 

VaL  Come,  no  mure  compliment ;  custom 
has  made  it 
Dull,  old,  and  tedious:    Ydu  are  once  more 

welcome 
As  your  own  thoughts  can  make  ye,  and  the 

san>c  evert 
And  so  we'll  in  to  ratify  it. 

Hi/fat.  Hark  ye,  Valentine : . 
Is  VVild-Oats  yet  come  ovec? 

VaL  Yes,  with  me,  sir. 

Mury.  How  does  he  bear  himself  } 

VaL  A  great  deal  better.  [well. 

Why  do  you  blush?   Tlie  gentleman  will  do 

Mar  if.  I  should  be  glad  on*t,  sir. 

VaL  How  docs  his  father? 

IFifhs.  As  mad  a  worm  as  e'er  he  was. 

3  VaL  Ye  trtrang  my  tender  love  nrno^  even  mi/  tervice, 
Nothing  accepted,  notftiug  stuck  between  its 

And  out  entire  alf'eclions,  but  this  wo^nan.]  The  first  line  is  very  obscure :  Whoever 
considers  tlie  turn  of  the  period  will  see  that  it  is  not  to  be  joined  with  the  second,  as  if  his 
niodfsty  would  not  accept  his  service.  It  is  evid:5nt  that  the  word  accepted  is  a  corruption, 
and  should  heescepted.  There  arc  two  ways  of  salvina  the  difficulty  of  the  first  line  ;  either 
by  Fjiiikin*  it  no  more  than  sayiu'j;,  *  Ye  wrong  wiy  rentier  love  and  service.'  But  then  the 
enhancing  particle  even  is  superOnous.  1  tlicrt-.-'ore  tur\\  this  particle  into  a  verb,  and  read, 
<  Ye  wron^  niy  tender  hive  now.  Even  my  service, 
*  Nothing  excepted,  &c.* 
i.  e.  *  Yo'i  shnll  be  served  e<]ual  with  myself;  or  expect  a  service  equal  to  that  which  is 
*  payed  to  mc.*  The  expression  is,  I  allovv,  obscure ;  but  the  best  poets  are  not  always  free 
frosn  obscurity:  brevity  istlic  soul  of  poetry,  but  it  often  beget*  ditiiculties  of  construction. 

/  Seward. 

T!ic  chan2;e  a^ ncct i)ted  to  excepted  is  admissible :  but  the  conversion  of  tlie/wir</c/c  into- 
ft  Tserb,  to..'.i*tlier  with  the  new  punctuation,  is  uncouth  and  almost  unintelligible. 

*  J) 'I  pjita,  rchce  ]  The  expression  D«  cut  a  zi^.'iee  occurs  in  The  Custom  of  the  Country; 
upon  which  we  huvc  siiid  (note  18)  that »  wo  were  AS^^uicd  it  was  not  Welch,'  as  Theobald 
had  asserted,  thous^h  without  declaring  its  bignilicution.  The  genuine  Welch,  of  which  this 
is  u  vitiation,  is,  Duia  cadw  cfiwi,  God  blei»s  ur  preserve  you.  Duto  cadw  ni  is,  God  bless 
or  prei^erve  us. 
^  Vulctote.]  A  corruption  of  voila  tout  f 


VaL  Ilook'dfor't: 
Shall  we  enjoy  your  company? 

Ht/!as.  ril  wait  on  ye : 
Only  a  thought  or  two. 
i^aL  We  bar  all  prayers. 

[ilxeuni  all  but  Hi/las. 

Hj/las,  This  last  wench !  ay,  this  lust  wench 

was  a  fair  one,. 

A  dainty  wench,  a  right  one !  A  devil  take  it. 

What  do  I  ail  ?  to  have  fifteen  now  in  liking ! 

Enough,  a  man   would  think,  to  stay  my 

stomiich  :  [thoughts  ? 

But  what*s  fifteen,  or  fifteen  score,  to  my 

And  wherefore  are  mine  eyes  made,  and  have 

lights. 
But  to  encrease  my  objects  ?  This  last  wench 
Sticks  plat;uy  close  unto  me;  a-hundred  pound 
I  were  as  close  to  her!  If  I  lov'd  now. 
As  many  foolish  men  do,  I  should  run  mad. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Sebastian  and  Launeelot, 
Seb.  Sirrah,  no  more  f  )f  y  pur  French  stirugs, 
I  advise  you ! 
If  you  be  lonsy,  shift  yourself. 

Laun.  May  it  please  your  worship——- 
Seb.  Only  to  see  my  son ;  my  son,  good 
Launcelot; 
Your  master  and  my  son  !  Body  o'  me,  sir, 
Nfo  money,  no  more  niojiey,  monsieur  Laun- 
celot, 
Not  a  denier,  sweet  signior !  Bring  the  person, 
The  person  of  my  boy,  my  boy  Tom,  Mon- 
sieur Thomas, 
Or  get  you  gone  aijain !  Du  sata  whee  *,  sir ! 
Batsa  mi  cu,  good  Launcelot  I  vaietoteg  i 
My  boy  or  nothing ! 

Ijmn.  Then  to  answer  punctually. 
Seb.  I  say,  to  th'  purpose ; 
Laun.  Then  I  say  to  th'  purpose ; 
Decaubc  your  worbhip's  vulgar  understaudius 
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[Ac^  1.  Scene  fL 


May  meet  me  at  the  nearest:  Your  son,  my 

master,  [him) 

Or  Monsieur  Thomas,  (for  so  his  travel  stiles 

Thro'  many  foreign  plots  that  virtue  meets 

with, 
And  dangers  (I  beseech  you  give  attention) 
Is  at  the  last  arriv'd,  .    [ly) 

To  ask  your  (as  the  Frenchman  calls  it  sweet- 
Benediction  dejour  en  jour, 

Seb,  Sirrah,  don't  conjure  me  with  your 

French  furies  •. 
Laun,  Che  ditVa  Wtt,  monsieur  ? 
Stb.  Che  doga  vuUy  rascal  !  fpluinly, 

Leave  mc  your  rotten  language,  and  tell  me 
And  quickly,  sirrali,  lest  I  crack  your  French 
crown,  [tain'd 

What  your  good  master  means.  I  have  main- 
You  and  your  Monsieur,  as  I  take  it,  Laun- 
celot,  [jours  / 

These  two  years  at  your  ditty  voux,  your 
Jour  me  no  more;  for  not  another  penny 
Shall  pass  my  purse. 

Laun.  Your  worship  is  erroneous; 
For,  as  I  told  you,  your  son  Tom,  or  Thomas, 
My  master  and  your  son,  is  now  arriv'd 
To  ask  you  (as  our  language  bears  it  nearest) 
•  Your  quotidian  blessing;  and  here  be  is  in 
person. 

Enter  Thomas*. 
ISeb,  What,  Tom,  boy  !  welcome  with  all 
my  heart,  boy ! 
Welcome,  Yaith !  thoo  hast  gladded  mc  at 

soul,  boy ! 
Infioite'gladlam.  I  have  pray*d  too,  Thomas, 
For  you,  wild  Tliomas.      Tom,  I  thank  thee 
For  coming  home.  [heartily 

Tho,  Sir,  I  do  find  your  prayers 

Have  much  prevailed  above  cay  sins- 

iS>6.  Hows  this?  fnideness, 

Tho.  Else  certain  I  had  perish  a  with  my 
Ere  I  had  won  myself  to  that  discretion 
I  hope  you  slialt  liercafter  find. 


Seb.  Humh,  humh !  [spoil'cf. 

Discretion?    Is  it  come  to  that?  the  boy>. 

Tho.  Sirrah,  you  rogue,  look  for't !  for  I 
will  make  thee 
Ten  times  more  miserable  than  thou  thought'st 

thyself 
Before  thou  travell'dst :  Thou  bast  told  mj 

father 
(I  know  it,  and  I  find  it)  all  my  rogueries. 
By  mei^  way  of  prevention,  to  undo  me. 

Laun,  Sir,  as  I  speak  eight  languages,  I  only 
Told  him  you  came  to  ask  his  benediction, 
Dejour  en  jour  ! 

U'ho.  But  that  I  must  be  civil, 
I'd  beat  thee  like  a  dog. — Sir,  howsoever 
The  tin?c  I  have  mispent,  may  make  you* 

doubtful,  [sion 

Nay,  harden  your  belief  'gainst  my  convcr- 

8eb,  A  pox  o'  travel,  I  say ! 

Tho.  Yet,  dear  father, 
Your  own  experience  in  my  after-courses — 

Enter  Dorothea. 
Seb.  Prithee  no  more ;  'tis  scurvy !  There's 

thy  sister.  [picks  ; 

Undone,  without  redemption!  he  eats  with 
Utterly  spoil'd,  his  spirit  baffled  in  him  ! 
How  have  I  sin'd,  that  this  affliction 
Should  light  so  heavy  on  me  ?  I've  do  mord 

sons,  [nature 

And  tliis  no  more  mine  own;  no  spark  «4 
Allows  him  mine  now ;  he*s  ^owp  tame.  My 

grand  curse 
Hang  o'er  his  head  that  thus  transformed 

tliee  !  Travel !  \sieur  .'— 

I'll  send  my  horse  to  travel  next! — We  Man" 
Now  wilt  my  most  canonical  dear  neighbours 
Say,  I  have  found  my  son,  and  rejoice  with  me. 
Because  he  has  mew'd  his  mad  tricks  off. 

I  know  not,  [tleman. 

But  I  am  sure  this  Monsieur,  this  fine  gco- 
Will  never  be  in  my  books,]ikc  mad  Thomas?. 


•  Don^t  conjure  me  mlhyour  French  furies.]  The  old  ihan  not  understanding  the  expres- 
sion dejour  en  jmtr,  repeats  the  English  words  that  are  nearest  it* in  sound;  and  in  the  old 
quarto  of  this  play,  it  is  hard  to  distiuguish  whether  the  last  word  be  juries  or  Juries :  I 
prefer  the  former,  and  think  the  similitude  of  sounds  more  in  character  than  any  allusion 
oetween  the /ttW«  and  conjuration,        Seward. 

Furies  is  the  visibU  lection  of  the  old  quarto,  and  every  edition  prior  to  Mr.  Seward's ;  it  is 
also  i^ood  sense  and  natural ;  andco^ijure  me  is  plav  enough  uponLauncelot'si/ejour  en  jour. 

7  Will  never  be  in  my  books,  lik^  wad  Thomas.]  In  Shakespeare's  Much  Ado  about  No* 
thing  this  expression  occurs : 

'  I  see,  lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your  books;* 
upon  which  Dr.  Johnson  and  Mr.  Steevcns  have  thus  commented: 

*This  is  a  phrase  used,  I  believe,  by. more  than  understand  it.  To  be  in  one's  books  is  Ut  be 
*  in  one*s  codicils  or  will,  to  be  amongfriends  set  down  for  legacies.*        Johnson. 

I  rather  think  that  the  books  alluded  to  are  memorandum  books,  like  the  visiting-books 
of  the  present  age. 

Such  another  expression  occurs  in  Middleton's  Comedy  of  Blurt  Master  Constable,  ].601{: 

*  I'd  scratch  her  eyes  out,  if  my  man  stood  in  her  tables,* 
Again,  in  Shirley's  School  of  Compliment,  1637 : 

*  There's  a  man  in  her  tables  more  than  I  look'd  for.' 
Hamlet  9Ays, 

' My  tables,  meet  it  is  I  set  it  down * 

when  he  pulls  out  his  poc/cW-6&oA.  Probably 


^ct  l.Scened.] 

I  inast  go  seek  an  heir;  for  my  inheritHnce 
Mast  not  turn  secretarj.    mj  name  and 
quality  fmadness : 

flare  kept  my  land  three  hundrea  years  in 
An  it  slip  now,  raay't  sink !  [Exit. 

Tho,  Excellent  sister^  [father  ? 

I'm  ^lad  to  see  thee  well— But  where'e  my 

Dor,  Gone  discontent,  it  seems. 

JluK  He  did  ill  in  it,      ' 

As  be  does  all ;  for  I  was  uttering       [dying 

A  handsome  speech  or  two,  I  have  been  stu- 

E'er  since  I  came  from  Paris.    IIow  glad  to 

sec  thee !  [love  too, 

Dor.  I'm  gladder  to  see  you  (with  move 
I  dare  maintain  it)  than  my  lather's  sorry 
To  see  (as  he  sapposes)  your  conversion  ; 
And  i  am  sure  he  s  vex'd ;  nay  more,  I  know 
it;  [sir, 

Ti'bas  pray'd  against  it  mainly :  But  it  appears, 
You'd  rather  blind  him  with  that  poor  opinion 
Than  in  yourself  correct  it.  Dearest  brother, 
Since  there  is  in  our  uniform  resemblance 
No  more  to  make  us  two  but  our  bare  sexes, 
And  since  one  happy  birth  produc'd  us  hither, 
Let  one  more  happy  mind 

J%o.  It  shall  be,  sister; 
For  I  can  do  it  when  I  list,  and  yet,  wench, 
Be  mad  too  when  I  please ;  I  have  the  trick 
I3eware  a  traveller.  [ou't: 

Dor.  Ijeave  that  trick  too. 

f*ho.  Not  for  the  world.    But  where's  my 
mistress^?  [her. 

And  prithee  say  how  does  she?  I  melt  to  see 
And  presently:  I  must  awny. 

Dor.  Then  do  so. 
For  o*  my  faith  she  will  not  see  you,  brother 

Tho.  Not  see  me?  HI 

Dor,  Now  you  play  your  true  self; 
How  would  my  father  love  this  !  i*il  assure 
you  [loudly) 

She  will  not  see  you ;  she  lias  heard  (and 
The  gambols  that  you  piaj^'d  since  your  de- 
parture, [chiefs, 
In  every  town  you  came,-  your  several  mis- 
Your   rouses  and  your  wenches;  all  your 

quarrels, 
And  the  no-causes  of  'em;  these,  I  take  it, 
Altho'  she  love  you  well,  to  modest  ears, 
To  one  that  waited  for  your  reformatiou. 
To  which  end  travel  w;is  propounded  by  her 

uncle, 
Must  needs,  and  reason  for  it,  be  examin*d. 
And  by  her  modesty ;  and  fenr'd  too  light  too, 
To  tile  with  her  affections :  You  have  lost  her, 
For  any  tiling  I  ste,  exilM  yourself. 

Tho,  No  more  of  that,  tweet  Doll;  I  will 
be  civil. 
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Dor.  Buthow^oug?  [ri^it? 

77io,  Wouldst  thou  have  meloscmy  birth<* 
For  yond  old  thing  will  disinherit  me, 
If  I  grow  too  demure.    Good  sweet  DoU, 

prithee, 
Prithee,  dear  sister,  let  me  see  her ! 

Dor,  No. 

7*Ao.  Nay,  I  beseech  thee.   Bythislight-* 

Ditr.  Ay,  swagger. 

Tho.  Kiss  me,  and  be  my  friend ;  we  two 
wen?  twins, 
And  shall  we  now  grow  strangers  ? 

Dor.  Tis  not  ray  fault. 

Tho,  Well,  tiiere  be  other  women;  and 
remember  you,  [lauds  to<^ 

You  Tvere  the  cause  of  this ;  there  be  more 
And  Ijetter  people  in  'em;  fare  ye  well ! 
And  other  loves.  What  shall  become  of  me. 
And  of  my  vanities,  because  they  grieve  you  ? 

Dor.  Come  hither,  come;  d'  you  see  that 
cloud  that  flies  there  ? 
So  light  are  you,  and  blown  with  every  fan- 
cy [vil? 
Will  you  but  make  me  hope  you  may  be  ci- 
I  know  your  nature's  sweet  enough,  and  ten- 
der, ^                                        [mistress  ? 
Not  grate'd  on,  nor  curb'd :  D'you  love  your 

TSo.  He  lies  that  says  I  do  not. 

Dor,  Would  you  see  her  ? 

Tho.  If  you  please,  for  it  must  be  so* 

Dor.  Ayd  appear  to  her 
A  thing  to  be  oelov'd  ? 

Tho.  Yes. 

Dor.  Change  then 
A  little  of  your  wildness  into  wisdom, 
And  put  on  a  mure  smoothness. 
I'll  do  the  besti  can  to  help  you ;  yet 
I  do  protest  she  swore,  and  swore  Jt  deeply, 
8he  would  ne'er  see  you  more.  Where's  your 

man's  heart  now? 
What,  do  you  faint  at  this  ? 

Tho.  She  is  a  woman :  / 

But  he  she  entertains  next  for  a  servant^ 
I  stmll  be  bold  to  quarter ! 

Dor.  No  thought  of  fighting.  [rul'd^ 

Go  in,  and  there  we'll  ulk  more;  be  but 

And  what  lies  in  my  pQ^er,  ye  shall  be  sure 

of.  -  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Alice  and  Mary, 

Alice.  He  cannot  be  so  wild  still  2 

iflary,  Tis  most  certain ; 
I've  now  heard  all,  and  all  the  trutli. 

Alice,  Grant  all  Uiat ; 
Is  be  the  first  that  has  beea  giv'n  a  lost  man. 


Probably  the  pbrane  was  originally  adopted  from  the  tradesman's  language.  *  To  be  in 
tradtsman*t  booh '  might  formerly  have  been  an  expression  in  common  conversation  foi* 
•  trvtt  of  any  other  kind.        Seward. 

*  Not  for  the  world.  But  whereas  my  miitre$s,'\  This  line  halting  a  little,  Mr.  Seward,  with 
admirable  pr«cisioD|  reads; 

Not  for  the  world ;  but  where't  my  msteroi  f  ^ 
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•And  yet  come  fairlj  home  ?  He^s  young  and 

tender, 
And  fit  for  that  impression  yoar  affections 
Shall  stamp  upon  him.  Age  brings  on  discre- 
tion ;  [sess  him 
A  ^ar  hence,  these  mad  toys  that  now  pes- 
Will  siiew  like  bugbears  to  him,  shapes  to 

fright  him ; 
Marriage  dissolves  all  these  like  mistSb 

Mary.  ThfiyVe  grounded 
Hereditary  in  him,  from  his  father, 
And  to  his  pave  they'll  (launt  him. 

Alice.  'Tis  your  fear, 
Which  is  a  wise  part  in  you ;  yet  your  love, 
However  yo«i  may  s^em  to  lessen  it 
With  these  dislikes,  and  choak  it  with  tliese 
errors,  [him : 

Do  what  you  can,  will  break  out  to  excuse 
\You  have  him  in  your  heart,  and  planted, 
cousin,  [cretion, 

From  whence  the  power  of  reason,  nor  dhs- 
Can  ever  root  him. 

Mary,  Planted  in  my  heart,  aunt  ? 
Believe  it,  no ;  1  never  was  so  lit)era!. 
What  tho'  he  sheAv  a  so-so-conicly  fellow, 
Which  we  call  pretty,  or  say  it  may  be  hand- 
some; 
What  tho*  his  proroifes  may  stumble  at 
The  power  of  goodness  in  him,  sometimes 

use  too 

Alice.  How  willingly  thy  heart  betrays 

thee!  Cousin,       *  (power 

Cozen  thyself  no  more:  Th*  hast  rto  more 

To  leave  off  loving  him,  than  he  that's  thirsty 

lias  to  abstain  from  drink  standing  before 

him. 
His  miud  is  not  so  monstrous ;  for  his  shape, 
If  I  have  eyes,  I  have  not  seen  his  better; 

A  handsome  brown  complexion 

Mary.  Reasonable, 
Inclining  to  a  tawny. 

^/*V«."Had  I  said  so 
You  would  have  wish'd  my  tongue  out.   Then 

his  making 

Mary.  Which  may  be  mended ;  I  have  seen 
legs  straitfhtcr,  * 
And  cleaner  made. 

Alice,  A  body^too 

Mary,  Far  ntatcr, 
And  better  set  together. 

j4/if€.  God  forgive  thee !  [ly. 

For'  gainst  thy  conscience  thou  liest  stubburn- 

Mury.  t  grant  'tis  neat  enough, 

Alice.  Tih  excellent;  [lovely, 

And  where  the  outward  parts  are  fair  and 

(Which  are  but  moulds  o'  th'raind)  what 

mast  the  soul  be? 
Put  case  youth  has  his  swinjr,  and  fiery  nature 
Flames  to  mad  uses  many  limes 


Mary,  All  this 
You  only  use  to  make  me  say  I  lore  him : 
I  do  confess  I  do ;  but  that  mv  fondness 
Should  'ding  itsdf  upon  his  desperate  fol" 

Alice,  I  do  not  counsel  that;  see  him  re- 
claimed first. 
Which  will  not  prove  a  miracle :  Yet,  Mary, 
I  am  afraid  'twill  vex  thee  lM>rribly 
To  stay  so  long. 

Mary,  No,  no,  aunt;  no,  believe  me. 
Alice,  What  was  your  dream  to-ni^ht*? 
for  I  observed  you  [Tom  !  * 

Hogising  of  me,  witli,  *  Good,  dear,  sweet 
Mary.  Fy,  aunt! 

Upon  my  conscieuce 

Alice.  On  my  word  'tis  trne,  wench. 
And  then  you  kiss*d  me,  Mary,  more  than 

once  too. 
And  sigh'd,  and   'Oh,  sweet  Tom'!    again. 

Kay,  do  not  blush; 
You  have  it  at  the  hearty  weoch. 

Mary.  I'll  be  hang'd  first ; 
But  yuu  must  have  your  way. 

Enter  Dorothea, 
Alice.  And  so  will  you  too. 
Or  break  down  liedges  for  it.    Dorothea  I 
The  wclcom'st  woman  living.   liow  does  thy 
brothcr?  [man, 

I  hear  he's  turn'd  a  wondrous  civil  gentle- 
Since  his  short  travel. 

Dor,  Tray  Heav'n  hemakcit  good,  Alice. 
Mary.  How  do  you,  friend  ?  I  have  a  quar- 
rel to  you ; 
You  stole  away  and  left  my  company. 

Dor.  Oh,  pardon  me,  dear  friend  ;  it  was 
to  welcome . 
A  brother,  that  J  have  some  cause  to  love 
well.  [truth. 

Mary.  Prithee  how  is  be?  thou  speiik'st 
Dor,  Not  perfect ; 
I  hope  he  will  be. 

Mary,  Never.  IV  has  forgot  me, 
I  hear,  weuch,  and  his  hot  love  too 
Alice,  Thou  wouldst  howl  then. 
Mary,  Aud  1  am  glad  it  should  be  so : 
His  travels 
Have  yielded  him  variety  of  mistresses^ 
Fairer  in  his  eye  fnr. 
Alice,  Oh,  coj^ginp  rascal ! 
Mary,  I  was  a  foul,  but  better  thoughts, 

thank  Heav'n 

Dor.  'Pray  do  not  think  so,  for  he  loves  you 

dearly,  fyou. 

Upon  my  troth,  most  firmly;  would  fain  see 

Mary,  See  me,  friend  !  I)o  you  think  it  tit  ? 

Dor,  It  may  be. 

Without  tlie  loss  of  credit  too:  lie's  not 


9  Wmt  n  as  your  dream,  5rc.]  We  have  liad  occasion  to  observe  before,  that  Congrevew^ 
much  obliged  to  our  Authors  upon  several  occasions  ;  and  we  cannot  but  think  he  had  been 
reading  this  scene  before  he  wrote  tiie  third  scene  in  the  second  act  of  The  Old  Bat- 
chelor,  lit.  r 


Act  1.  Scene  3.] 
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n 


Such  a  prodigious  thiDg,  po  momtroufly 
To  fling  from  aU  society. 

Mary,  He's  so  much  contrary 
To  my  desires,  such  an  antipathy. 
That  I  must  sooner  see  my  grave. 

Dor.  Dear  friend, 
He  was  not  so  before  he  wen4;. 

Mary.  I  grant  it, 
For  then  I  daily  hop'd  bis  fair  conversioa. 

Alice.  Come,  do  not  mask  yourself,  biit 
see  him  freely  ; 
You  have  a  mind. 

Mary.  That  mind  1*11  master  then. 

Dor.  And  is  your  hate  so  mortal  ? 

Mary.  Not  to  his  person. 
But  to  his  qualities,  his  mad -cap  follies, 
Which  still  like  Hydra's  heads  grow  thicker 

on  him.  . 

I  have  a  credit,  friend ;  and  maids  of  my  sort 
Love  where  their  modesties  may  live  un- 
tainted. 

Dor.  I  give  up  that  hope  then ;  'Pray,  for 
vour  friend's  sake, 
If  1  have  any  interest  within  you, 
Do  but  this  courtesy,  accept  ttiis  letter. 

Mary.  From  him  ?  [ing  ; 

Dor,  The  same.  Tis  but  a  minute's  read- 
And,  as  we  look  on  shapes  of  painted  devils. 
Which  for  the  present  may  disturb  our  fancy. 
But  with  the  next  new  object  lose  'em ;  so. 
If  this  be  foul,  you  may  forget  it.     Tray ! 

Mary.  Have  you  seen  it,  friend  ? 

Dor.  1  will  not  lie,  I  have  not ; 
But  I  presume,  so  much  he  honours  you. 
The  worst  part  of  himself  was  cast  away 
When  to  his  best  part  he  writ  this. 

Mary.  For  your  sake ; 
Not  that  I  any  way  siiall  like  his  scribbling-^ 

Alice,  A  shrewd  dissembling  quean  ! 

Dor.  I  thank  you,  dear  friend. 
I  know  she  loves  him. 

Alice.  Yes,  and  will  not  lose  him. 
Unless  he  leap  into  tlie  mopn,  believe  that. 
And  then  she'll  scramble  too.  Young  wenches^ 
loves  [shift, 

Are  like  the  course  of  quartans;  they  may 
And  seem  to  cease  sometimes,  and  yet  we  see 


The  least  diltemper  pulU  *em  back  again, 
And  seats  'em  in  their  old  course :  Fear  her 
Unless  he  be  a  devil.  [not, 

Mary.  Now  Heaven  bless  me ! 

Dor.  What  has  he  writ  ? 

Mary.  Out,  out  upon  him ! 

Dor.  Ha !  what  has  the  madman  done  ? 

JVfary.  Worse,  worse,  and  worse  still ! 

Aiic£.  Some  Northern  toy,  a  little  broad* 

Mary.  Still  fouler ! 
Uev,  hev»  boys !  Goodness  keep  me !  Oh ! 

hor.  What  ail  you  ? 

Mary.  Here,  take  your  spell  figain;  it 
bums  my  fingers. 
Was  ever  lover  writ  so  6weet  a  letter, 
So  elegant  a  stile?  Tray  look  upon't; 
The  rarest  inventory  of  rank  oaths 
That  ever  cut-purse  ca^ 

Alice.  Wbat  a  mad  boy  is  this ! 

Mary.  Only  i'  th*  bottom 
A  httle  julep  gently  sprinkled  over      [ters; 
To  cool  his  mouth,  lest  it  break  out  in  blis- 
*  Indeed  law,  yours  for  ever.' 

Dor.  I  am  sorrv. 

^Lary.  You  shall  be  welcome  to  me,  comQ 
wtien  you  please. 
And  ever  may  command  me  virtuously ; 
But  for  your  i  rother,  you  must  pardon  me  : 
Till  I  am  of  his  nature,  no  access,  friend. 
No  word  of  visitation,  as  you  love  me. 
And  so  for  now  I'll  leave  you.  [ExiU 

Alife.  What  a  letter  [thunder ! 

Has  this  thing  written!  bow  it  roars  like 
With  what  a  state  he  enters  into  stile ! 
'  Dear  mistress ! ' 

Dor.  Out  upon  him,  -bedlam! 

Alice.  Well,  there  he  ways  to  reach  her 
yet:  Such  likeness 
As  you  two  carry,  methinks— • 

Dor.  I  am  mad  too, 
A  nd  yet  can  apprehend  you.     Fare  you  well ! 
The  fool  3hall  now  fish  for  himself. 

Alice.  Be  sure  then 
His  tewgh  be  tith  and  strong;  and  next,  no 

swearing ; 
He'll  catch  ho  fish  else.     Farewell,  Doll ! 

Dor.  Farewell,  Alice  !  [Exeunt. 


ACT  11. 


SCFJ^E  1. 

Enter  Valentine^  Alice,  and  Cellide. 

CeL  TNDEED  he  is  muchchang'd,extreme- 

-■-     ly  alter'd. 
His  colour  faded  strangely  too. 

Val.  The  air, 
The  sharp  and  nipping  air  of  ouf*new  climate, 
I  hope,  is  all,  which  will  as  well  restore 
To  health  again  th-  affected  body  by  it. 
And  make  it  stronger  far,  as  leave  it  danger- 
ous. 

Vol.  ir.  M 


How  does  my  sweet  ?  O  ur  blessed  hour  comes 

on  now 
Apace,  my  Cellide,  (it  knocks  at  door) 
In  which  our  loves  aiid  long  desires,  like  ri- 
Rising  asunder  far,  shall  full  together,  [vers 
Within  these  two  days,  dear 

Cel.  When  Heav'n  and  you,  sir,    fvern^d. 
Still  think  it  fit ;  for  by  your  wills  Vm  go- 

Alice.  Twere  good  some  preparation—-— 

Enter  Francis, 
VaL  AU  that  may  be ; 
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[Act  9.  Scene  9. 


Alice.  He  grtfws  fainter.  [A  vomit ; 

VaL  Come,  lead  him  in ;  he  shall  to  be^. 
I'll  have  a  vomit  for  him. 

Alice.  A  purge  first ; 
And  if  he  breath*d  a  vein — •• 

VaL  Noy  no,  no  bleeding; 
A  clyster  will  cool  all. 

CeL  Be  of  good  chear,  sir !    . 

Alice.    He's  loth  to  speak. 

CeL  How  liard  he  holds  my  hand,  aunt! 

Alice.  I  do  not  like  that  sign. 

VaL  Away  to's  chamber, 
Softly ;  he's  full  of  pain ;  be  diligent, 
With  all  the  care  ye  have.    'Would  I  had 
'sQus'd  him !  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  11. 
Enter  Dorothea  and  Thofuai. 

Dor.  Why  do  you  rail  at  me?  Do  I  dwell 
in  her, 
To  force  her  to  do  this  or  that  ?  Your  letter  ! 
A  wild-fire  on  your  letter,  your  sweet  letter ! 
You  are  so  learned  in  your  writs!  You  stanct 
now  [tippet. 

As  if  y*  had  worried  sheep.    You  must  tura 
And  suddenly,  and  truly,  and  discreetly, 
Put  on  the  shape  of  order  and  humanity. 
Or  you  must  marry  Malkyn  the  May-lady; 
You  must,  dear  brother.    Do  you  make  me 

carrier 
Of  your  confound-me's,  and  your  culverins  ? 
Am  I  a  seemly  agent  for  your  oaths  ? 
Who  would  have  writ  such  a  debosh'd • 

Tho.  Your  patience ; 
May  not  a  man  profess  his  lore  ? 

Dor.  In  blasphemies?  [devils? 

Kack  a  maid's  tender  cars  with  <iamns  and 
Out  **,  out  upon  thee ! 

Th.  How  would  you  liave  me  write  ? 
Begin  with '  My  love  premised ;  surely, 
*  And  by  my  truly,  mistress?' 

Dor,  Take  your  own  course, 
For  I  see  all  persuasion's  lost  upon  you, 
Humanity  all  drown'd :  From  this  h6ur  fairly 
ril  wash  my  hands  of  all  you  do.     Farewell, 

Tho,  Thou  art  not  mad  ?  [sir  I 

Dor.  No ;  if  I  were,  dear  brother, 
I  would  keep  you  company.  Get  a  new  mis- 
tress, [oaths 
Some  suburb  saint**,  that  sixpence  and  soi^e 
Will  draw  to  parley ;  carouse  her  health  in 
cans  [beauty ; 
And  candles*  ends",  ancf  quarrel  for  her 

'•  Tho.  Out,  out  vpon  thee!']  Tliis  seenis  the  conclusion  of  Dorothea's  speech,  notthe  be- 
ginning of  Thomas's,  whose  stile  widely  differs  from  |:his.         SewartL 
**  Some  suburb  saint f  that  sixpence  and  $oine  o\,\\m 

Will  draw  to  parley.]  The  necessity  of  reading  oaths  here  instead  of  oth/ert  is  too  evident 
to  need  a  proof.     The  mistake  probably  arose  from  spelliiig  oaths  with  ai^  othes^  which  I 
have  often  met  with  in  our  Authors,  and  in  other  writings  of  ^hcirage.        Seward. 
i«  Carouse  her  health  iu  cam 

And  candles'  ends.] 

*  To  drink  off  candles*  ends  for  flap-dragons,' 
is  one  of  the  qualifications  which  Falstaff  assigns  tor  Prince  Henry'';i  love  for  Poins.  It  seems 

■'  '  '  '         to 


It  shall  be  no  blind  wedding:  And  all  the  joy 
Of  all  our  friends,  I  hope.    He  looks  worse 
hourly :  [coldly ; 

How  does  my  friend  ?  myself?  He  sweats  too 
His  pulse,  like  the  slow  dropping  of  a  spout. 
Scarce  gives  his  function.     How  is't,  man  ? 

Alas,  sir, 
You  look  extreme  ill  t  Is  it  any  old  grief. 
The  weight  of  which— — 

Fran.  None,  gentle  sir,  that  I  feel ; 
Your  love  is  too,  too  tender.    Nay,  l>elieve, 
sir—  [health : 

CeL  You  cannot  be  the  master  of  your 
Either  some  fever  lies  in  wait  to  catch  you, 
^  Whose  harbingers  already  in  your  face 
We  see  preparing,  or  some  discontent, 
Which,  if  it  lie  in  this  house,  (I  dare  say. 
Both  for  this  noble  gentleman,  and  all 
That  live  within  it)  shall  as  readily        [en'd. 
Be  purg'd  away,  and  with  as  much  care  soft- 
And  where  the  cause  is 

Fran.  I'is  a  joy  to  be  ill. 
Where  such  a  virtuous  fair  physician 
Is  ready  to  relieve  :  Your  noble  cares 
1  must,  and  ever  shall,  be  thankful  for ; 
And  would  my  service—  (I  dare  not  look  upon 

her) — 
But  be  not  fearful ;  I  feel  nothing  dangerous; 
A  grudging,  caus'd  by  th'  alteration 
Of  air,  may   hang  upon  me :  My  heart's 
I  would  it  were ! [whole. — 

VaL  I  knew  the  cause  to  be  so. 

Fran.  No,  you  shall  never  know  it. 

Alic^.  Some  warm  broths, 
To  purge  the  blood,  and  keep  your  bcjd  a  day, 
And  sweat  it  out.  [sn-, 

Cc/.  I  have  such  cordials. 
That,  if  you  will  but  promise  me  to  take 'cm. 
Indeed  you  shall  be  well,  and  very  quickly. 
3'il  be  your  doctor;  you  shall  sec  how  finely 
I'll  fetch  you  up  agam. 

VaL  He  sweats  extremely ;  [now. 

Hot,  very  hot:  His  pulse  beats  like  a  drum 
Feel,  sister,  feel !  feel,  swrct ! 

Fran.  How  that  touch  stung  me  ! 

VaL  My  gown  there ! 

CeL  And  those  juleps  in  the  window ! 

Alice.  Some  see  his  bed  made. 

VaL  This  is  most  unhappy ! 
Take  courage,  man  )  'tis  notiiing  but  an  ague. 

CeL  And  this  shall  be  tiie  last  fit. 

Fra7i.  Not  by  thousands ! 
tSow  what  'tis  to  be  truly  miserable, 
1  feel  at  full  experience. 


Act  fi.  Scene  l2i] 
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Sncb  a  sweetheart  mnst  serve  yoar  turn: 

Yoor  old  love 
Releases  you  of  all  your  ties,  disclaims  yoo^ 
And  utterly  abjures  your  memory, 
^'ill  time  has  better  maimg'd  you.   Will  you 

com  mand  me 

Tho.  What,  bobb'd  of  all  sides? 
Dor,  Any  worthy  service 
Unto  my  father,  sir,  chut  I  may  tell  him, 
£ven  to  his  peace  of  heart,  aud  much  re- 
joicing, 
You  are  liis  true  son  Tom  still  ?  Will  it  please 

you 
To  beat  some  half-a-dozen  of  his  servants 

prcjjently,' 
That  I  may  testify  you  have  brought  the 

same  fuith 
tJnblemish*d  horoe^  you  carried  out?  Or,  if  it 

like  you. 
There  he  two  chambermaids  within,  young 

weHrhcs, 
Handsome,  and  apt  for  enercise  x  You  have 

been  good,  sir, 
And  charitable,  tho*  I  say  it,  signior. 
To  buch  poor  orphans.   And  now,  by  tb'  way, 

I  think  on*t. 
Your  young  rear-admiral,  I  mean  your  last 

binstard,  fmaid, 

Don  John,  you  had  by  lady  Blanch  the  dairy- 
Is  by  an  academy  of  learned  gypsies, 
Foreseeing  some  strange  wonder  m  the  infant, 
fitol'a  from  the  nurse,  and  wanders  with  those 

prophets.  -  [sir, 

There  is  plate  in  the  parlour,  and  good  store, 
When  you  wajit^s,  shall  supply  it.    So  most 

humbly  [sir ! 

(First  rendVing  my  due  service)  I  take  feuve, 

Tho.  Why,  D.^ll !  why,  Doll,  I  say !  My 

letter  fubb'd  too, 
And  no  access  without  I  mend  my  manners? 
All  mv  designs  in  limbo  ?  I  will  have  her, 
Yes,  I  will  have  her,  tho'  the  devil  roar, 
I*am  rcsolv'd  ttmt,  if  slie  Hve  above  ground. 
I'll  not  be  bobb'd  i'  th'  no«vc  with  every  boli- 
I  will  l)e  civil  too,  now  J  think  better,  [tail. 
Exreedin*;  civil,  wondrous  finely  carried; 
And  yet  be  mad  upon  occasion, 
And  stark  mad  too,  and  save  my  land :  My 

father, 
ril  have  my  will  of  him,  howe'er  my  wench 

goes.  [EiiL 


Enter  Sehattian  and  Launcetot* 
Seb.  Sirrah,  I  say  still  you  have  spoil'd 
your  master :  Leave  your  stitches  ^ ! , 
I  say,  thou  hast  spoil'd  thy  master. 
Laun.  I  say,  how,  sir  ? 
Seb.  Marry,  th'  hast  taught  him,  like  ao 
arrant  rascal, 
First,  to  read  perfectly,  which  no  my  blessing 
I  waru'd  him  from ;  for  I  knew  if  he  read 

once, 
lie  was  a  lost  man.  Secondly,  Sir  Launcelot, 
Sir  lowsy  Launcelot,  you  have  suffered  him, 
Against  my  power  first,  then  against  my  pre- 
cept, [pany> 
To  keep  that  simpering  sort  of  people  com- 
That  soler  men  call  dvil:  Mark  you  that, 
Laun.  An't  please  your  worship-- —  [sir? 
SeL  It  does  not  please  my  worships 
Nor  shall  not  please  my  worship  !  Third  and 
.    lastly,                                        [thee  for. 
Which,  if  the  law  were  here,  I  Would  hang 
(However,  I  will  lame  thee)  like  a  villain^ 
Thou  hast  wrought  him 
Clean  to  forget  what  'tis  to  do  a  mischief, 
A  handsome  mischief,  such  as  thou  knew'st 
I  lov'd  well.                                 [sour'd^ 
My  servants  all  are  sound  now,  my  drink 
Not  a  horse  pawn'd,  nor  play*d  away ;  no 
Come  for  the  breach  of  peace;     [warrants 
Men  travel  with  their  money,  and  nothing 

meets  'em. 
I  was  accurs'd  to  send  thee  I  thou  wert  ever 
Lcaninfi>  to  la/iness,  and  loss  of  spirit; 
Thou  siept'st  still  like  a  cork  upon  the  water* 
Laun.  Your  worship  knows,  I  ever  was 
accounted  [membet*. 

Hie  most  debosh'd — And,  please  you  to  re- 
(Kvery  day  drunk  too,  for  your  worship's  cr*- 
I  broke  tlie  butler's  head  too.  [dit) 

Seb.  No,  base  pal  Hard  *s,  [beaten, 

I  do  remember  yet  that  (mslaught ;  thou  wast 
And  fled*st  before  the  butler,  a  black  jack 
Flaying  upon  thee  furiously;  I  saw  it; 
I  saw  thee  soatter'd,  rogue.  Behold  thy  master ! 

f^uter  ThomoMf  with  a  book, 
Tho.  What  sweet  content  dwells  here  ! 
Laun.  Put  up  your  book,  sir ; 
We  are  all  undone  else. 
Seb.  Tom,  when  is  the  horse-race  ? 
Tho.  i  know  not,  sir. 
Stb.  You  will  be  there  ? 


to  have  been  a  cant  phrase  amongst  drinkers,  which  hitherto  has  not  been  satisfactorily 
explained.  The  only  illustration  we  can  give  of  it,  is  that  quoted  by  >fr.  Steevens,  from 
Kash,  iu  Pierce  Pennyless  his  Supplication  to  the  Devil,  who  advises  hard  drinkers  *  to  hava 

*  some  shoei»(r-l)ornb  to  poll  on  their  wine,  as  a  rasher  on  the  coals,  or  a  red  herriug ;  or  to 

*  btir  it  about  with  a  candle's  end,  to  make  it  taste  better,  &c.'         R. 

From  this  passage  it  should  seem  to  have  been  a  piece  of  gallantry  to  drink  off  the  liquor 
with  the  candies*  ends  iri  it ;  and  the  passage  in  Shakespeare  proves  it  was  customary  *  x» 
drink  off  candles*  ends.* 

u  When  your  wants  shall  supply  it.']  Former  editions.        Seward, 

M  Leave  ytmr  stiches.]  Probably  we  should  rea«i  speeches, 

^  JBoj^palliard.]  FalUard,  ^debauchu,  n  whore-rmstcr ;  from  the  French*    Skinner. 

Sei^ardn 
M  S 
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[Act  it.  Scene  9. 


Tho.  Not  I,  sir; 
I  have  forgot  those  journies. 

Seb.  Spoil'd  for  ever ! 
The  cocking  holds  at  Derby,  and  there  will  be 
Jack  Wild-Oats,  and  Will  Purser. 

Tho.  I  am  snrrv,  sir, 
They  should  eromoy  their  time  so  slenderly ; 
Their  understandings  will  bear  better  courses. 
Seb.  Yes,  I  will  marry  again  I — But,  Mon- 
sieur Thomas,  [you 
What  say  you  to  the  gentleman  that  challenged 
Before  ye  went*,  and  the  fellow  ye  fell  out 
Tho.  Oh,  good  sir,                            [with } 
Remember  net  tbose  follies.    Where  I  have 

wrong'd,  sir, 
(So  much  I've  now  leam'd  to  discern  myself) 
My  means,  and  my  repentance  shall  make 
Nor  do  1  think  it  any  imputation        [even ; 
To  let  the  law  persuade  me. 

Seb,  Any  woman  ; 
-I  care  not  of  what  colour,  or  complexion ; 
Any  that  can  bear  children  *  Rest  you  merry ! 

[Exit. 
Lttun,  Ye  have  utterly  undone,  clean  dis- 
charged me ; 
I^  for  the  ragged  regiment* 

Tho,  Eight  languages, 
And  wither  at  an  old  man*s  words  ? 

Laun,  Oh,  pardon  me ! 
I  know  him  but  too  well.  Eightscore,  I  take 

it. 
Will  not  keep  me  from  beating,  if  not  killing : 
I'll  give  him  leave  to  break  a  leg,  and  thank 
him.  [little; 

You  might  have  savM  all  this,  and  sworn  a 
What  had  an  oath  or  two  been  ?  or  a  head 
broke,  [old  man  ? 

Tho'  't  had  been  mine,  to  have  satisfied  the 
Tho.  m  break  it  yet. 
LauH,  Now  'tis  too  late,  I  take  it. 
Will  you  be  drunk  to  night,  (a  less  entreaty 
Has  serv'd  your  turn)  and  save  all  yet  ?  not 

mad  drunk. 

For  then  you  are  the  devil ;  yet  the  drunker, 

The  better  for  your  father  still.  Your  state  is 

desperate,  ■;    [it; 

And  with  a  desperate  cure  you  must  recover 

Do  something,  do,  sir;  do  some  .drunken 

thing,  .    [us. 

Some  mad  thing,  or .  some  any  thing  to  help 

Tho.  Go  for  a  fidler  then ;  the  poor  old 

fidler  [mistress  ? 

That  says  his  songs^^But  first,  where  lies  my 

Did  you  enquire  out  that  ? 


Laun.  V  th'  lodge,  alone,  sir. 
None  but  her  own  attendants. 

Tho.  Tis  the  happier:  [m« 

Away  then,  find  this  fidler,  and  do  not  miss 
By  nine  o'clock. 

Laun.  Via^^.f  [Exit. 

Tho.  My  father's  mad  now, 
And  ten  to  one  will  disinherit  me : 
I'll  put  him  to  his  plunge,  and  yet  be  merry. 
What,  Rybabalde? 

Enter  Hj/la$  and  Sam. 

Hula*.  Don  Thomasio ! 
De  bene  venew  *. 

Tho.  I  do  embrace  your  body. 
How  dost  thou,  Sam  ? 

Sam.  The  same  Sam  still ;  your  friend,  sir. 

Tho.  And  how  is't,  bouncnig  boys  ? 

Hjf  las.  Thoi\  art  not  alter'd  ; 
They  said  thou  wert  all  Monsieur. 

Tho.  Oh,  believe  it, 
I  am  much  alter'd,  much  another  way; 
The  civil'bt  gentleman  in  all  your  country: 
Do  not  ye  see  me  alter'd?  *  Yea  and  nay,' 
gentlemen  ;  [wiuc,  boys  f 

A  much-converted  man.    Where's  the  best 

Hi/la9.  A  sound  convertite  ! 

Tho.  What,  hast  thou  made  up  twenty  yet  ? 

Hylas.  By'r  lady, 
Fve  giv'n  a  shrewd  push  at  it,  for,  as  I  take  it. 
The  last  I  fell  in  love  with  scor'd  sixteen. 

Tho.  Look  to  your  skin;  Itambaldo  the 
sleeping  giant 
Will  rouse  and  rent  thee  piece-meal. 

Sam.  He  ne'er  perceives  'em 
Longer  than  looking  on. 

7%o.  Thou  never  mean'st  then 
To  marry  any  that  thou  lov'st  ? 

Hylas.  No  surely, 
Nor  any  wise  man,  I  think.    Marriage  ? 
Would  you  have  mcnow  begin  to  be  prentice. 
And  learn  to  cobble  other  men's  old  boots? 

Sam,  Why,  you  may  take  a  maid. 

H^las.  Where?,  can  yon  tell  me? 
Or,  if  'twere  possible  I  might  get  a  maid. 
To  what  use  should  X  put  her?  look  upon  her, 
Dandle  her  upon  my  Knee,  and  give  lier  su- 
ear-sops?  [her. 

All  the  new  ^owns  i'th'  parish  will  not  please 
If  she  be  high  bred,  (for  there's  the  sport 

she  aims  at) 
Nor  all  the  feathers  in  the  Fryars. 

Tho.  Then  take  a  widow, 
A  good  staunch  wench,  that's  tith. 


*  Before  he  went.]  So  all  copies;  but  surely  erroneously,  as  the  least  attention  will  de- 
monstrate.   The  corruption  is  very  easy.        J.  N. 

*•  Via.q  i.e.Avrnyl 

t ; Avaunt,  dull  flat-cap  then  ! 

'  ViOf  the  curtain  that  shadowed  Borgia  ! 

*  There  lie,  thou  husk  of  my  envassali'd  state.' 

Eastward  Hoe,  act  ii. 

*  Come  now,  via,  alounc  to  Celia.' 

Marstoo'sWhatYou  Will,  act  ii.        R. 

*  Bene  venew.]  A  corruption  of  bien  venue. 


Act  2.  Scene  3.] 
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Good 

[Exit. 


Hylas.  And  begin  a  new  order  ? 
Live  in  a  dead  man's  monuinent?  Not  I,  sir. 
I'll  keep  mine  old  road,  a  true  mendicant ; 
What  pleasure  this  day  yields  me,  I  ne'er  co- 
vet [ever 
To  lay  up  for  the  morrow :  And  metliiuks 
Another  man^s  cook  dresses  my  diet  neatest. 

Tho.  Thou  wast  wont  to  love  old  women, 
fat  and  flat-nos'd,  [ders,  flat 

And  thou  wouldst^ay  they  kiss'd  like  floun- 
AU  the  face  over. 

HtfLas.  I  have  had  such  damsels, 
I  must  confess. 

Hio.  Thou  hast  been  a  precious  rogue. 

Sam.  Only  his  eyes ;  and,  o'  my  conscience, 
Tbey  lie  widi  half  the  kingdom. 

Enter  over  the  stagey  FhysiciafU  and  otfiers. 

Tho.  What's  the  matter? 
Whither  go  all   these  men-menders,  these 

physicians  ? 
Whose  dog  lies  sick  o*th'  mulligrubs? 

Smn.  Oh,  the  gentleman, 
The  young  smug  sjgnior,  master  Valentine 
Brought  out  of  travel  u-ith  hira,  as  I  hear, 
Is  fall'n  sick  o*th'  sudden,  desperate  sick; 
And  likely  they  go  thither. 

Tho..  Who  ?  young  Frank  ? 
The  only  temper'd  spirit,  scholar,  soldier. 
Courtier,  and  ail  in  one  piece  ?  'tis  not  pos- 
sible. 

Enter  Alice, 

Sam.  There's  one  can  better  satisfy  you. 
•     Tho.  Mistress  Alice, 
I  joy  to  see  you,  lady. 

Alice   Good  Monsieur  Thomas, 
You're  welcome  from  your  travel.  lam  hasty; 
A  gentleman  lies  sick,  sir. 

Tho.  And  how  dost  thou  ? 
I  must  know,  anil  I  will  know. 

Alice.  £xcellent  well ; 
As  well  as  may  be,  thank  you. 

Thb.  I  am  glad  on't ; 
And,  prithee  hark ! 

Alice.  I  cannot  stay. 

Tho.  A  while,  Alice  ! 

Sam,  Ne'er  look  so  narrowly ;  the  mark's 
i  n  her  mouth  still.  [q  u  ie t. 

Hylas.  J'm  looking  at  her  legs;  prithee  be 

Alice.  I  cannot  stay. 

Tho.  Oh,  sweet  Alice ! 

Hylas.  A  clean  instep, 
And  that  I  love  as  life  ^7.    I  did  not  mark 
This  woman  half  so  well  before;  how- quick 

>7  And  that  I  love  a  life.']  I  don't  discard  this  as  nonsense,  a  life,  for  all  my  life  long,  or, 
for  a  great  deal,  might  possibly  be  admitted  ;  but  'tis  most  probable  that  the  Authors  made 
use  of  a  common  expression  rather  thau  so  abstruse  a  one,  unless  the  latter  happened  to  be 
a  phrase  of  that  age  now  become  obsolete.        Seward.  I 

*•  The  pot's  unflam'd  yet.]   The  stomach  by  a  coarse  metaphor  is  here  called  the  pot,  but 
unflam'd  should  either  be  enJUim'd  or  unclearid  ;  the  former  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters, 
-the  latter  makes  the  metaphor  more  consistent,  and  is  the  more  common  expression.  I  pre- 
fer the  latter,  but  think  it  not  material  which  takes  place.        Seward, 
'  •    We  prefer  the  former,  it  being  nearer  the  old  text,  and  as  good  sense. 


And  nimble,  like  a  shadow,  there  her  leg 
shew'd !  [stocking, 

By  th'  mass,  a  neat  one !  tlie  colour  of  her 
A  much-inviting  colour. 

Alice.  M^  goud  monsieur, 
I  have  no  tnne  to  talk  now. 

Hyias.  Pretty  breeches. 
Finely  becoming  too. 

Tho.  By  Heav'n 

Alice.  She  will  not, 
I  can  assure  you  that,  and  sO' 

Tho,  But  tiiis  word  ! 

Alice.  I   cannot,  nor  I  will  not. 
Lord! 

Hylas.  Well,  you  shall  hear  more  from  me. 

Tho.  We'll  go  visit; 
Tis  charity;  besides,  I  know  she  is  there; 
Aiid  under  visitation  I  shall  see  her. 
Will  ye  along  ? 

Hylas.  By  any  means. 

2 ho.  Be  sure  then 
I  be  a  civil  man.     IVe  sport  in  hand,  boys, 
Shall  make  mirth  for  a  marriage-day. 

Hylas.  Away  then.  lExeunt* 

SCENE  nr. 

Enter  three  Physicians,  with  an  urinal, 

1  Phys.  A  pleurisy,  I  see  it. 

2  Phys.  I  rather  hold  it 
For  tremor  cordis. 

3  Phys.  Do  y^ou  mark  the^ces  f 
Tis  a  most  pestilent  contagious  fever; 

A  surfeit,  a  plaguy  surfeit ;  he  must  bleed. 

1  Phys,  By  no  means. 

3  Phys.  I  say  bleed. 

I  Phys.  I  say  'tis  dangerous. 
The  person  being  spent  so  much  before-hand. 
And  nature  drawn  so  low;    clysters,  cool 
)        clysters— 

S  Phys.  Now,  with  your  favours,  I  should 

think  a  vomit;  [low: 

For,  take  away  the  cause,  the  effect  must  fol- 

The  stom»ch*s  foul  and  furr'd,  the  pot's  en- 

flam'd  yet  '•.  [mild  means; 

8  Phys.  No,  no,  we'll  rectify  that  part  by 
Nature  so  sunk  must  find  no  violence. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv.  Will't  please  ye  draw  near?  The 
weak  gentleman 
Grows  worse  and  worse  still. 

1  Phys.  Come,  we  will  attend  him. 

2  Phys.  He  shall  do  well,  my  friend. 
Serv.  My  master's  love,  sir. 
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[Act  0.  Scene  4. 


1  Thift,  Excellent  well,  I  warrant  thee ; 

right  and  strai|i;hty  friend. 
3  Vhj^i.  There's  no  doubt  in  him,  none  at 

ail ;  ne'er  fear  him.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 
"Enter  Valentine  and  Michael, 

Mich.  That  he  is  desperate  sick,  I  do  he- 
lieve  well, 
And  that  without  a  speedy  cure  it  kills  him; 
But  that  it  lies  within  the  help  of  physick 
Now  to  restore  his  health,  or  art  to  cure  him, 
Believe  it  you  are  cozen'd;  clean  beside  it. 
I'd  tell  you  the  true  cause  too,  but  'twould 
Nny,  run  you  mad.  [vex  you, 

yal.  May  all  I  have  restore  himr 
So  dearly  aud  so  temierly  I  love  him— — 
(1  do  not  know  the  cause  why)  yea,  my  life  too  ? 

Mir.h.  Now  I  perceive  ye  so  well  set,  I'll 
tell  you ; 
Uei  mihi  quod  nullii  amor  est  medicabilis 
herbis  !   ■ 

VaL  Twas  that  I  only  fear'd !  Good  friend, 
go  from  mc ;  [reiice. 

I  find  my  heart  too  full  for  furtlier  coufe- 
You  are  assur'd  of  this  ? 

Mich.  'Twill  prove  too  certain  ; 
But  bear  it  nobly,  sir;  youth  hath  his  errors. 
^  Vol.  I  shall  do,  and  I  thank  you  ;  'pray 
you  no  words  on't. 

Mich.  I  do  not  use  to  talk,  sir.        [Exit. 

Vol.  You  ai*e  welcome. 
Is  there  no  constancy  in  earthly  things, 
Ko  happiness  in  us  but  what  must  alter? 
No  life  without  the  heavy  load  of  fortune? 
What  miseries  we  are,  and  U)  oui*seives  ! 
Ev'n  then  when  full  content  seems  to  sit  by  us, 
What  daily  sores  and  sorrows! 

^  Enter  Alice, 

Alice.  Oh,  dear  brother !  ^ 

Tlie  gentleman,  if  ever  you  will  see  him 

Alive,  as  I  think 

Enter  Cellide. 
Cel  Oh,  he  fainU  1   For  lleav'n's  sake, 

Jot  Heav'n's  sake,  sir 

VaL  Go  comfort  hnn,  dear  sister. 

[E tit  Alice. 
And  one  word,  sweet,  with  you;  ttien  we'll 

go  to  him. 
^Iiat  tiiink  yoa  of  this  gentleman  ? 

Cel.  My  pity  thinks,  sir,  [rish. 

Tis  great  misfortune  that  he  should  thus  pe- 
Val.  ]  tis, indeed;  but,  (ellid*?,  he  must  die. 
Cel.  That  were  a  cruelty,  when  care  may 
cure  him. 
Why  do  you  weep  so,  sir?  he  may  recover. 
Val.  lie  may,  but  with  much  danger.  My 
sweet  Ceflide, 
Too  have  a  powerful  tongue. 

Cel.  To  do  you  service,     [gentlewoman, 

Val,  I  will  betray  his  grief:    He  loves  a 

A  friend  of  yours,  whiose  heart  another  holds ; 


He  knows  it'too;  yet  such  a  8w»y  Wind 

fancy. 
And  his  not  dai'ing  to  deliver  it, 
Have  won  upon  him,  that  they  must  undo  hxiUs 
Never  so  hopeful  and  so  sweet  a  spirit 
Misfortune  fell  so  foul  on. 

Cel.  Sure  she's  hard-hearted. 
That  can  look  on  and  not  relent,  and  deeply^ 
At  such  a  misery.    She  is  not  married  ? 

Val.  Not  yet. 

Cel.  Nor  near  it? 

Val,  When  she  please. 

Cel,  And  pray,  sir. 
Does  he  deserve  her  truly,  that  she  loves  so.' 

Val,  His  love  may  merit  much,  his  person 
little,  '^ 

For  there  the  match  lies  mangled. 

Cel,  Is  he  your  friend? 

Val,  lie  should  be,  for  he  is  near  me. 

Cel.  Will  not  he  die  then, 
When  th' other  shall  recover  ? 

Val.  You  have  pos'd  rne.  [love  her, 

Cel.  Methinks  he  should  go  near  it,  if  he 
If  she  love  him. 

Val.  She  does,  and  would  do  equal. 

Cel.  Tis  a  hard  task  you  put  me;  yet,  for 
your  sake, 
I  will  speak  to  her :  All  the  art  I  have  ; 
My  best  endeavours;  all  his  youtli  And  per^ 

son, 
Tlis  mind  more  fiill  of  beauties;  all  his  hopes  ; 
The  memoiy  of  such  a  sad  example, 
111  f  poken  of,  and  never  old  ;  the  curses 
Of  iovhigmtiids.  and  what  ma>  be  alledg'd, 
rU  iiiy  befoi-e  her.     What's  her  name  ?  I'm 
reudy. 

Vui.  But  will  you  deal  effectually? 

Cel.  Most  truly; 
Nay,  were  it  myself,  at  your  entreaty. 

fal.  And  could  you  Le  bO pitiful? 

Cel.  So  dutiful, 
Because  you  ur«e  it,  sir. 

VaL  It  may  be  theii 
It  is  yourself. 

Cfi.  It  IS  indeed ;  I  know  it, 
And  now  know  how  you  love  mc. 

VaL  Oil,  my  dearest,  rp^^.yj 

Let  but  your  guodneiijudiire;  your  own  put't'i 
Set  but  your  eyes  on  his  altlictions; 
lie's  mine,  and  so  becomes  yuur  charge :  But 

think 
What  ruin  Nature  suffers  in  this  young  man. 
What  loss  humanity,  ;tnd  nubie  manhood; 
Take  to  your  better  judgment  my  decliniugy 
My  age  hung  full  of  impotence  and  ills, 
My  body  budding  now  no  more  ;  seer  winter 
Hath  seal'd  that  sap  up:  at  the   best  and 

happiest 
I  can  bi't  be  your  infant,  you  my  nurse. 
And  how  unequal,  dearest !  where  his  year% 
His  sweetness,and  his  ever  sprinij:  of  goodness^ 
My  fortunes  growing  in  him,  and  luyself  too, 
Which  makes  him  all  your  old  love— ^Mi»« 

conceive  not; 
I  iay  not  this  as  weary  of  my  bondagey 


Act  3.  Scene  1.] 
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Or  ready  to  infHnge  mj  faitiv;  bear  witness, 
Those  eyes  that  I  adore  stilly  those  lamps 

that  light  IDC 
To  all  the  joy  I  have ! 

CeL  YouVe  said  enough,  sir, 
And  more  than  e*er  I  thought  that  tongue 

could  utter ; 
But  you're  a  man,  a  false  man  too  f 
VaL  DearCellide! 

Cei.  And  now,  to  shew  you  that  I  am  a 
woman  [fondness, 

Bnbb'd  of  her  rest,  and  fooKd  out  of  her 
The  gentleman  sliall  live,  and,  if  he  love  mc, 
Ye  sliall  be  both  my  triumphs  I  will  to  him ; 
And.  as  you  carelessly  fling  off  your  fortune, 
And  now  grow  weary  of  my  easy  winning, 
So  will  I  lose  the  name  of  Valentine^ 
From  hencefortli  all  his  flatteries;  and,  be- 
lieve ity 


Since  you've  so  slightly  parted  with    aflTec- 

tion, 
And  that  affection  you  have  pawn'd  your 

faith  for, 
From  this  hour  no  repentance,  vows,  nor 

prayers, 
Shall  pluck  me  back  again :  What  I  shall  do, 
(Yet  I  will  undertake  his  cure)  expect  it, 
Shall  minister  no  comfort,  no  content, 
To  either  of  ye,  h'lt  hourly  more  vexations ! 

Fal,  Why,  let  bini  die  tlien. 

CeL  No;  so  much  I've  lov'd 
To  be  commanded  by  you,  that  ev'n  now, 
£v'n  in  my  hate,  1  will  obev  your  wishes. 

VaL  Whatslmllldo?    " 

CeL  Die  like  a  foul  unsorrowVl, 
A  bankrupt  faoI,tiiat  flings  away  his  treasure ! 
I  must  bi*gin  my  cure. 

VaL  And  I  my  crosses.  [Ereunt, 


ACT    III. 


SCENE  I. 


Francis  sick,  Phyticians,  afid  an  Apotheeafy.  ' 

1  PAyi.i^LAP  on  the  cataplasm. 
^  Fran.  Good  gentlemen. 

Good  learned  gentlemen 

2  Fhj/s.  And  see  thos^  brotlis  there,  [in ; 
Ready  within  this  hour.  'Pray  keep  your  arms 
The  air  is  raw,  and  ministers  much  evil. 
Fran.  'Pray  leave  me ;  I  beseech  ye  leave 
me,  gentlemen ; 
I  have  no  other  sickness  but  your  presence. 
Convey  your  cataplasms  to  those  that  need 
Your  vomits,  and  your  clysters.  ['c™» 

S  *PhjfS.  Pray  be  rui'd,  sir. 
i  Phifs.  Bring  in  the  lettice  cap.     You 
must  be  shav*d,  sir, 
And  then  bow  suddenly  we'll  make  you  sleep ! 
JVan.  Till  dooms^lay.  What  unnecessary 
nothings 
^re  these  about  a  wounded  mind  ? 
2  Phi/s.  How  do  yc  ? 
Fran.  What  questions  tliey  propound  too ! 
How  (Jo  you,  sir } 
Tm  gl^d  to  see  you  well.  [still. 

S  Phy$,  A  great  distemper ;  it  grows  hotter 

1  Pkif9,  Open  your  mouth,  I  pray,  sir. 
Fran.  And  can  you  tell  me 

How  old  I  am  then  ?  There's  my  hand ;  pray 

shew  me 
How  many  broken  shins  within  this  two  year. 
Who  would  be  thus  in  fetters?  Good  master 

doctor,  [doctor, 

And  you,  dear  doctqr,  and  the  third  sweet 
And  precious  master  apothecary,  I  do  pray  ye 
To  give  me  lf*ave  to  live  a  little  longer ; 
Y'e  stand  before  roe  like  my  blacks. 

2  Phjft.  TisdaugcrouQ; 
For  now  his  fancy  turns  too. 


Enter  Cellide 
CeL  By  your  leave,  gentle^nen  ; 
And  'pray  ye  your  leave  a  while  too;  I  hav€ 

something 
Of  secret  to  i.apart  unto  the  patient. 
1  PAys.  \^  it  I  all  our  hearts. 
8  Phy$.  Ay,  marry,  such  a  pbysick 
May  chance  to  And  the  humour.  Be  not  long, 

lady,         .... 
For  we  aiust  mmister  within  this  half-hour. 
CcL  You  shall  not  stay  for  me.  >. 

lF»xeunt  Physiciani, 
Fran.  'Would  you  were  all  rotten. 
That  ye  might  only  intend  one  another's 

itches ! 
Or  'would  the  gentlemen,  with  one  consent. 
Would  drink  small  beer  but  seven  yeass,  and 

abolish 
That  wild-flre  of  the  blood,  unsatiate  wench* 

That  your  two  Indies,  springs  and  falls,  might 

fail  ye  ! 
What  torments  these  intruders  into  bodies-* 

CeL  How  do  you,  worthy  sir .? 

ff'on.  Bless  me,  what  beams  [sery. 

Flew  from  those  angel  eyes!  Oh,  what  ami- 
Wliat  a  most  studied  torment,  'tis  to  me  now 
To  be  an  honest  man  !  Dare  you  sit  by  mc  I 

CeL  Yes,  and  do  more  than  that  too,  coui'* 
fort  you  ; 
1  see  youVe  need. 

Fran.  You  are  a  fair  physician  : 
You  bring  no  bitterness  gilt  o*er,  to  gull  ua. 
No  danger  in  your  looks ;  yet  there  my  deatli 
lies! 

CeL  J  would  be  sorry,  sir,  my  charity. 
And  my  good  wishes  for  your  health,  should 

merit 
So  stubborn  a  construction.  Will  it  plcaseyou 
To  taste  a  little  of  this  cordial  ? 
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(Act  9.  Soeoe  U 


Enter  Valenime^  privaiefy. 
For  this  I  think  must  cure  you. 

Fran,  Of  which,  lady  ?-^ 
Sure  she  has  found  my  grief. — Why  do  you 
bhishso?  [cordial. 

CeL  Do  you  not  understand  ?  of  this,  this 

VaL  Oh,  my  afflicted  heart !  She's  gone 
for  ever.  [iady ! 

Fran.  What  Heaven  you  have  brought  me, 

Cef.  Do  not  wonder  t 
For  'tis  not  impudence,  nor  want  of  honour^ 
Makes  me  do  this;  but  love,  to  save  your  life, 

sir, 
Your  life  too  excellent  to  lose  in  wishes; 
Love,  virtuous  love. 

Fran.  A  virtuous  blessing  crown  you ! 
Oh,  gfKKily  sweet,  can  there  be  so  much  cha- 
So  noble  a  compassion  in  that  heart,  [rity, 
That's  fiU'd  up  with  another's  fair  affections  ? 
Can  mercy  drop  from  those  eyes  ? 
Can  miracles  be  wrought  upon  a  dead  man, 
When  all  the  power  you  have  *5>,  and  perfect 

object, 
Lies  in  another's  light,  and  his  deserves  it? 

Cel.  Do  not  despair ;  nor  do  not  think  too 
boldly 
I  dare  abuse  my  promise :  Twasyour  friend's, 
And  so  fast  tied  I  thought  no  time  could  ruin : 
But  so  much  has  your  danger,  and  that  spell 
The  powerful   name  of  Friend,    prevail'd 

above  him  «• 
To  whom  I  ever  owe  obedience, 
That  here  I  am,  by  his  command,  to  cure  ye ; 
Nay  more,  for  ever,  by  his  full  resignment; 
And  willingly  I  ratify  it. 

Fran.  Hold,  for  Heaven  sake  ! 
Must  my  friend's  misery  make  me  a  triumph  ? 
Bear  I  that  noble  name,  to  be  a  traitor.^ 


01i,virtuottSgo«]ness,keepthy8elf  untainted : 
You  have  no  power  to  yield,  nor  he  tu  render, 
Nor  I  to  take :  I  am  resolv'd  to  die  first ! 

VaL  Ha!  say'st  thou  so?  Nay,  then  tboa 
shalt  not  perish. 

Fran.  And  tho'  I  love  ye  above  the  light 
shines  on  me ; 
Beyond  the  wealth  of  kingdoms^  £ree  con-^ 

tent"; 
Sooner  would  snatch  at  such  a  blessing  of- 
fered 
Than  at  my  pardonMlife  by  the  law  forfeited  ; 
Yet,  yet,  6b,  noble  beauty,  yet,  oh,  Paradise, 
(For  you  are  all  the  woncler  reveal'd  of  it) 
Yet  is  a  gratitude  to  be  presen''d, 
A  worthy  gratitude,  to  one  most  worthy 
The  name  and  nobleness  of  friends. 

Cel.  Pray  tell  me. 
If  I  had  never  known  that  gentleman, 
Would  you  not  willingly  embrace  my  offer? 

Fran,  D*  you  make  a  doubt } 

Cel.  And  can  you  be  unwilling. 
He  being  old  and  impotent?  his  aim  too 
Levell'd   at  you,  for  your  good?  not  con- 

strain'd^ 
But  out  of  cure,  and  counsel?  Alas,  consider. 
Play  but  the  woman  with  me  ^,  and  consider. 
As  he  himself  does,  and  I  now  dare  see  it. 
Truly  consider,  sir,  what  misery 

Fran.  For  Virtue's  sake,  take  heed ! 

Cel.  What  loss  of  youth, 
What  everlasting  banishment  from  that 
Our  years  do  only  covet  to  arrive  at. 
Equal  affections*',  bom  and  shot  together? 
What  living  name  can  dead  age  leave  behind 

him. 
What  act  of  memory^,  but  fruitless  doting  f 

Fran,  This  cannot  be. 


'•  When  all  the  power  ye  have,  and  perfect  object 

Lies  in  another's  light."]  The  latter  part  of  the  first  line  seems  to  have  a  very  fine 
thought  very  stiffly  expressed.  J  have  ventured  therefore  upon  the  change  of  a  monosyllable, 
which  I  hope  will  render  it  clear,  and  was  probably  the  original.         Seward, 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  *  t/iis  perfect  object: '  but  the  old  reading  was  equally  clear,  and  not 
more  stiffly  expressed. 

*>  PrevaiCd  above  him.]  Abcre  him,  in  this  place,  seems  to  signify  on  him,  or  over  him, 

"  Beyond  the  wealth  of' Kingdoms,  free  content.]  If  content  be  a  substantive,  it  seems  un- 
necessary, and  an  anticlimax  :  For  though  content  be  philosophically  preferable  to  the 
wealth  of  kingdoms,  it  will  not  be  allowed  so  in  poetry,  as  it  is  not  in  common  life.  The 
old  quarto  reads  content  with  a  small  c ;  I  therefore  make  it  an  adjective,  taken  as  tlie  for-- 
mer  adverbially,  and  connect  it  with  the  following  sentence :  *  I  would  freely  and  con- 
*  tcntedly  sooner  snatch  at  such  a  blessing.'        Seward. 

Mr.  Sew  ard  prints  thus ; 

*  Beyond  the  wealth  of  kingdoms ;  free,  contf-nt, 

*  Sooner  would  snatch  at  such  a  blessing,  &c.' 

In  the  old  quarto,  substantives  are  not  distinguished  by  capitals;  tliat,  therefore,  is  no 
argument;  and  the  old  reading  is  better  sense,  and  most  poetical:  Mr.  Seward's  is  har^, 
stiff,  cold,  and  uncouth. 

^  Pluj/  but  the  woman  with  tne.]  i.  e.  Suppose  yourself,  as  I  am,  a  woman. 

''  Equal  affections,      and  shot  together.}  Thus  die  quarto  and  folio.    Mr.  Seward, 
'  Equal  affections,  and  shot  vp  together.' 
We  tlnnk  it  more  probable  that  the  word  bom  should  supply  the  void; 

*  Equal  affections,  born  and  shot  together.' 

*»  miat  art  of  memori/,]  Mr.  Theobald  recommends  reading  *  act  of  memory,'  and  wt 
think  him  right. 


.Act6.3cflD^1.3 


HQlSSmJS,  THO^tAB. 


CeL  To  jovif  QDlen-m  9i^y  it 
'With  more  and  firmer  faith,  aodjio  digest  it ; 
1  speak  but  of  things  passible,  not  done, 
{■for  like  to  be;  a  posset  cures  yow  sickness, 
«And  yet  I  know  you  grieve  this;  and  hovr- 
soever  [ger, 

The  worthiness  of  friend  may  make  you  stag- 
(Which  i»  a  fair  thing  in  you)  yet,  my  patient, 
^ly  gentle  patient,  I  would  fain  say  more, 
If  you  would  understand. 

Va/.  Oh,  cruel  woman  ! 

CeL  Yet  sure  your  sickness  is  not  so  for- 
getful, 
Nor  you  so  willing  to  be  lost ! 

i^aii.  'Pray  stay  there:  [more, 

Methinksyou  are  not  fair  now;  methinks 
That  modest  virtue,  men  delivered  of  you, 
Shews  but  like  shadow  to  me,  thin  and  fa- 
Fa/.  Excellent  friend!  [ding! 

Fran,  You  have  no  share  in  goodness; 
You  are  belied ;  you  are  not  Celiide, 
The  modest,  theimmaculatc  *s!  Who  areyou? 
For  I  will  know !  What  devil,  to  do  mischief 
Unto  my  virtuous  friend,  hath  shifted  shapes 
With  that  unblemisliM  beauty? 

CeL  Do  not  rave,  sir, 
Nor  let  the  violence  of  thoughts  distract  you: 
Vou  shall  enjoy  me;  I  am  yours;  I  pity. 
By  those  fair  eyes  I  do. 

Fran.  Oh,  double-hearted  ! 
.Oh,  woman,  perfect  woman !  what  distraction 
.Was  meant  to  mankind  wheo.thou  wast  made 

a  devil ! 
What  an  inviting  heU  invented  !  Tell  me, 
And,  if  you  yet  remember  what  is  goodness, 
Tell  me  by  that,  and  truth,  can  one  so  qhe- 

rish'd, 
So  sainted  in  the  soul  of  him  whose  service 
Is  ahnost  turn'd  to  superstition. 
Whose  every  day  endeavours  and  desires 
Offer -themselves  like  incense  on  your  altar. 
Whose  hcarc  holds  no  intelligence  but  holy 
And  most  religious  with  his  love,  whose  life 
(And  let  it  ever  be  remembered,  lady) 
Is  drawn  out  only  for  your  ends 

VaL  Oh,  miracle ! 

Fran.  Wliose  all,  and  every  part  of  man 
('pray  mark  me«*) 
Like  ready  pages  wait  upon  your  pleasures, 
Whose  breath  is  but  your  bubble.-^Can  you, 
dare  you,  [willing, 

Must  you,*  cast  off  this  man,  (tho'  he  were 
Tho*,  In  a  nobleness  to  cross  my  danger. 
His  friendship  durst  confirm  it)  without  base- 
ness. 
Without  thestain  ofhonour?  Shall  not  people 
Say  liberally  herenfter,  *  There's  the  lady 
*  "f  hat  lost  her  fatl)er,  fi:iend,  herself,  her 
faith  too. 


*  To  fawn  upon  a  ^tmnger;'  £br  aught  yo^ 

know 
As  faithless  as  your^lf,  in  lore  as  fruitless? 

Vol.  Take  her,  with  all  my  heart  1  Thou 
art  so  honest 
That  'tis  most  necessary  I  be  undone. 
With  all  my  soul  possess  her«7.  [£nY« 

Cel.  Till  this  minute, 
I  scom'd  and  hated  you,  and  came  tp  cozen 
you;  [nie, 

Utter'd  those  things  might  draw  a  wonder  on 
To  make  you  mad. 

Fran.  Good  Heav'n^  what  is  this  woman^ 

CeL  Nor  did  your  danger,  but  in  charity^ 
Move  me  a  whit ;  nor  you  appear  unto  me* 
More  than  a  conmion  object :  Yet  now  truly. 
Truly  and  nobly,  I  do  love  you  dearly, 
And  from  this  hour  you  are  the  man  I  honour; 
You  are  the  man,  the  excellence,  the  honesty. 
The  only  friend :  And  lam  glad  your  sickness 
Fell  so  most  happily  at  this  time  on  you. 
To  make  this  trutli  the  world^s. 

Fran.  Whither d' you  drive  me? 

CeL  Back  to  your  honesty;  make  that  good 
ever ; 
Tis  like  a  strong-built  castle,  seated  high, 
That  draws  on  all  ambitions ;  still  repair  it. 
Still  fortify  it:  There  are  thousand  foes. 
Besides  the  tyrant  Beauty,  ^vill  assail  k : 
Look  to  your  centinels  that  watch  it  hourly, 
Your  eyes,  let  them  not  y^audef ! 

Fran.  Is  this  serious. 
Or  does  she  play  still  with  me  f 

CeL  Keep  your  ears,  [strongly 

The  two  main  ports  that  may  betray  you. 
From  light  belief  first,  then  from  flattery. 
Especially  where  woman  beats  the  parley  ; 
The  body  of  your  strength,  your  noble  heart. 
From  .ever  yielding  to  aisbpne^t  ends, 
Ridg'd  round  about  with  virtue,  that  op 

breaches. 
No  subtle  mines  may  meet  you ! 

Fran.  How  like  the  sun 
Labouring  in  his  eclipse,  dark,  and  prodigious. 
She  shew'd  'till  now !  when  having  won  his 

way. 
How  full  of  wonder  he  breaks  out  again. 
And  sheds  his  virtuous  beahis!    Excellent 
angel,  ^  [thee, 

For  no  less  can  that  heav'nly  mind  proclaim 
Honodr  of  all  thy  sex,  let  it  be  lawful 
(And  like  a  pilgrim  thus  I  kneel  to  heg  it, 
Not  with  profane  lips  now,  nor  burnt  affeo* 

tionS) 
But,  reconcil'd  to  faith,  with  holy  wishes), 
To  kiss  that  virgin  hand  ! 

CeL  Take  your  desire,  sir. 
And  in  a  nobler  way,  for  I  dare  trust  you ; 
No  other  fruit  my  love  must  ever  yield  you, 


^^  The  mofiesty  unocnliiie.]  So  quarto;  tlie  folio>  immacui^te;  and  Mr.  Seward  adds  tha 
article  Me,  to  complete  the  verse. 

••  Prajf  make  me.]  Corrected  by  Mr.  Seward. 

*7  Cel.  With  all  my  soul  possess  her.']  The  giving  this  to  Celiide  is  a  v%ty  gross  ecror  wUicJi 
has  run  through  all  the  editions.        Sewitrd. 

Vol.  U.  N 


90 


Monsieur  tiioMas. 
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I  fear,  no  more !  Yet  your  most  constant 

meijiory 
(So  much  I'm  wedded  to  that  worthiness) 
Shall  ever  be  my  friend,  companion,  husband. 
Farewell,  and  fairly  govern  your  affections ; 
Stand,  and  deceive  me  not!  Oh,  noble  young 

man, 
I  love  thee  with  my  soul,  but  dare  not  say  it ! 
Onre  more,  farewell,  and  prosper !      [Exit. 

Fran.  Goodness  ^uidc  thee'! 
My  wondery^like  to  fearful  shapes  in  dreams, 
Has  waken 'd  me  out  of  my  fit  oi'  folly. 
But  not  to  shake  itoif.  A  spell  dwells  in  me, 
A  bidden  charm,  shot  from,  this  beauteous 

woman,  • 
That  fate  can  ne'er  avoid,  nor  physick  find  ; 
And,  by  her  counsel  strengthen'd,  only  this 
Is  all  the  help  \  have,  I  love  fair  Virtue. 
Well,  something  \  must  do,  ft>  be  a  friend  ; 
Yet  1  am  poor,  and  tardy :  Something  for  her 

too, 
Tho*  I  can  never  reach  her  excellence. 
Yet  but  to  give  an  offer  at  a  greatness. 

Enter  ValentinCy  Thomas,  Hj/las,  and  &u». 
fW.  Be  not  uncivil,  Tom,  and  take  your 
pleasure.  Tme  leave 

TfuK  D*you  think  I*m  mad?    You'll  give 
To  try  her  fairly? 
Val,  Do  your  best. 
T/io,  Why  there,  boy — — 
Butwhere's  the  sick  man? 

Hi/ias.  Wfiere  are  the  gentlewomen 
1'hat  should  attend  him  ?  there's  the  patients 

Methinks  these  women • 

Tho.  Thou  think'st  nothing  else. 
Vui.  Go  to  him,  friend,  and  comfort  him ; 
rU  lead  ye.  [pardon  me. 

Oh,  my  best  jpy,  my  worthiest  friend,  'pray 
I  am  feo  over-joy'd  I  want  expression : 
I  may  live  to  be  thankful.    Bid  your  friends 
welcome!  [Exit. 

Tho.  How  dost  thou,  Frank  ?  how  dost 
thou,  boy  ?  Bear  up,  man  ! 
What,  shrink  i'th'  sinews  for  a  little  sickness  ? 
Deavolo.  rnorte. 

Fran.  I  am  o*  th' mending  hand. 
TA<».  How  like  a  flute  thou  speak'st !  *  O' 
tlf  mending  hand,'  man  ? 
*  Gogs  bores,  I'm  well ! '  Speak  like  a  man  of 
worship. 

*  Let  rogues  be  staid  that  hate  no  habitation.]  The  negative,  here,  is  certainly  put  instead 
of  its  reverse;  but  it  has  run  through  all  the  editions,  though  it  quite  spoils  tlie  humour  of 
the  passage. ,       Senmrd.  ^ 

Mr.  Seward,  who  seems  to  have  overlooked  both  the  humour  and  the  sense  of  the  passngCi 
reads^ 

*  Lpt  rogues  be  staid,  that  have  an  habitation.' 
Ko  is  clearly  right,  and  *a  rentleujan  may  wander'  confirms  it. 

*  \limUter.]  So  all  the  editions.  The  following  words  prove  the  propriety  of  our  alteration. 
•9  Old  reverend  sack,  which,  &c.]  Alluding  to  the  grand  elixir  of  the  alchymists,  which 

they  pretended  would  restore  youth  and  confer  immortality.         R.  •    ^ 

3*  Sorre/  sops.]  These  rfre  now  the  green  sauce  used  to  green  geese;  but  as  this  expression 
often  occurs  in  our  Authors  for  some  liquor  drunk  in  sickness,  it  was  probably  a  custom  t» 
make  a  sort  of  tea  of  sorrel  in  feverish  disorders^        Seward, 


Fran.  Thou  aft  a  mad  companion;  never 
staid,  I'om  ? 

I^o.  Let  rogues  be  staid  timt  have  no  ha* 

bitation**)  [Frank, 

A  gentleman  may  wander.    Sit  thee  down. 

And  see  what  I  have  brought  thee.    Come, 

discover; 
Open  the  scene,  and  let  the  work  appear. 
A  friend,  at  need,  you  rogue,  is  worth  ft 
million. 

Fran.  What  hast  thou  there  ?  a  julep? 

lli/laM.  He  must  not  touch  it; 
'Tis  present  death. 

Tho.  You  are  an  ass,  a  twirepipe, 
A  Jeffery  John  Bo-peep !  I'hou  minister*  ? 
Thou  mend  a  left-haaded  pack-«&ddle.  Out, 

puppy ! 
My  friend,  Frank,  but  a  veiy  foolish  fellow. 
Dost  thou  see  that  bottle?   View  it  well. 

Fran.  I  do,  Tom.  [carries ; 

Tho.  There  be  as  many  lives  in't  as  a  cat 
*Ti*  everlasting  liquor. 

Fran.  What? 

r/io.  Old  sack,  boy. 
Old  reverend  sack  «s,  which,  for  aught  that  I 
can  read  yet,  [Ptolomcus 

Was  that  philosopher's  stone  the  wise  kins 
Did  all  his  wonders  by. 

Fran.  I  see  no  harm,  Tom, 
Drink  with  a  Uioderation. 

Tho.  Drink  with  sugar,  0^5* 

Which  I  have  ready  here,  and  here  a  glass. 
Take  me  without  my  tools? 

Sam 4  Pray,  sir,  be  temperate  j 
You  know  your  own  state  best. 

Fran.  Sir,  I  much  thank  you, 
And  shall  be  careful :  Yet  a  glass  or  two. 
So  fit  I  find  ray  body,  and  that  so  needfdl-^ 

Tho,  Fill  it,  and  leave  your  fooling.   Thou 
say'st  true,  Frank 

Jiylas.  Where  are  these  women,  I  say? 

Tho.  'Tis  most  necessary  ; 
Hang  up  your  juleps,  and  your  Portugal  pos- 
sets, 
Your  barley  broths,  and  sorrel  saps3»;  they're 

mangy,- 
And  breed  the  scratches  only  :  Give  me  sack  f 
(I  wonder  where  this  wench  is  tlio'.)  Have  at 
thee !     • 

IJyIas.  So  long,  and  yet  no  bolting  ? 

Fran.  Do  ;  I'll  pledge  thee. 


Act  3.  Scene  1,] 
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Tho.  Take  it  off  thrice,   and  then  cry 
'  Heigh  ! '  like  a  huntsman, 
With  a  clear  heart;  and  no  more  (its  I  war- 
rant thee : 
The  only  cordial,  Frank, 

[Pfii/s.  and  Serv.  within, 

1  Pht/$.  Are  the  things  ready  ? 
And  iit  the  barber  come? 

Serv.  An  hour  ago,  sir. 

I  Pk^s,  Bring  out  the  oils  then. 

Fran,  Now  or  ue\'er,  gentlemen, 
Do  me  a  kindness,  and  deliver  me. 

Tho.  From  whom,  boy  ?  [there  ; 

Fran.  From  these  things  that  talk  within 
Physicians,  Tom,  phy  siciaus^  scow  Ving-stickb : 
They  mean  to  read  upon  me. 

Enter  three  Phifiiciam,  Apothecary^  and 
Barber. 

IltfloM.  Let  'em  enter.  [thee. 

Tho,  And  be  thou  confident  we  will  deliver 
For,  look  ye,  doctor;  say  the  devil  were  sick 
now,  [a  biggen. 

His  bonis  sawM  ofT,  and  his  head  bound  with 
Sick  of  a  calenture,  taken  by  a  surfeit 
Oi'  stinkina  souls  at  his  neplicw's  at  St,  Dun- 

staud  '*, 
What  would  you  mipister  upon  the  sudden  ? 
Your  judgment,  short  and  sound. 

1  PhM,  A  fool's  head. 

Tho-^o,  sir. 
It  must  be  a  physician's,  for  three  causes : 
The  first,  because  it  is  a  bald-head  likely, 
M'hich  will  down  easily  without  applcpap. 

^  Phyt.  A  main  cause ! 

Tho.  8o  it  is,  and  well  coubidcr'd.  [sir, 
The  second,  for 'tis  fill'd  with  broken  Greek, 
Which  will  so  tumble  in  hi$  stomach,  doctor, 
And  wofk  upon  the  crudities,  (conceive  mej 
The  fears  and  the  fiddle-strings  withiu  it, 
I'hat  those  diunn'd  souls  must  disembogue 
again. 

Hj/ias.  Or  meeting  with  the  Stygiau  hu- 
mour  r- 

Tho.  Hioht,  sir.  [ers 

Hylas.  Forced  with  a  cataplasm  of  crack- 

Tho.  Ever.  [vci^er. 

Jiyla^.  Scour  all  before  him,  like  a  i^ea- 

Tho^  Sati^'ecistiy  domine.  My  last  cause. 
My  last  is,  and  not  least,  mo5t  learned  doc- 
tors, \     [those 
Because  in  most  physicians'  heads  (I  mean 
That  are  most  excellent,  and  qld  withal. 
And  angry,  tho'  a  untiont  suy  his  prayer^. 
And  Paracelsians  that  do  trade  with  poisons, 
We  have  it  by  tradition  of  great  writers) 
There  is  a  kiod  <>f  toad-stone  bfcd,  whqse 
The  doctor  being  dried [virtue, 

1  Phifs.  We  are  abus'd,  sirs. 

Hylui.  I  take  it  so,  or  k\\^\\  b?.    For,  say 
the  belly-ake, 
Caused  by  an  inundation  of  p^ase-porridge* 


Are  we  therefore  to  open. the  port  vein. 
Or  the  port  csquiline? 

Sam.  A  learned  question  ! 
Or  grant  the  diaphragma  by  a  rupture. 
The  sign  being  tlien  in  tiie  head 'of  Capri^ 

corn 

Tho.  Meet  with  the  passion  liuperchon^ 
driaca, 
And  so  cause  a  carnosity  in  the  kidnies, 
Must  not  the  brains,  benig  butter'd  with  this 

Answer  me  that.  [humour 

Sam.  Most  excellently  argued  ! 

3  Phyt.  The   nc)(t  tit  you  will   have,  ray 

most  fine  scholar,  [sir  ! 

Bedlam  shall  find  a  salve  for.  Fare  you  well, 

We  came  to. do  you  good,  but  these  young 

It  seems  have  bor*d  our  noses.  [doctors 

3  Phif$.  Drink  hard,  gentlemen. 

And  get  unwholesome  drabs :  Tis  ten  tp  one 

then  [ter'd. 

We  shall  hear  further  from  ye,  your  note  al- 

\^Ex€unt  Phy$.  Apoik,  and  Barber^ 

Tho,    And  wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  says  one. 
Hylat,  And  wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  says  t'other. 
IViO.        Then  take  the  odd  crown, 

To  mend  thy  old  gown 
Sum.    And  we'll  be  gone  all  together. 

Fran.  My  learned  Tom ! 
Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  young  gentlewomen  [you ; 
Sent  me  to  see  what  company  you  haa  v^utb 
They  much  desire  to  visit  you. ' 

t'ran,  'Pray  you  thank  cm, 
A  nd  tell  'em  my  mqst  ^i^kness  is  their  ^bseucc: 
You  sec  my  companj, 

2%o.  Come  hither,  Crab; 
Wh»%  gentlewomen  are  these  ?  my  mistress? 

Serv.  Yes,  sir. 

Hj/iai.  And  wlio  else  ? 

Serv.  Mistress  Alice. 

^yks.  Oh  ! 

Tnt),  J  lark  you,  sirr^h^ 
No  word  of  my  beiui;  here,  unless  she  know  it. 

SfTV>  I  do  not  think  she  does. 

T^M.  Take  that,  and  mum  then. 

Serv,  You've  tied  my  tongue  up.      [£4'<'<. 

Tho.  Sit  you  down,  good  Francis, 
And  not  a  word  of  me  till  yoi^  hear  from  me ; 
And,  us  you  tind  my  humour,  follovy  it. 
You  two  come  hither,  and  ^)tand  close,  unseen. 
And  do  as  I  shall  tutor  you.  [hovs, 

FraH^  What,  new  work  ? 

TAo,  Prithee  no  more,  but  help  me  now. 

liylas.  I  would  fain  talk 
\Vi'  th'  gentlewomen. 

Tho.  'i\\\V  wi'th*  gentl^yvomen  ? 
Of  what,  forsooth?   wliose  maidenhead  tho 
la-it  mask  [host } 

SufFpr'd  in»prefesicy\?or  whose  clyster  wrought 
Take  ine  as  I  shall  tell  thee. 


>*  At  his  nephewSf  and  St.  Dunstans,]  The  necessity  of  the  slight  change  made  here  must 
appear  to  every  rciider.        Seward^ 
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Hylat,  To^ba£end? 
What  other  end  came  we  along  ? 
Sam.  Be  rul'd  tho'. 
Tho,  Your  weasel  face  must  needs  be'fer^ 

reting 
About  the  farthingale !  Do  as  I  bid  you,  or  by 

this  light 

Il}fla9   Come  then. 

Tho,  Stand  close,  and  mark  me. 

Fran,  All  this  forc'd  foolery  will  never  do  it. 

Enter  Alice  and  Mary, 

Alice,  I  hope  we  bring  you  health,  sir: 
How  is*t  with  you  ? 

Mary.  You  look  far  better,  trust  me.  The 
fresh  colour 
Creeps  now  again  into  his  cheeks. 

Alice.  Your  enemy,  [have  yon 

I  see,  has  done  his  worst.    Come,  we  must 
Lusty  again, and  frolick,man;  leave  thinking. 

Mary,  Indeed  it  docs  you  harm,  sir. 

Frank.  My  best  visitants, 
I  shall  be  governed  by  you. 

Alice,  You  shall  be  well  then. 
And  suddenly,  and  soundly  well. 

Mary.  This  air,  sir. 
Having  now  season'd  you,  will  keep  you  ever. 

Tho.  No,  no,  I  have  no  hope !  nor  is  it  iit, 
friends, 
(My  life  has  been  so  lewd,  my  loose  condition, 
Which  I  repent  too  late,  so  lamentable) 
That  any  thing  but  curses  light  upon  me; 
Exorbitant  in  all  my  ways ! 

Alice*  Who's  that,  sir? 
Another  sick  man  ? 

Mary.  Sure  I  know  that  voice  welL 

Tho.    In  all  my  courses  cureless  disobedi- 
ence'* ! 

Fran.  What  a  strange  fellow's  this ! 

Tho.  No  counsel,  friends. 
No  look  before  I  Icap'd. 

Alice,  D'  you  know  the  voice,  sir  ? 

Fran,  Yes ;  'tis  a  gentleman's  that's  much 
In's  mind :  Great  pity,  ladies.  [afflicted 

Alice.  Now  Heav'n  help  him ! 

Fran.  He  came  to  me,  to  ask  free  pardon 

of  me,  [distemper 

Foir  some  things  done  long  since,  which  his 

Made  to  appear  like  wrong,  but  'twas  not  so. 

Maty,  Oh,  that  this  could  be  truth ! 

Hytas.  Persuade  yourbelf ! 

Tho.  To  what  end,  gentlemen  ?  when  all  is 
perish'd 
Upon  a  wreck,  is  there  a  hope  "remaining 
The  sea,  that  ne'er  knew  sorrow,  may  be 

pitiful? 
My  credit's  split,  and  sunk,  nor  is  it  possible. 
Were  my  life  lengthened  out  as  long  as 


Mary,  I  like  this  well. 

Sam,  Your  mind  is  too  mistrustftil. 

Tho.  I  have  a  virtuous  sister,  but  I  icdrn'4 
her; 
A  mistress  too,  a  nobI«  gentlewoman. 
For  goodness  all  out-going 

Alice.  Now  I  know  him. 

Tho,  Which  these  eyes,  friends,  my  eyi^ 
must  never  see  more  **. 

Alice.  This  is  for  your  sake,  Mary  :  Tak« 
heed,  cousin; 
A  man  is  not  so  soon  made. 

Tho.  Oh,  my  fortune ! 
But  it  is  just,  I  be  despis'd  and  bated. 

Hylas.  Despair  not,  'tis  not  manly  :  On4 
hour's  goodness 
Strikes  off  an  inBnite  of  ills. 

Alice.  Weep  truly, 
And  with  compassion,  cousin. 

Fran.  How  exactly 
This  cunning  young  thief  plays  his  part  I 

Mary,  Well,  Tom, 
My  Tom  again,  if  this  be  truth. 

Hylas.  She  weeps,  boy. 

Tho.  Oh,  I  shall  die  I 

Mary.  Now  Heav'n  defend ! 

Sam,  I'hou  hast  her. 

J'ho.  Come,  lead  me  to  my  friend,  to  t«k^ 
his  farewell; 
And  then  what  fortune  shall  befall  me,  y^eU 

come ! 

How  does  it  shew  ? 

Hylat.  Oh,  rarely  well. 

Mary,  Say  you  so,  sir? 

Fran,  Oh,  you  grand  ass  ! 

Mary,  And  are  you  there,  myjugglclr? 
Away  ;  we  arc  abus'd,  Alice. 

Alice.  Fool  be  with  thee ! 

[Exeunt  Mary  and  Alice^ 

Tho.  Where  is  she  ? 

Fhin,  Gone;  shefonnd  yon  out,  and  finely  ; 
In  your  own  noose  she  halter'd  you :  Yon 

must  be  whisp'ring. 
To  know  how  tluiigs  shew'd;  not  content  tQ 
fare  well,  [suspicion, 

But  you  must  roar  out  roast-meat  1  ill  that 
You  carried  it  most  neatly ;  she  belier'd  too. 
And  wept  most  tenderly ;  had  you  continued. 
Without  doubt  you  had  brought  her  ofiF. 

Tho,  This  was  thy  roguing, 
For  thou  wertever  whispering :  Fy  upon  thee! 
Now  could  I  break  thy  head. 

Hylat.  You  spoke  to  me  first 

Tho.  Do  not  anger  me, 
For  by  this  hand  I'll  beat  thee  bu^zard-blind 

then'*! 
She  shall  not  'scape  me  thus :   Farewell  fo^ 
this  time.  • 


»  Cureless  dl9ohedunc^.^  Old  quarto ;  other  copies,  <  careku  disobedience.' 
»  With  these  eyes.]  I  take  with,  here,  to  have  been  put  for  whom,  or  which.    The  forme? 
IS  more  correct  Eufilish,  the  latter  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letter;  and  the  old  English  wri^ 
ters  as  ditcii  apply  which  to  men  and  women  as  to  inanimate  things.        Setcard. 

Mi  Hi  beat  the  buzzard  blind  then,]  We  should  not  have  made  the  variation  here  (though 
alight)  had  4t  not  been  mach  for  the  Better,  and  probably  genuine- 


jLctS.SoeaA^.] 
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Fnm,  Good  night!  Tis  almost  bed-time; 
yet  HO  sleep 
Host  enter  tBese  eyes,  'till  I  worl^  a  wonder. 

[Exit, 
Tio.  Thou  shalt  along  too,  for  t  mean  to 
plague  thee  [of  thee 

For  this  night's  sins;.  Ill  ne'er  leave  walking 
Till  1  have  worn  thee  out. 
HjfioM.  Your  will  be  done,  sir. 
Tko,  You  will  not  leave  me,  Sam  ? 
&IIV.  Not  I. 
Tho.  Away  then ; 
111  be  jour  guide.  Now,  if  my  man  be  trusty. 
My  spiteful  dame,  I'll  pipe  you  such  a  hunts-up 
ihall  make  you  dance  a  tipvaet  ^s.  Keep  close 
lo  me.  [ExewiU. 

SCENE  n. 
Enter  Sebastian  and  Dorothea. 

8A,  Never  persuade  me;  I  wiM  marry 
again! 
What,  should  I  leave  my  state  to  pins  and 
poking-sticks>*,  [horses?'. 

To  farthingales,    and  flounces?     To    fore 
And  an  old  leather  bawdy-house  behind  'em  ? 
To  thee?. 
Dor,  You  have  a  son,  sir. 
Seh.  Where?  what  is  he? 
Who  is  he  like? 
Dor.  Yourself. 

Seb.  Thou  liest ;  th'  hast  marr'd  him. 
Thou,  and  thy  prayer-books :  I  do  disclaim 

him! 
Did  not  I  take  him  singing  yesternight 
A  godly  ballad,  to  a  godly  tune  too, 
Ami  bad  a  catechism  in*s  pocket,  damsel  ? 
One  of  your  dear  disciples,  I  perceive  it. 
When  did  he  ride  abroad  siuce  he  came  over  ? 
What  tavern  has  he  us*d  to?  what  things  done 
That  shews  a  man,  aiKl  mettle?   When  was 

my  house 
At  such  a  shame  before,  to  creep  to  bed 
^t  ten  o'clock,  and  twelve,  for  want  of  com- 
pany? 
No  smging,  nor  no  dancing,  nor  no  drinking  ? 
Thou  thiuk'st  not  of  these  scandals.    When, 

and  where, 
|Ias  he  but  shew'd  his  sword  of  late  ? 

^  TtpvaesJ\  Perhaps  we  should  read  tiptom;  unless  there  be  some  dance  called  tipvaes  ^ 
which,  however,  we  never  heard  of. 

^  Poking'^^ticki,]  '  Foking-sticks,*  says  Mr.  Steevens, '  were  heated  in  the  fire,  and  made 
'  ose  of  to  adjust  the  plaits  of  ruiii».     In  Marston*s  Malecontent,  1604,  is  the  following  iiH 

*  stance.-" — *^  There  is  such  a  dealc  of  pinning,  these  ruffes,  when  the  line  clean  fall  it 
^*  worth  them  all."  And  again,  *'  If  you  should  chance  to  take  a  nap  in  the  afternoon,  your 
**  falling  band  requires  no  poking-stkk  to  recover  his  form,  &c."  So  in  MiddJeton*s  comedy 

*  of  Blurt  Master  Constable,  1602,  ''  Your  rutf  must  stand  in  print,  and  for  tlmt  purpose 
f*  get  pokmg'Mticks  with  fair  long  handles,  lest  tliey  scorch  your  hands."  Note  on  Wincer*« 
'Tale.' 

gy  to  fore-horses, 

And  an  old  leather  bawdy-house  behind  '«m.}  I  read  ^four  horses'  vik.  to  a  coach^ 
and-four.    Calling  the  former  a  leathern  bawdy-house  is  quite  in  character.        Seward* 

Pefbms  the  Author  intended  *Jore  horses '  to  stand  in  opposition  to  '  leather  bawdy* 
^\^me(ckmd*em.'    fore-Aorief  occurs  too  ia  other  plays  of  our  Autbon, 


Dor,  Despair  not,  [ness; 

I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  nor  tempt  your  weak* 
For,  if  you  like  it  so,  I  can  assure  you. 
Be  is  the  same  man  still. 

iSc*.  'Would  thou  wert  ashes 
On  that  condition  !  But,  believe  it,  gossip. 
You  shall  know  you  have  wrong'd— - 

Dor.  You  never,  sir ;  (sake, 

^  well  I  know  my  duty.     And,  for  lleav'n 
Take  but  this  counsel  with  yoa  ere  you  marry ; 
(You  were  wont  to  hear  me)  take  him,  and 
confess  him,  [false. 

Search  him  to  th'  quick,  and  if  you  find  him 
Do  as  you  please;  a  motlier's  name  I  honour. 

Seb.  He's  loat  and  spoil'd;  I  am  resolv'd 
my  roof  [nion. 

Shall  never  harbour  him :    And  for  you,  mi- 
ni keep  you  close  enough,  lest  yuu  break 

loose, 
And  do  more  mischief.    Get  you  in !    Who 
waiu?  [EsU  Dorothea. 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv.  Do  you  call,  sir  ? 

Stb.  Seek  the  boy,  and  bid  him  wait 
My  pleasure  in  the  morning :  .Mark  what  honse 
He  is  in,  and  wimt  he  docs ;  and  truly  tell  me, 

Serv.  1  will  not  fad.  sir. 

Seb,  If  you  do,  1 11  bang  you.      [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 
inter  Thomai^  Htflas,  and  Sam, 

Tho.  Keep  you  the  back-door  there,  sAd 
be  sure 
None  of  her  servants  enter,  or  go  out. 
If  any  woman  pa!>s,  she's  lawful  prize,  boys; 
Cut  off  all  convoys. 

SmIos.  Who  shall  answer  this? 

TKo.  Why,  I  sluiU  answer  it,  you  fearful 
widgeon ; 
I  shall  appear  to  th'  action. 

Hiflui.  May  we  discourse  too. 
On  honourable  terms? 

Tho.  With  any  gentlewoman 
That  shall  appear  at  window  i  You  may  re* 
hearse  too,  .  [eels 

By  your  commission  safely,  some  sweet  pan- 
Of  poetry  to  a  chambermaid. 
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[Act  3.  Scene  )• 


Hi^hu.  May  we  sing  too? 
For  there's  iny  master-piece. 

Tho,  By  no  nteaiis  ;  no,  boys ; 
J  am  the  man  reserv'd  for  air,  'tis  my  piirt; 
And  if  she  be  not  rock,  my  voice  shall  reach 

her. 

Ye  may  record  a  little  3^,  or  ye  may  whistle, 

^stime  shall  minister;  but,  for  main  singing, 

'Pray  ye  satisfy  yourfcelves.  Away;  be  careful ! 

Mi/ias.  Hut  hark  you ;  one  word,  Tom  ! 

we  may  be  beaten, 
TJio,  TUfiVb  as  you  think  good  yourselves : 
If  you  deserve  it, 
Why,  'tis  the  easiest    thing    to    compass. 

Beaten  ? 
What  bugbears  dwell  in  thy  brains?  who 
should  beat  thee  ? 
Hj/fas.  Sh'has  men  enough. 
Tho.  A  rt  not  thou  man  enough  too  ? 
Thou  hast  flesh  enough  about  thee :  If  all 

that  muss 
Will  not  maintain  a  little  spirit,  hang  it, 
And  dry  it  too  for  dogs-meat.  Get  you  gone ; 
I  have  thmgs  of  moment  in  my  mind.    I'hat 
door,  [a  serv  ing-man. 

Keep  it  as  thou  wouldst  keep  thy  wife  from 
No  more,  1  say:  Away,  Sam  ! 
Sum,  At  your  will,  sir. 

[Kreunt  Hiflai  and  Sam. 

Enter  Launceiot  and  Fidler. 
"Zaun.  I  have  him  here;  a  rare  rogqc.  Good 
sweet  master. 
Bo  something  of  some  savour  suddenly, 
That  we  may  eat,  and  live;  I  am  almost 
starved:  [«'''*> 

No  point  manicur,  no  point  derein,  no  Sigui- 
Not  by  tlie  virtue  of  my  languages ; 
Nothing  at  my  old  master's  to  be  liop'd  for ! 
QA,  Signicnr  JJu  /  notliing  to  line  my  life  with. 
But  cold  pies,  with  a  cudgel,  'till  you  help  us ! 
Tho.  Nothing  but  famine  frights  thee. 
Come  hither,  Fidler : 
What  ballads  are  you  seen  in  best?  Be  short, 
sir. 
fid.  Under  your  mastership's  correction,  I 
'  pan  sing 

*  The  duke  of  Norfolk ;  or  the  merry  ballad 
'  Of  Diveriis  and  Lazarus;  the  lioseof  En- 
gland; 

*  In  Crete  when  Dedimus  first  began ) 

'  Jonas  his  Crying-out  against  Coventry—' 


Tho.  Excellent ! 
Rare  matters  all. 

Fid. '  Mawdlin  the  Merchant's  Daughter  «•; 

*  The  Devil,  and  Ye  dainty  Dames ' 

2ho.  llarestiU!  [Bow, 

Fid.  *  The  Landing  of  the  Spaniards  at 
'  With  the  bloody  Battle  at  MikrEnd.' 

2'Ao.  AH  excellent! 
No  tuning,  as  ye  love  mej  let  thy  fiddle 
Speak  Welch,  or  any  thing  that's  out  of  all 

tune; 
The  viler  still  the  better,  like  thyself, 
For  I  presume  thy  voice  will  make  no  treci 

dance.  [homely^ 

Fid.  Nay  truly,  you  shall  have  it  ev'n  as 
Tho,  Keep  ye  to  tiiat  key.    Are  they  all 

a-hed,  trow? 
iMun.  1  hear  no  stirring  any  where,  no 
light 
In  any  window;  'tis  a  night  for  the  nonce,  sir. 
Tho.  Came,  strike  up  then,  and  say  the 
Merchant's  Daughter ; 
We'll  hear  the  burthen :  Proceed  to  incision, 
fidler,  [Song, 

Enter  Servant,  above, 
Scrv.  Who's  there  ?  what  noise  is  this  ?  what 

rogue  at  these  hours  ? 
Tho.  '  Oh,  what  is  that  to  you,  my  fool  ? 
'  Oh,  what  is  that  to  you  f 
*  Pluck  in  your  face, 
'  You  bawiiiu;  ass, 
*  Or  I  will  break  your  brow, 

*  Hey  dowu,  down,  a-down.' 
A  new  ballad,  a  new,  a  new  I 

Fid.  *  The  twelfth  of  April,  on  May-day, 
'  My  house  and  goods  were  burn( 
away,'  &c. 
Maid  [above],  ^Vhy,  who  is  this  ? 
jMun.  Oh,  damsel  dear. 
Open  the  door,  and  it  sliuU  appear; 
Open  die  door  1 

Maid.  Oh,  gentle  'squire  <\ 
rii  sec  tliee  hang  tirst ;  farewell,  my  dear !— * 
Tis  master  Thomas ;  there  he  stands. 

Enter  Marj/^  above^ 

Mary.  'Tis  strange 
Tliat  nothing  can  redeem  him.  Railhim  hence. 
Or  sing  him  out  in's  own  way ;  any  thing 
To  be  delivcr'd  of  him. 

Maid.  Then  have  at  him. 


•  »■  F«  may  record  ^  Uttl^,']  i.  e.  play  on  the  musick ;  a  recorder  (as  appears  in  Hamlet) 
signifying  a  pipe. 

3»  No  point  uianieury  tto point  derein,  no  Signieur.]  Unless  Launceiot  may  be  here  supposed 
to  speak  a  sort  of  IJngua  Franca,  or  medley  of  languages,  these  words  are  so  ill  wrote, 
that  it  may  be  diificult  to  t^U  what  was  the  original.        Seward. 

He  is  purposely  represented  as  speaking  barbarously ;  apd  the  words  plainly  import,  that 

*  no  wine  or  good  cheer  is  to  be  had  at  his  old  master's.' 

«•  Mumdim,  &c.j  Mawdlin,  the  Merchant's  Daughter  of  Bristol.  This  and  several  others 
before  mentioned  are  the  titles  of  ballads,  some  of  which  have  been  lately  reprinted.        R. 

♦*  Open  the  door. 

Oh,  gentle  'sijuir^.]  We  take  *  Oh,  gentle  'squire,'  to  be  part  of  the  Maid's  answer;  wh# 
leaves  oS  singing  at,  '  Tis  master  Thomas*'  ' 


Act  3.  Scene  3.] 


MONSlEtf R  tHO^lAS. 


W 


'  My  man  Thomis 

*  Did  me  promise, 
'  He  would  visit  roe  this  night. 

7%o.  *  I  am  here,  love ; 

*  Tell  me,  dear  love, 

*  How  I  may  obtain  thy  sight. 
Maid,  *  Come  up  to  my  window,  love ; 

*  Come,  come,  come ! 

*  Come  to  my  window,  my  dear : 

*  The  wind  nor  the  rain 

*  Shall  trouble  thee  f^ain, 

*  But  thou  shalt  be  lodged  here/ 
no.  And  art  thou  strong  enough  ? 
Lftun.  Up,  up;  I  warrant  you. 
Man/.  What  dost  thou  mean  to  do  ? 

'  Maid.  GiKfd  mistress,  peace ; 
111  warrant  you  we'll  cool  him.  Madse  ! 
Madge  \ above].  I  am  ready.  [him  so, 

Tho.  '  The  love  of  Greece,  and  it  tickled 
'  That  he  deviled  a  way  to  go.' 
Now  sing  the  Duke  of  Northumberland ! 
Fid.  *  And  climbing  to  promo tion, 

*  He  fell  down  suddenly.'    ^ 
l^MadgCf  with  a  deviVi  vizard,  roaring, 

offen  to  kin$  him,  and  he  falls  down. 
Maid.  Farewell,  sir! 
Alary.  What  hast  thou  done  ?  th'  hast  broke 

his  neck. 
Maid.  Not  hurt  him ; 
lie  pitch'd  upon  his  legs  like  a  cat. 

Tho,  Oh,  woman  ! 
Oh,  miserable  woman  1  I  am  spoiPd  ! 
My  leg,  my  leg,  my  leg  I  Oh,  both  my  legs ! 
Mitrtf.  I  told  thee  what  th'  hadbt  done ; 

mischief  go  with  thee  I 
Tho.  Oh,  I  am  lam'd  for  ever !  Oh,  my  leg, 
Broken  in  twenty  places  !  Ob,  take  heed. 
Take  bced  of  women,  Fidler !  Oh,  a  surgeon, 
A  surgeon,  or  I  die  !  Oh  my  good  people  ! 
No  charitable  pei)ple  ?  all  despiteful  ? 
Oh,  what  a  misery  am  T  in  !  Oh,  my  leg  ! 
Laun.  Be  patient,  sir,  be  patient:'  Let  me 
bind  it. 

Snler  Sam,  and  Ht/las  with  his  head  broken. 

Tho.  Oh,  do  not  touch  it,  rogue. 

Hylas.  My  bead,  my  head ! 
Oh,  my  head's  kill'd  ! 

Sam.  You  must  be  courting  wenches 
Thro*  key-holes,  captain  Hylas !  Come  and 

be  comforted ; 
The  skin  is  scarce  broke. 

Tho.  Oh,  my  leg  ! 

Sam,  How  do  you,  sir? 

4*  /see  no  venture  is  in  no  hand  : — ]  This  scarcely  seems  intelligible.  Tom  is  triumphinsi 
with  the  thoughts  of  his  success  ;  I  believe  therefore  that  the  common  proverb,  '  Nothiii'<{ 
venture,  nothing  have,'  was  all  that  was  intended  here,  and  have  ventured  to  change  the 
words  to  it;  though  not  witliout  apprehensions  of  being  thought  to  have  taken  unwarranta- 
ble liberties.         Sc&ard, 

Mr.  Seward  rcads^ 

*  I  see  no  venture,  nothing  have :  I  have  it.' 
*  I  have  it*  refers  to  the  scarf;  and  Mr.  Seward's  liberties  are  certainly   unwarrantalle. 
The  sentence  appears  as  incomplete,  and  so  intended  by  the  Writer,  whose  dialogue  th</uld 
not  be  changed  by  an  Editor,  who  professes  giving  the  original  texU 


Tho.  Oh,maim*dforevef  withafall.  He's 
I  see  his  brtiins.  [spoii'd  too; 

Hylas,  Away  with  me,  for  God*8  sake ! 
A  surgeon ! 

Sam.  Here's  a  night  indeed. 

Hylas.  A  surgeon ! 

[Ereunt  all  but  Fidler  and  Tliomat, 

Enter  Mary  and  Servant,  below, 

Mary.  Go,  run  for  help. 

Tho.  Oh  I 

Mary.  Run  all,  and  all  too  little. 
Oh,  cursed  beast  that  hurt  him  !  Kun,  run,  fly^ 
He  will  be  dead  else  ! 

T/io.  Oh ! 

Mary.  Good  friend,  go  you  too. 

Fid    Who  pays  me  for  iny  musick  t 

Mary.  Pox  o*  your  musick  ! 
There's  twelve  pence  for  you. 

Fid.  There's  two  groats  Again,  forsooth  • 
I  never  take  above,  and  rest  you  merry ! 

[Exit. 

Mary.  A   greaSe-pot    gild    your   fiddly 
strings ! — How  Jo  you  ? 
How  is  my  dear  ? 

ThxK  Why,  well,  I  thank  you,  sweetheart. 

Shall  we  walk  in  P  for  now  there's  none  to 

trouble  us.  [with  you. — 

Mary.  Are  you  so  crafty,  sir  ?  I  shall  meet 
I  knew  your  tnck,  and  I  was  willing,  my  Tom, 
Mine  own  Tom,  now  to  satisfy  thee.     Wel- 
come, welcome !  [dearest !. 
Welcome,  my  best  friend,  to  me;  all  my 

2*ho.  Now  youVe  my  noble  mistress*    We 
lose  time,  sweet. 

Mary.  I  think  they  are  all  gone. 

Tho.  All ;  you  did  wisely. 

Mary.  And  you  as  craftily. 

Tho,  We're  well  met,  luistfess. 

Mary.  Come,  let's  go  in  then  lovingly.-* 
On,  my  scarf,  Tom  ! 
I  lost  it  thereabout  j  find  it,  and  wear  it 
As  your  poor  mistress'  favour.  [E.rit» 

Tho.  1  am  made  now ; 
I  see  no  venture  is  in  no  h.and— I  have  it*«. 
How  now  ?  the  door  lock*d,  and  she  in  be- 
Am  1  so  trimm'd  ?  [fore  ? 

Mary  [above].  One  parting  word,  sweet 
Thomas :  [fidler, 


Tho',,  to  save  your  credit,  I  discharged 
I  must  not  satisfy  your  folly  too,  sir.  (you. 
You're  subtle ;  but,  believe  it,  fox,  ril  find 
The  surgeons  will  be  here  straight;  roaragain, 
boy. 


MONSIEUR  THOMAS. 


And  break  thy  legs,  for  ik^e ;  thou  ivilt  be 

sport  else. 
Good  nj^iit ! 
Tho.  She  says  most  true;  I  must  not  stay : 

Sh*  has  bobb'd  me ; 
Which,  if  1  live,  111  recompence,and  shortly. 


{Act4.6cetvet, 

Now  for  a  ballad  to  iring  me  off  i^nin : 
All  youug  men,  be  waruM  by  me, 

How  you  do  go  a-wooing ; 
Seek  not  to  climb,  for  fear  ye  fall, 

Thereby  comes  your  undoing,  &c. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENfe  i. 


inter  Valentine,  ARce,  and  Servant, 

Val.  TJE  cannot  go,  and  take  no  farewell 
^-^     of  me  ? 

Can  he  be  so  unkind  ?  He's  but  retir'd 
Into  the  earden  or  the  orchard.    See,  sirs. 

Alice,  He  would  not  ride  there  certain; 
those  were  planted 
Only  for  walks,  1  take  it. 

VaL  Ride?  Nay  then 

Had  he  R  horse  out  ? 

Serv.  So  the  groom  delivers. 
Somewhat  before  the  break  of  day. 

VaL  He's  gone, 
ily  best  friend's  gone,  Alice !  I  have  lost  the 
noblest,  [yet. 

'The  truest,  and  the  most  man,  I  e'er  found 

Alice.  Indeed,  sir,  he  deserves  all  praise. 

Val.  All,  sister; 
All,  all,  and  all  too  little.    Oh,  that  honesty, 
That  ermine  honesty,  unspotted  ever, 
That  perfect  goodness ! 

Alice,  Sure  he  will  return,  sir; 
He  cannot  be  so  harsh. 

Val.  Oh,  never,  never, 
Never  return  ;  thou  know'st  not  where  the 
cause  lies. 

Alice.  He  was  the  wortliiest  welcome 

VaL  He  deserv'd  it. 

Alice.  Nor  wanted,  to  our  knowledge 

VaL  I  will  tell  thee. 
Within  this  hour,  things  that  shall  startle  thee. 
lie'  never  must  return. 

Enter  "Michael. 

Mich,  Good  morrow,  Signior. 

VaL  Good  morrow,  master  Michael. 

Mich,  My  good  neighbour, 
Methinks  youVe  stirnng  early,  since  your , 
travel ;  i 

You've  learnt  the  rule  of  health,  sir.  Where's  ' 

your  raistre.ss  ? 
vShe  keeps  her  warm ,  T  warrant  you,  a-bed  yet 

VaL  I  think  she  does. 

Alice.  Tis  not  her  hour  of  waking. 

Alich.  Did  you  lie  with  her,  lady  ? 

A/ ice.  Not  to-night,  sir. 
KTor  any  nipht  this  week  else. 

Mich.  When  last  saw  you  her.? 

Alice.  Late  yesternight. 

.  Mich,  Was  she  a-bed  then  f 

uflice.  No,  sir; 


I  left  her  at  her  prayers.    Why  do  you  ask 
me  ?  [a  dream 

Mich.  I  have  been  strangely  haunted  with 
AH  this  long  night,  and,  after  many  wakings^ 
The  same  dream   still:  Methougbt  I  m^ 

young  Cellide 
Just  at  St.  Catherine's  gate,  the  nunnery- 
Fa/.  Ha!  [and  troubles; 

Mich.  Her  face  slubber'd  o'er  witli  tewt^ 
Methougbt  she  cried  unto  the  lady  abbess, 
'  For  charity  receive  me,  holy  woman, 
'  A  maid  that  has  forgot  the  world's  affections, 
'  Into  thy  virgin  order;'  methougbt  she  took 

her. 
Put  on  a  stole  and  sacred  robe  upon  her^ 
And  there  I  left  her. 

VaL  Dream? 

Mich.  .Good  mistress  Alice, 
Do  me  the  favour  (vet  to  satisfy  me) 
To  step  but  up,  and  see. 

Alice.  I  know  she's  there,  sir. 
And  all  this  but  a  dream. 

Mich.  You  know  not  my  dreams ; 
They  are  unhappy  ones,  and  often  truths  s 
But  this,  I  hope  yet 

A/ice,  I  will  satisfy  you.  [£rif. 

Mich.  Neighbour,  how  does  the  gentleman  I 

Val.  I  know  not. 
Dream  of  a  nunnery  ? 

Mich,  How  found  jrou  my  words 
About  the  nature  of  his  sickness,  Valentine ^ 

VaL  Did  she  not  cry  out,  'twas  my  folly 

too  [curse  me? 

That  forc'd  her  to  this  nunnery  ?  did  she  not 

For  God  sake  speak !  did  you  not  dream  of 

me  too? 
How  basely,  poorly,  tamely,  like  a  fool, 
Tir*d  with  his  joys'     ■■ 

Mich,  Alas,  poor  gentleman ! 
You  promised  me,    sir,  to  bear  all  thei© 
crosses. 

VaL  J  bear  'em  'till  I  break  i^in ! 

Mich.  But  nobly. 
Truly  to  weigh 

VaL  Good  neighbour,  no  more  of  it ; 
You  d(i  but  fling  flax  on  my  fire.    Where  h 
she? 

Enter  Alice. 

Alice.  Not  yonder,  sir,  nor  has  not  thi» 
Been  in  her  bed.  [ni{;ht  certain 

Mich.  It  must  be  truth  she  tells  you  ; 
And  now  I'll  shew  you  why  I  came :  Thif 
morning 


Act4.SceDej8.] 


|lO!fSt]^  tHOif  i^ 


A  iDan  of  mine,  being  i^nploy'd  Aboujt  b,a8i- 

new, 
C^sqe  early  borne,  who,  at  gt.  C^lbarWs 
nunnery,  i^e^; 

4bout  day-peep,  told  me  he  inet  your  mis- 
And,  aft  1  ^x>Ve  it  in  a  dream,  so  troubled, 
^nd  so  received  by  tl^'  abl^ew,  did  he  see  her: 
The  wonder  made  me  rise,  and  haste  MA^oydu, 
1*0  know  the  cause. 

VaL  Furewell!  J  cannot  speak  it. 

[£fU  Vol, 
Alice.  For  Heav'n  sake,  leaVje  bim  notl 
JIf ic/i.  I  will  not,  lad  V. 
jiirck  Alas,  he's  much  afflicted. 
Mich,  We  shall  know  shortly  more*    Ap* 
ply  your  owi?  care  fGOU.iisei. 

At  home,  good  Alice,  and  trust  him  to  my  . 
Nay,  do  not  weep;  all  shall  be  weU,  despair  ' 
not*  fyeun$.  * 

SCENE  IT. 
ISnter  Sebastian  imd  a  Servants 

Seh,  At  Valentine's  house  so  merry  ? 
Serv.  As  a  pie,  sir. 
Seb.  So  gamesome,  dost  thou  say/ 
Serv.  I'm  sure  I  heard  it« 
Seb.  Ballads,  and  fiddles  tdof 
Serv.  No,  but  one  fiddle; 
But  twenty  noises. 

Enter  taunceloU 

iSe6.  Did  he  do  devises? 

Sern.  The  best  devises,  sir*    Here^s  my 
fdbw  Launcelot, 
lie  can  inform  you  all;  he  was  among  'em, 
A  mad  thing  too;  I  stood  but  in  a  corner. 

Seb,  Come,  sir;  what  can  you  say?  Is 
there  any  hope  yet 
Vour  master  may  return  ? 

Laum  He  went  far  else : 
I  will  assure  your  worship,  on  my  (iredit, 
By  the  faith  of  a  traveller,  and  a  gentleman, 
Your  son  ib  found  again,  the  son,  the  To^« 

Seb.  Is  he  the  old  Tom? 

Laun.  The  old  Tom. 

Seb.  Go  forward*  [old  Tom.  i 

Zaun.  Next,  to  consider  how  he  is  tl|c 

Seb.  Handle  me  that. 

LauH.  1  would  y*  had  seen  it  handled 
iLast  night,  sir,  as  We  handled  it:  .Cap^-pie!  ■ 
JFootra  fur  leers  and  leerings  ^ !  oh^  the  noise, 
The  noise  we  made  I  , 

Seb.  Good,  good ! 

fjKun.  The  windows. clatteringi 


And  ^11  the  d^a^^haaids  ip  sudi  a  whobub, 

One  with  her  smock  half  o^,  anotl^er  in  haste 

Witi)  a  serv ipg-man's  hose  upoi^  her  head 

iSe^.  pQ9dstiill  [there, 

ijmn.  A  feljow  rallius  out  of  a  loop-hole 

And  his  mouth  stopt  with  diit 

Seb.  rfaith,  a  fine  boy! 
Imuu.  Here  one  of  our  heads  broke*     ^ 
Seb.  Excellent  good  still!  [Thomas^ 

Idtun.  The  gentleman  liim^elf^  young  Mr» 
(Em'kFon^d  with  his  fi^idus  myrmidons. 
The  fiery  Fidler,  and  myself)  now  tinging. 
Now  beating  at  the  door,  there  p^ rlymg. 
Courting  at  that  window,  at  the  other  scaljn|^i 
'And  ^1  the^  several  noises  to  two  tren.cfiers, 
Stri^tig  witl)  a  bottom  of  brown  t^ead,  whic^ 
snewM  admirable.  [pleas'^. 

Seb.  There ;  eat,  and  grow  again ;   I'm 
Xaifft.  Nor  here,  sir, 
Gave  we  the  frolick  over,  tho*  at  leti^h 
We  quit  the  lady's  sconce  ou  composition^ 
But  to  the  silent  streets  we  turned  our  fnnes  t 
A  aleeping  watchman  here  we  stole  the  shojes 
from>  '  ,  [follows: 

There  made  a  noise,  at  which  he  w^kei;  ana 
The  streets  are  dirty,  tak'esa  Queenhithe  cold. 
Hard  cheese,  and  that,  chdaks  him  ,o'  Mon* 

day  next: 
Windows  and  si^s'live  fent  to  ^ebus  i 
A  crew  of  bawhng  c^rs  we  ent^^rtainV  1a^» 
When  having  let  t^pigs  loo^  in  out-pari&hjbs^ 
Qh,  the  brave  cry  we  made  as  high  ^  Ala^ 

gate! 
Qown  comes  a  cotistable,  ai^d  ^^  sow  ^ 

sister 
Most  tl'aitordusly  ^mples  dpon  authority; 
TJ^ere  a  whole  stand  .of  rug  goWni  rout»i 

manly^ 
Ai^d  the  Mog*3  peace  put  to  flight  i  A  |>urA 
blind  pig  here  [horuM; 

Runs  me  his  head  into  the  adroit^l's  lant* 
Qutgoes  the  light,  and  all  turns  to  confusion 4 
A  potter  rises,  to  enquire  this  passion; 
A  boar  imbost  takes  sancttiary  m  his  shop, 
When  twenty  dogs  rush  after,  ive  still  cheep* 

Down  go  the  ix>t8^and  pit>kia8,  doi^  tJiepud-^ 

ding-pans. 
The  cream-bowls  cry  revenge  here«  thec^  th^ 
candlesticks ! 
S^b.  If  this  be  true  4^,  thou  little  tiny  pagp;^ 
This  tale  that  thou  tell'st  me. 
Then  on  thy  back  will  I  presen£lyh{ing 
A  handsome  ne>v  livery; 


.     ^  For  leers  and  leerings.]  The  word  her  occurs  io  The  New  Inn,  bv  Ben  Jonson.  ac4  It* 
pcene 3.  Lovel says^  ^  #       ... 

•  r — r- — ^T'll  to  bed,  and  shsep 

*  If  th*  house,  and  your  Uer  druniiards  let  me.' 

jXnd  also  in  Bartholomew  Fair,  « the  Author  xloth  promise  a  strutting  hofte*-cOu«er,  ivitlt 
a  leer  drunkur^s  two  or  three  to  attend  him  in  as  good  equipagic  as  you  would  wish.'  Vdqu 
both  whit:h  passages  Mr.  Whalley  observes,  that  though  the  meaning  of  tl^  word  fw 
cannot  very  easily  be  3ettled,  tlie  expression  #eems  in  bo^  places  to  denote  immv,  Utuehing^ 
hforiim  drunkards.        JR.  •  .  -v^  tt^»      o/ 

<«  hito  the  admirable  lanthorn.]  Formet*  editions.        Sewqrd, 
youll!^'  ^  '''*^'  ^^^  *"  ^^*  ^^'""^'^  i^liqueg  pf  Apejeat  P9f«y,  Jtoi.  ^.  j)*  6f,  i^ 


^ 


MONSIEUR  THOMAS. 


[Act  4.  Scene  «. 


But  if  this  be  false,  tboii  little  tinj  page. 

As  false  it  well  may  be, 
Then  with  a  cudeel  of  four  foot  long 

I'll  beat  thee  from  head  to  toe  ^. 

Enter  Servant, 
Seb,  Will  the  boy  come  ? 
Serv.  lie  will,  sir. 

Enter  Thomas. 
Sub,  Time  tries  all  then. 
Laun.  Here  he  comes  now  himself,  sir. 
Seb^^o  be  short,  Thomas, 
Because  I  feel  a  scruple  in  my  conscience 
Concerning;  thy  demeanor,  and  a  main  one. 
And  therefore  like  a  father  would  be  satisfied, 
Get  up  to  that  window  there,  and  presently. 
Like  a  most  complete  gentleman,  come  from 
Tripoly  ^, 
Tho.  Good  Lord,  sir,  how  are  you  misled ! 
What  fancies 
(Fitter  for  idle  boys  and  drunk ards,  let  me 

speak't, 
And  with  a  little  wonder,  T  beseech  you) 
Choak  up  your  noble  judgment ! 

Seb.  You  rok^ue,  Launcelot, 
You  lying  mscal ! 

Laun.  Will  you  spoil  all  attain,  sir? 
Why,  what  a  devil  do  you  mean? 

Tho.  Away,  knave! — 
You  keep  a  company  of  saucy  fellows, 
Debosh'd,  and  daily  drunkards,  to  devour 
you ;  [only : 
Things,  whose  dull  souls  tend  to  the  cellar 
You're  ill  advis'd,  sir,  to  commit  your  cre- 
dit  


Seb,  Sirrah,  sirrah! 

Laun.  Let  me  ne*er  eat  again,  sir; 
Nor  feel  the  blessing  of  another  Wuc  coat. 
If  this  young  gentleman,  sweet  master  Tho- 
mas, ("sir : 
Be  not  as  mad  as  heart  can  wish,  yonr  heart, 
Ifyestemight's  discourse— Speak,  fellow  Ro- 
bin; 
And  if  thou  speakest  less  than  tnith— 

Tho.  *Tis  stranee  these  varlcts 

Serv.  By  these  ten  bones,  sir,  if  these  eye* 
Can  hear  and  see [and  ears 

Tho.  Extreme  strang:e ! — Should  thus  boldly 
Bud  in  your  si^ht,  unto  your  son. 

Layn,  Oh,  Deu  gvin  <■  / 
Can  you  deny  you  beat  a  constable 
Last  night? 

Tho.  I  touch  authority,  ye  rascal  ? 
I  violate  the  law  ? 

Laun.  Good  master  Thomas !  > 

Serv,  Did  you  not  take  two  wenches  from 
the  watcli  too, 
And  put  'em  into  Pudding-Lane? 

Laun.  We  mean  not 
Those  civil  things  you  did  at  Mr.  Valentine's, 
The  fiddle,  and  the  fii'lns. 

Tho,  Oh,  strange  impudence ! 
I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  give  no  such  licence 
To  knaves  and  drunkards,  to  abuse  your  son 
thus ;  [sir. 

Be  wise  in  time,  and  turn  'em  off.     We  five. 
In  a  state  governed  civilly,  and  soberly, 
Where  each  man's  actions  should  confirQi 
^Not  crack,  and  cancel  it.  [the  law, 

Seb.  Launcelot  du  Lake, 


«n  old  ballad  entitled  Little  Musgravc  and  Lady  Barnard,  from  which  we  slioll  extract  two 
Stanzas,  which  Sebastian  seems  to  have  intended  to  imitate  : 

*  If  it  be  trewe,  thou  tiney  foot-page, 

*  This  talc  thou  hast  told  to  mec, 

*  Then  alt  my  lands  in  Bucklesford  Bury 

*  I  freelye  will  give  to  thee. 

*  But  if  it  be  a  lye,  thou  tiney  foot-page, 

'  This  tale  thou  hast  told  to  mee, 

*  On  the  highest  tree  in  Bucklesft>rd  Bury 

*  All  hanged  shalt  thou  bee.'        JR. 

*•  1*11  beat  thee  from  head  to  toe.]  Unless  the  Poets  here  designed  on  purpose  to  disap- 
point the  renders  of  a  rhime,  we  must  look  on  this  as  a  corruption,  and  then  a  very  humo- 
rous expression  may  supply  its  place.  Launcelot  in  his  affectation  of  talking  Frencli  had 
used  the  words  cajt  a  pie  just  before.  The  old  man  therefore  may  here  repeat  it  with  creat 
humour — '  I'll  beat  tliee  from  cap  d  pie,*  But  the  transcriber  seeing  what  the  sense  should 
be,  and  not  knowing  tijat  this  expressed  it,  chose  to  put  the  English  without  regard  to  the 
rhime.     I  hop^  therefore  I  do  no  more  than  restore  it.         Seward, 

Mr.  Seward's  alteration  is  not  unplausible;  yet  it  is  too  violent  to  be  admitted  into  the 
text,  contrary  to  the  authority  of  all  the  old  copies:  Besides  that,  *' from  cap  a  pie'  is 
rather  a  harsh  expression. 

<7  Come  from  Tripoly.]  In  Ben  Jonson's  Silent  Woman,  act  v.  scene  1,  La-Foole  says, 
*  I  protest,  sir  John,  you  come  as  high  from  Tripoly  as  I  do  every  whit,  6cc.^  Upon 
which  passage  Mr.  Whalley  observes,  that  *.  To  come  at  high  from  Tri/wly  was  a  phrase 
then  in  use,  to  signify  doinv  feats  of  activity  and  strength,  and  that  Tripoly  was  fainous 
for  the  justs  and  tournaments  held  there  in  the  days  of  chivalry;  and  from  tliose  te.its  tiie 
phrase  was  perhaps  derived.        R. 

4*  Deu  guin.]  Mr.  Seward,  with  his  accustomed  fidelity,  reads,  Dieu  fruarde;  apprehend- 
ing, no  doubt,  that  *  it  either  was  or  ought  to  have  be§n  so  wrote;'  and,  ciass  n»  it  among 
those  variations  which  are  *  too  self-evident  to  require  a  noff/  says  norfang  ucout  it.  Du» 
guin  is  the  Welch  ejaculation  here  designed,  meaning  literally  wfute  God, 
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'  A  little  beer,  and  beef-broth;  they  are  sound 

t(K). 

Stand  all  a-breast.  Now,  gentle  Mr.  TbomnSy 
Before  J  chuse,  you  having  liy'd  lung  with  me. 
And  happily  feometimc&  with  bouie  of  these 
too,  [shew  me 

(Which  fault  I  never  frown'd  upon)  'pray 
(For  fear  we  confound  our  genealogies) 
Which  have  you  laid  aboard ;  speak  your 

mind  freely : 
Have  you  had  copulation  with  tliat  damsel? 
Tho,  I  have.  [sir? 

Seb.  Stand  you  aside  then.  How  with  her, 
Tho.  I  low,  is  not  seemly  here  to  say. 
Dor,  Here's  fine  sport! 
Seb,  Retire  you  too.   Speak  forward,  Mr. 
Thomas.  [all,  sir. 

Tho.  I  will,  and  to  the  purpose ;  even  wich 
Scb.  With  all  ?  that's  soniewliat  large. 
Dor,  And  yet  you  like  it. 
Was  ever  sin  so  glorious? 
Seb,  With  all,  Thomas  ? 
Tho.  All  surely,  sir. 
Seb.  A  sign  thou  art  mine  own  yet! 
In  again  all,  and  to  your  several  functions ! 
[Exeunt  Maids, 
What  say  you  to  young  Luce^  my  neighbour*! 
daughter  ?  [vell'd ; 

She  was  too  young,  I  take  it,  when  you  tra- 
Some  twelve  years  old. 

Tho.  Her  will  was  fifteen,  sir.       [course^ 
Seb.  A  pretty  answer,  to  cut  off  long  ilis- 
For  1  have  many  yet  to  ask  you  of, 
Where  I  can  chuse,  and  nobly.  Hold  up  your 
finger,  [Valeria, 

When  you  are  right:  What  say  you  to 
Whose  husband  lies  a-dying now  ?— Why  two. 
And  in  that  form? 

Tho.  Her  husband  is  recovered. 
Seb.  A  witty  moral !  Have  af  ye  once  more, 
Thomas :  [boy  ! 

The  siiiters  of  St.  Albans  ?— All  five?  Dat 
Dut's  mine  owu  boy  ! 

Dor.  Now  out  upon  thee,  monster ! 
Tho.  Stiil  hoping  of  your  pardon. 
Seb.  There  needs  none,  man ; 
A  !»traw  on  pardon !  pritliee,  need  no  pardon. 
ni  ask  no  uiore,  nor  think  no  more  of  ntar- 

riage. 
For  o'lny  conscience  I  shall  be  thy  cuckold. 
There's  some  good  yetleft  in  hiui :  Bear  your- 
self well,  [sir ; 
You  may  recover  me.  There's  twenty  pound, 
I  see  some  sparkles  which  may  flame  again. 
You  may  eat  witli  me  when  you  please ;  you 
know  me.                                 \  Exit  Seb, 
Dor.  Why  do  you  lie  so  damnably,  so 

foolishly  ? 
Tho.  Dost  thou  long  to  have  thy  hfead 
broke  ?  Hold  thy  peace, 


Get  you  upon  adventurcsf!  cast  your  coat, 
/«nd  mak/e  your  exit. 

Jaiuh,  Four  r amour  de  Dleu  / 
Scb.  Fur  me  no  purs ;  but  pur  at  thatdoor ; 
out,  sirrah  !  [guagcs ! 

ni  beat  ye  purblind elhe;  out,  ye  eiglit  Inn- 
Laun.  My  blood  upon  your  head !  [Exit. 
Tho.  Puri;e  me  'em  all,  sir. 
Scb,  Aud  you  too  presently. 
Tho,  Even  as  you  pleuse,  sir. 
<St'^.  Bid  my  maid-servants  come*,  and 
bring  my  daughter ; 
1  will  have  one  shall  please  me. 

[Krit  Servant. 
Tho.  Tis  most  fit,  sir. 
Seb.  Bring  me  the  money  there.  Here,  Mr. 
Thomas! 

Enter  two  Servants,  with  two  bags. 
I  pray  sit  down ;  you  arc  no  more  my  son  now ; 
Good  gentleman,  be  cover 'd. 

1/Vro.  At  your  pleasure.  [whilom 

Seb.  This  money  I  do  give  ye,  because  of 
You  have  been  thought  my  son,  and  by  my- 
self too,  [another. 
And  some  things  done  like  me:  Ye  are  now 
There  is  two  hundred  pouud,  a  civil  sum 
For  a  young  civil  man  :  Much  land  aud  lord- 
ship 
Will,  as  I  take  it,  now  but  prove  temptation 
To  dread  ye^  from  your  settled  and  sweet 
carriage. 
Tho.  You  say  right,  sir, 
Seb.  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  cover, 
Tho,  At  your  dispose.  And  I  beseech  you 
too,  sir, 
Por  the  word  civil,  and  more  settled  course. 
It  may  be  put  to  use,  that  ua  the  interest, 

Uke  a  poor  gentleman 

Seb.  It  sliall,  to  my  use. 
To  mine  again;    do  you  see,  sir?   good  fine 

gentleman, 
I  give  no  brooding  money  for  a  scrivener ; 
Mine  is  for  present  trathck,  and  so  I'll  use  it. 
l^ho.  So  much  for  that  then. 

Enter  Dorothy ,  and  four  Maids, 

Seb,  For  the  main  cause.  Monsieur, 
I  sent  to  treat  with  vou  about,  behold  it; 
Behold  tliat  piece  of  story-work,  and  view  it. 
I  want  a  right  heir  to  inii'erit  me; 
Not  my  estate  alone,  but  my  conditions. 
From  which  you  are  revolted,  therefore  dead, 
And  I  will  break  my  back,  but  I  will  get  one. 

Tho.  Will  you  cimse  there,  sir? 

Seb.  There,  among  those  damsels. 
In  miue  own  tribe:   1  know  their  qualities, 
Which  cannot  fail  to  please  me.      For  their 
beauties  [feet, 

A  matter  of  a  three  farthings  makes  all  per- 

•  Bid  my  maid  9orvsint  ctme."]  Former  editions.        Seward. 

B*  7b  dread  you.]  i.  e.  to  J'riehten  you  :  If  the  reader  does  not  admit  this  uncommon  use 
of  the  word  (which  seemed  designedly  affected  by  the  Authors;,  he  may  perhaps  prefer  draw 
or  drive  or  drag^  either  of  which  may  stand  in  its  room.        Scward% 
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And  do  asT  would  hsTe  tb^«,  otbj  this  band 
ril  kill  th  V  parrots  hang  up  thy  small  houhd  &*, 
And  drink  away  thy  doivry  to  a  penny. 
Dor.  Was  ever  such  a  wild  ass? 
Tho,  Prithee  be  quiet  I  • 
Dor,  And  dost  thou  think  men  will  not 
beat  thee*  monstrously. 
For  abating  their  wives  apd  children  ? 

Tho.  And  dost  thou  think  [much? 

Men's  wives  and  children  can  be  abos'd  too 
Dor^  J  wonder  at  ihee. 
Tho,  Nay,  thou  shalt  adjure  me 
Sefore  IVe  done. 

Dor.  How  stand  you  Hrkh  your  mistress  ? 
Tho.  I  sliall  stand  nearer  [siness. 

Ere  I  be  twelve  hours  older :  There's  my  bu« 
8he's  monstrous  subtle,  DoU« 

Dor,  The  devil,  I  tliink. 
Cannot  out-subtle  thee. 

Tho,  If  he  play  fair  pla^ 
Come,  you  must  help  me  presently, 
Ihr,  1  discard  you. 
Tho,  Thou  shalt  not  sleep  nof  eat ! 
Dor,  I'iX  no  hand  with  you^ 
)fo  bawd  to  your  i^buses. 
.    Tho.  By  this  liglit,  Doll, 
Nothing  but  in  thi  way  of  honesty ! 

Dor,  Thou  never  knew^st  that  road  >  I  hear 
your  vigils,  [her, 

Tho,  Sweet  honey  Doll— If  I  don't  m^rry 
Honestly  marry  her;  if  I  tAieaU  not  honour- 
ably^— 
Come,  thou  shalt  help  me-^Take  heed  how 

you  vex  me ! 
ril  help  thee  to  a  husband  too,  a  fine  gentle- 
man, [brown  man ; 
?know  tbouVtmad)  a  tall  young  man,  a 
swear  he  has  his  maidenhead;    a  rich 

man [answer  ye, 

Dor,  You  may  come  in  to  dinner,  and  I'll 

JTAo.  Nay,  Fil  go  with  tbee,  Doll.— Four 

hundred  aryear,  wench !  [£ituut, 

SCENE  m. 

Enter  Michael  and  Valentine, 

Mieh.  Good  sir,  go  back  again,  and  take 
my  counsel :  [from  us 

Sores  are  not  curVi  by  sorrows,  nor  time  broke 
Puird  back  again  by  sighs. 

Val,  What  should  I  do,  friend  ? 

Mich.  Do  timt  that  may  redeem  you,  go 
back  quickl V :  [her; 

Sebastian's  daughter  can  prevail  much  nvith 
The  abbess  is  her  aunt  too. 

Val.  But  my  friend  then, 
Whose  love  and  loss  is  equal  tied  ? 

Afic/i.  Content  you; 
Tli^t  sliall  be  my  tftsk.  If  be  be  alive^ 


Or  whei^  tiljr  trUvel  imd  my  ear«  iiiay  reich 
ril  bring  him  back  again.  [him,- 

VaL  Say  he  come  back  [mbtresa 

To  piece  his  poor  friend's  life  out,  and  m^ 
l)e  vow'd  for  ever  a  recluse? 

Mkh.  So  suddenly  [awa|r,  sip^ 

She  cannot;  haste  you  therefore  iustantlj 
To  put  that  danger  by.  First,  as  to  a  father. 
Then  as  a  friend,  she  was  committed  to  youj^ 
And  all  the  care  she  now  bass  By  lyhich'prir 

vilege 
She  cannot  do  herself  this  violence. 
But  you  may  break  it,  and  the  law  alions  yon. 
Vol.  Oh,  but  I  forcM  her  to  it. 
Mich^  Leave  disputing  [rable, 

A^inst  yourself:  If  you  will  needs  be  niise- 
Spite  of  her  goodness,  and  your  friend's  pern 

suasions, 
Think  on,  and  thrive  thereafter. 

Val.  I  will  home  then,  [Mtchatl- 

And. follow  your  advice;  and^  good,  good 
Mich,  No  more ;  I  know  your  soul's  di- 
vided, Valentine :  [nage. 
Cute  but  (hat  part  at  home  with  speedy  mar^ 
Ere  ray  return ;  for  then  those  thoughts  that 
vex'd  her,  [tiohs,^ 
While  there  ran  any  stream  for  loose  affect 
Will  be  stopt  up,  and  fchaste*^y'd  Honour 
guide  her.  \j^^% 
Away,  and  hope  the  best  still!  Ill  work  for 
And  pray  too,  heartily.     Awit}^;  no  mor^ 
words!                                    [J^xitimi. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  RtfUn  and  Sam, 

Htflat,  I  care  not  for  my  broken  head. 

But  that  it  should  be  his  plot,  and  a  Wench  tob^ 

A  lousy,  lazy  wench  prepared  to  do  it! 

•  Sam.  Thou  hadst  as  good  be  quiet;  for  o* 

my  conscience 
He*ll  put  another  on  the6  else. 

Ifyias.  I  am  resolv'd 
To  call  him  to  account.  Was  it  not  manifest 
He  meant  a  mischief  to  me,  and  laugh'd  at  me. 
When  he  lay  roaring  out,  his  leg  was  brokenj, 
^nd  no  such  matter  r  Had  be  broke  his  neck^ 
Indeed  'twould  ne'er  ha\'e  grieved  me.    Gal-* 

lows  gall  him  I 
Why  should  be  chuse  out  me? 

Sam.  ThouVt  ever  ready 
To  thrust  thyself  into  these  she-occVisionft, 
And  he  as  full  of  knavery  to  accept  it. 
Bsflos. ,  Well,  if  I  live,  I'll  have  a  new  tric^ 
for  him,  [^ith  hiin 

Sam,  That  will  not  be  amisS)  but  to  fight 
Is  to  no  purpose :  Besides,  he's  truly  valiants 
And  a  most  deadly  band;  thou  never  fought'st 


yet,  ling. 

Nor,  o*  my  conscience^  hast  no  faith  in  fight*.  , 


-b^this  hand 


ril  kill  thy  parrdt,  hang  up  thy  small  hlind.1  Here  the  word  hand  by  accident  has  been 
repeated  i^t  the  end  of  the  second  line,  and  expened  the  true  word.  The  sense  plainly  leads 
us  to  a  lap^og,  or  a  monkey,  and  the  epithet  ^B  knakd^  the  former  most  probable :  1  re^ 
therefore '  small  hound.'        SiSfm'<{. 


At^^6o^€^ 


mxiamtL-moMJA 


in 


^fat.  No,  no,  t  will  not  iig^ 

iStMi.  Besides,  the  quarrel, 
Mrhich  hta  tt  w6miui  iti*t,  to  make  it  scurry, 
Wild  would  He  stinking  in  fl  surgeon's  hancis, 
A  mouth  ot  two  this  weather?  for,  believe  it. 
He  n$Bret  hurts  onder  a  quarter's  healing. 

IfyUu.  No;  upon  better  thought,  I  will  not 
fiot  watch  my  time.  [^ght,  Sam, 

Sam.  To  paj  him  with  a  project;  [me. 
Watch  him  too,  I  would  wish  jou .  FVithee  tell 
Dost  thou  affect  these  women  still? 

Hylai  Yes, 'Aiith,  Sam, 
I  lore  'em  ev'tias  well  as  t*crl  did;      pem. 
NftYy  if  my  brains  were  beaten  out,  I  must  to 

Adr.  Dost  thou  love  Any  woman? 

Hykts*  Any  woman, 
Of  what  degree  or  calling. 

Sam.  Of  any  age  too  ?  [teen,  boy ; 

IfyloMi  Of  aoy  age,  from  fourscore  to  four> 
Of  any  fashion. 

An*.  And  defect  too  ? 

Hjfloi.  Bight; 
For  those  I  love  to  lead  me  to  rapentanee* 
A  womafti  with  no  nose,  after  mv  surquedry  >•, 
Sbews'like  king  Philip's  moral,  M&nento  mori; 
And  she  that  has  a  wooden  leg  demoostrfetes, 
like  hypocrites,  we  haltbeftne  the  gallbws; 
An  old  one,  with  one  tooth,  seems  to  say  to  us, 
Sweet  meats  have  sour  sauce ;  she  that's  full 
of  aches,  [porridge  i 

Crumb  not  your  bread  before  voa  taste  your 
And  tnany  morab  we  may  finq. 
.  Sam.  Tis  well,  wr. 

You'  make  so  worthy  uSM.  But.  quid  igUur  f 
What  shall  we  now  determiner 

Mylai.  Let's  consider 
An  hour  or  two  bow  I  may  fit  this  fellow. 

Sam.  Let's  find  him  first;  he'll  quickly  give 
occasion :  [you ; 

But  take  heed  to  yourself,  and  say  I  warn'd 
He  has  a  plaguy  pate. 

Jfylat*  Tlmt  at  my  danger.         l^xeuHt^ 

SCENE  V. 

JSnter  Saihrs  tinging ;  to  them,  JIfiekael  and 
Francis, 

SaiL  Aboard,  aboard !  the  wind  stands  fair. 
Idieh,  These  call  for  passengers;  111  stay 
and  see 
What  metf  they  take  aboard. 


Fran.  A  boat,  a  boat,  a  boat ! 

&it7.  Away  then. 

Fran.  Wliither  are  ye  bound,  friends? 

SaiL  Down  to  the  Streighcs. 

Mich.  Ha  I  'tis  not  much  unlike  him. 

Fran,  May  I  have  passage  for  my  money? 

SaiL  And  welcome  too. 

Mich.  Tis  he ;  I  know  'tis  he  now. 

Fran.  Tben^  merrily  aboard.  And,  noble 
friend,  [virtuo 

Heav*n's  goodness  keep  thee  ever,  and  all 
Dwell  in  thy  bosom !  (Jellide,  my  last  tears 
I  leave  behmd  me  thus,  a  sacrilice ! 
For  f  dare  stay  no  longer  to  betray  you. 

Mfch.  Be  not  so  quick,  sir.  Sailors,  I  her* 
charge  ye, 
By  virtue  of  this  warrant,  asyoull  answer  it^ 
(I* or  both  Vour  ship  and  merchant  I  know 

oerfectly) 
Lay  nold  upon  this  fellow ! 

F^an.  Fellow? 

Mich.  Ay,  sir.  [ter  yon. 

Sail.  If  o  hand  to  sword,  vir;  we  sliall  mas- 
Fetch  out  the  manacles! 

Fran,  I  do  obey  ye. 
But,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  inform  roe  truly 
How  I  am  guilty. 

JlicA.  You  Inive  robb'd  a  gentleman, 
One  that  youVe  bound  to  for  your  life  and 

being; 
Money  aud  horse  unjustly  you  took  from  him. 
And  something  of  more  note;"  but — for  you're 
a  gentleman^*''-^ 

FVaa.  It  shall  be  so;  and  here  I'll  end  all 
miseries, 
Since  friendship  is  so  cruel  1 — I  confess  it; 
And,  which  is  more,  a  hundred  of  these  rob* 

beries : 
This  ring  I  stole  too  from  him,  and  this  jewel,^ 
The  first  and  last  of  aU  my  wealth. — For^iva 
mtf,  C^i^f 

My  innocence  and  truth,  for  saying  I  stole 
And  may  they  prove  of  value  but  to  recom* 

pense 
The  thoas'mdth  part  of  his  love^  and  bread 

I've  eaten ! 

'Pray  see  'em  render'd,  noble  sir;  and  so 
I  yield  me  to  your  power. 

Aikh.  Guard  him  to  th'  water, 
r  charge  you,  sailors ;  there  I  will  receive  him^ 
And  back  convey  him  to  a  justice. 

*5  A  woman  with  no  wOe,  afkt  my  Snrqoedry.l  SutqHeOry  is  pride  or  presumption :  th* 
iM-iginal  French  wofd  signifies  <yder-t kinking,  nndin  that  sense  it  is  here  used, '  ^^>^Afbor  mf 
*  turquedry,  or  according  to  my  profound  judgment.'        Seward, 

in  the  First  Part  of  Marslon^s  Antonio  and  Meliida,  act  iii.  this  word  occurs ; 

<  ..I  will  confcsse  plaine  troth, 

*  I  envy  nothing  but  the  Travcnse  light, 

*  O,  had  it  eves,  and  eares,  and  tongues  it  ttight^ 

*  See  sport,  heare  speech  of  most  strange  iurquedrpe$. 

<  O,  if  that  ctindle  light  wei*e  made  a  poet, 
^  H6  would  prove  a  fare  firking  satyrist, 

'  And  draw  the  core  foHh  of  imposthum^  sinne.* 
The  word  is  also  used  by  Spenser^  and  the  01oss4rj  to  tha|  Writer  explains  it  in  the  same 
manoer  as  Mr.  Seward,       SU 
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[Act  4.  Sceae  6» 


SaiL  Come,  sir; 
Look  to  your  ueck;  you're  like  to  sail  i'  th'  air 
now,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

•    Enter  Thomas,  t^orothy^  and  Maid. 

l%o.    Come,  quickly,    quickly,  quickly; 
paint  me  handsomely; 
Take  heed  my  nose  he  uot  in  grain  too. 
Come,  Doll,  boll,  disen  me. 

Dor,  If  you  siiould  play  now 
Your  devil's  parts  again 

2Vio.  '  Yea  and  nay,*  Dorothy  ». 

Dor.  If  ye  do  any  thing,  but  that  ye  have 
M^hich  only  is  access [swcrn  to, 

Tho.  As  Vm.  a  gentleman ! 
Out  with  this  hair,  Doll,  handsomely. 

Dor.  You  have  your  breeches  f 

T/io.  I  prithee  away;  thou  know'st  I'm 

monstrous  tieklish:  [tocks? 

%Vhat,  dost  thou  think  I  love  to  blast  my  but- 

Dor.  I'll  plaj^ue  you  for  this  roguery;  for 
I  know  well 
What  you  intend,  sir.  [Aside. 

Tho,  On  with  my  muffler! 

Dor.  You're  a  sweet  lady !  Come,  let's  see 
you  court'sy: 
I   What,  broke  i'  th*  bum  ?  Hold  up  your  head. 

Tlu}.  Plague  on't, 
I  shall  bepiss  my  breeches  if  I  cower  thus^ ! 
Come,  am  i  ready  ? 

Maid.  At  all  points  as  like,  sir, 
As  if  you  were  my  mistress. 

Dor,  Who  goes  with  you  ? 

Tfto,  None  but  my  fortuiie,  and  myself. 

'[Exit. 

Dor,  Bless  you  !— 
Now  run  thou  for  thy  life,  and  get  before  him« 
(Take  the  bye-way)  and  tell  my  cousin  Mary 
In  what  shape  he  intends  to  come  to  cozen  her; 
I'll  follow  at  thy  heels  myself.    Tly,  wench ! 

3iaid.  I'll  do  it.  •  [Exit. 

Enter  Sebastian  and  thomas. 
Dor,  My  father  has  met  him  ;    this  goes 
excellent ! 


And  I'll  awat  in  time.   Look  to  your  skin, 

Thomas  I  [Exit, 

Seb.  What,  are  you  grown  so  com-fedy 

goody  Gillian,  [ries 

You  will  not  know  your  father?  WbatvagaF- 

Have  you  in  hand  ?  what  out-leaps,  dirtv^eels. 

That  at  these  hours  of  night  you  must  be  gad- 

rfing,  [sage? 

And  thro'  the  orchard  take  your  private  pas- 

What,  is  the  breeze  in  your  breech?  Or  has 

y[our  brother 
Appointed  you  an  hour  of  meditation 
Uow  to  demeau  tmnself?    Get  you  to  bed^ 
drab,  *  [slut. 

Or  I'll  so  crab  your  shoulders— -You  demure 
You  civil  dish  of  slic'd  beef,  get  you  in  ! 
Tho.  I  wi'  not,  that  I  wi'  not. 
Seb.  Is  it  even  so,  dame? 
Ilave  at  you  with  a  uighc-spell  then ! 
T/io.  'Pray  hold, sir! 

Seb.  *  St.  George,  St,  George,  our  lady's 
knight, 

*  lie  walks  by  day,  so  does  he  by  night; 

*  And  when  he  had  her  found, 
'  He  her  beat  and  her  bound, 

'  Until  to  him  her  troth  she  plight, 

*  She  would  not  stir  from  him  that  night. 
Tho.  Nay  then,  have  at  you  with  a  counter 

spell : 

*  From  elves,  hobs,  and  fairies, 

*  That  trouble  our  dairies, 

*  From  fire-drakes  and  fiends, 

*  And  such  as  tiie  de'il  sends, 

*  Defend  us,  good  Heav'n !  * 

[Knocks  dotcn  Stb,  and  exit. 

Enter  Launceht. 

Laun.  Bless  mc,  master!  Look  up,  sir,  I 
beseech  you ! 
Up  with  your  eyes  to  Heav'n ! 
Seb,  Up  with  your  no^e,  sir ! 
I  do  not  bleed.  I'was  a  sound  knock  she  garc 

me; 
A  plaguy  mankind  girl^ !    How  my  brains 
totter  I 


«  Yea  and  nay,  Dorothy,']  The  humour  of  this  seems  lost  in  the  former  editions.  Tom 
seems  to  use  the  expression  i/ea  and  nay  as  an  adjective,  yea-and-nay  Dorothy :  i.  e.  Puri" 
tanicai  Dorothy.        Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  is  wrong,  though  the  comma  after  yea  and  nay,  might  have  kept  bim  right. 
Tom  does  not  call  her  puritanical,  but,  by  a  droll  imitation  of  the  fanatics  of  our  Authors' 
time,  intimates  that  his  designs  are  as  chaste  as  those  of  tlie  religionists,  whose  conversation 
was  Yea,  yea,  and  nay,  nay.  He  makes  ube  of  the  same  expression,  at  his  £rst  meeting  with 
Hylas  and  Sam : 

'Do  not  you  see  me  altcr'd  ?  '  Yea  and  nay^  gentlemen; 

*  A  much  converted  man.' 

**  Jjf  Jcowr  thus,]  i.  e,  bend,  stoop,  or  shrink. 

'  As  tlms  he  spake,  each  bird  and  beast  behold 

*  Approaching  twg  and  two,  these  cowering  low 

'  Witii  blandishment,  each  bird  stoop'd  on  his  wing.* 

Paradise  Lost,  b.  viii.  1.  349.         R, 
BS  A  plaguy  mankind  girl,]  Dr.  Johnson  says  that  a  mankind  woman  is  yet  used^  in  the 
midland  counties,  for  a  woman  violent,  ferocious,  and  mischievous*        It* 
*■  Oh,  mankind  generation !'  occurs  in  The  Silent  Woman. 
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Tho.  What  is  It,  master  Valentine  P—rm 
sorely  troubled 
With  a  salt  rheum  falPn  i'  my  gums. 

Val.  ril  tell  you,  [tress, 

And  let  it  move  you  equally :  My  blest  mis- 
Upon  a  slij^ht  occasion  taking  ancer, 
Took  also  (to  undo  me)  your  aunt's  nunnery. 
From  whence  bv  my  persuasion  to  redeem  her 
Will  be  impossible  :  nor  have  I  liberty 
To  come  and  visit  her.    My  good,  good  Do- 
rothy, [aunt  too. 
You  are  most  powerful  with  her,  and  your 
And  have  access  at  all  hours  liberally  ;  ' 
Speak  now  or  never  for  me! 

Tho.  In  a  nunnery  ? 
That  course  must  not  be  suffered,  master 
Valentine ;  f  me ; 

Her  mother  never  knew  it. — Rare  sport  for 
Sport  upon  sport !— By  th'  break  of  day  Til 
meet  ye ;  [warrant  ye. 

And  fear  not,  roan ;  we'll  have  her  out^  I 
I  cannot  stay  now. 

Fal.  You'll  not  break? 

Tko,  By  no  means. 
Good  niiiht. 

VaL  Good  niirht,  kind  mistress  Doll. 

[Exit. 

Tho.  This  thrives  well ; 
Every  one  takes  me  for  my  sister;  excellent! 
This  nunnery's  fall'u  so  pat  too,  to  my  figure, 
Where  there  be  handsome  wenches,  and  they 

sliull  know  it, 
Tf  once  I  creep  in,  ere  they  get  me  out  again. 
Stay,  here's  the  house,  and  one  of  her  maids. 

Enter  Maid. 
Maid.  Who's  there? 
Oh,  mistress  Dorothy  !  You  are  a  stranger. 
Tho.  fctill  mistress  Dorotliy  ?  This  geer  will 

cotton  57. 
Maid.     Will  you  walk  in,  forsooth? 
Tho.  Where  is  your  mistress  ? 
Maid.  Not  very  w  ell ;  she's  gone  to  bed  i 
I'm  glad 
You're  come  so  fit  to  comfort  her. 
Tfio.  Yes,  I'll  comfort  her. 
Maid.  'Pray  make  not  much  noise,  for  stie*s 
sure  asWp.  [company 

Yon  know  your  side;  creep  softly  in;  your 
Will  warm  her  well. 

Tho.  I  warrant  thee,  I'll  warm  lier. 
Maid.  Your  brother  has  been  here;  the 

strangest  fellow ! 
Tho.  A  very  rogue,  a  rank  rogue  f 

^  In  hit  nwn  sister* $  cloaths,  sir,  and  I  can  wast  him.]  The  variation  is  Mr.  Seward's,  who 
says  he  at  Hrst  proposed  reading  canvast ;  t.  e.  searched  or  inquired  into  him;  but  that  by 
Sebastian's  answer,  *  We'll  rcatch  him,'  the  word  wa'tch  seems  the  more  probable  reading. 

57  This  geer  mil  cott6n.]  Tliis  seems  to  have  been  a  cant  expression,  understood  at  tht 
time.  In  Lily's  Campaspe,  an  old  play  in  Uodiley's  Collection,  vol.  ii.  Alexander  says, 
'  Now,  Hepliestion,  doth  not  this  matter  cotton  as  1  would?  Campaspe  looketh  pleasantly, 
'  liberty  will  encrcasc  her  beautie,  and  my  love  shall  advance  her  honour.'  By  which  it 
appears,  that  the  matter  is  said  to  cotton  from  the  concurrence  of  all  these  circumstances  t 
So  here,  from  the  number  of  successful  tokens,  Thomas  says,  *  This  geer  will  cotton:  Jm 
the  same  sense  we  still  say,  that  *  things  cotton  together.' 


Well,  go  thy  ways;  th^  hast  got  one  thousand 

pound  more  [her  too. 

With  this  dog  trick.  Mine  own  true  spirit  in 

Laun.  In  her?  Alms,  sir, 
Alas,  poor  gentlewoman,  she  ahand  so  heav7. 
To  knock  you  like  a  calf  down,  or  so  brave 

a  courage 
To  beat  her  father?  If  you  could  believe, 

sir 

Seb.  Who  wouldst  thou  make  me  believe  it 
was  ?  the  devil  ?  [times,  sir, 

huun.  One  that  spits  fire  as  fast  as  he  some- 
And  changes  shapes  asof^n ;  your  son  Tho- 
mas, [me. 
Ne'er  wonder ;  if  it  be  not  he,  straight  hang 

Seb.  He?  If  it  be  so, 
111  put  thee  in  my  will ;  and  there's  an  end 
on't.  [a  player, 

Laun.  I  saw  his  legs;  h'  has  boots  on  like 
Under  his  wench's  cloaths ;  'tis  he,  'tis  Tho- 
mas, [watch  hims*. 
In  his  own  sister's  cloaths,  sir,  and  I  can 
Seb.  No  more  words  then ;  we'll  watch  him. 
Thou'lt  not  believe,  Launce, 
How  heartily  glad  I  am. 

Laun,  May  you  be  gladder  \ 
But  not  this  way,  sir. 
Seb,  No  more  words,  but  watch  him. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII.  ' 

Enter  Mary,  Dorothy^  and  Maid. 

Mary.  When  comes  he  ? 

Dftr.  Presently. 

Mary.  Then  get  you  up,  Doll; 
Away ;  I'll  straight  come  to  you.  Is  all  ready  ? 

Maid.  Alh 

Mary.  Let  the  light  stand  far  enough. 

Maid.  'Tis  plac'd  so.  [chamber : 

Mary.  Stay  you  to  entertain  him  to  his 
But  keep  close,  wench ;  he  flics  at  all. 

Maid.  I  warrant  you. 

Mary.  You  neetl  no  more  instruction  ? 

Maid,  I  am  perfect.  lExeunt. 

SCENE  vni. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Thomas. 
Tho.  More  stops  yet  ?  Sure  the  fiend's  my 
ghostly  father. 
Old  V^alcRtine !  what  wind's  in  his  poop  ? 

VaL  Lady, 
You're  met  most  happily.    Oh,  gentle  Doll, 
You  must  now  do  me  an  especial  favour. 
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[Act  5.  6o^9«t« 


Muid.  ril  coo4uct  ¥Oti 
£v'n  to  herchamber-cloory  and  there  cQinmit 
you.  [Ejcennt. 

SCENE  IX. 
Enter  Michaely  Francis,  and  Officert, 

Mich,  Come,  Bit,  for  this  night  I  shall 
entertain  je, 
And  like  a  gentltanany  howe'er  your  fortune 
Uftth  cast  you  on  tlie  worst  part. 

Fran,  How  you  please^  sir  j 
I  am  resolv'd ;  *nor  can  »  joy  or  misery 
Much  move  me  now. 

Mich»  Vm  nns,ry  with  myself  now 
For  putting  thib  forced  wav  upon  his  patience ; 
Yet  any  other  course  had  been  too  slender. 
Yet  what  to  tbiuk  I  know  not;  for  most  li- 
berally [they  prove  so, 
He  hath  coufessM  strange  wrongs,  which*  ii 
Howjc'er  the  other*s  long  love  nifty  forget  all, 
Yet  'twas  most  fit  he  should  come  bacL^  ao^ 
this  way. 


Drink  that ;  and  noMr  to  my  e«re  leiiye  yoi^r 

prisoner; 
111  be  his  gMj^d  for  this  night. 
Offik  Good  night  to  your  worship* 

[Exeu9^, 
MicK  Good  night,  jny  honest    friend^. 
Come,  sir,  I  hope 
There  shall  be  no  such  cause  of  siich  %  sadne|9 
As  you  put  on. 

Fran,  Taith,  sir,  my  rest  is  up, 
And  whati  now  pull  shall  no  more  a^ict  mil 
Than  if  I  play'd  at  ipau^counter;  nor  is  mj 

faoB 
The  map  of  any  filing  I  seem  to  suffer; 
Lifter  affections  seldom  dwell  in  me,  sir. 
Mich,  A  constant  gentleman. — ^Would  I 
had  taken 
A  (ever,  when  £  took  tliis  harsh  way  to  dis^ 
turb  him !  [night 

Comci  Walk  with  mc^  sir;  ere   tomorrow-* 
I  doubt  not  but  to  see  all  tliis  blown  over. 

iExeuHf. 


ACT    ¥• 


SC£NE  h 
Enter  Htfiai, 
Hylas.  T  HAVE  dog*d  his  sister,  (sure  *twas 
■■•     she)  ["iglit  too ; 

And  T  hope  she  will  come  back  again  tliis 
6am  f  have  lost  of  purpose :  Now  if  I  can, 
Witl)  all  the  art  I  have,  a^she  comes  back, 
'But  win  a  parley  for  iny  broken  pate, 
OfTgoeshermaidenhead,  and  tliere*s  vm^/icto  / 
They  s»tir  about  the  house ;  Til  stand  at  di- 
stance* [Esit. 

Enter  Mary  and  Dorothy^  and  thai  Thomtta 
and  Maid, 

Dor.  1^  he  come  in  f 

Mary.  Speak  softly ; 
tie  is,  and  there  he  goes. 
Good  night,  good  night,  wetich! 

iA  6eS  discovered,  with  a  hlackmoor  in  it, 
(aid.  As  softly  as  you  can.  [Exit* 

Tho.  Vl\  play  the  mouse.  Nan. 
How  close  tne  little  tliief  lies ! 
Mary.  How  he  itches !  [and  I 

Dor.  What  would  you  give  now  to  be  there. 
At  home.  Mall?  ^ 

Mary.  Peace ;  for  shame  1 
T%o.  In  what  a  figure 
The  little  fool  has  pull'd  itself  together !        ' 
Anon  you  will  lie  straighter  j  ha !  Uiere's  rare 

.circumstance 
Belongs  to  such  a  treatise.  Do  you  tumble  ? 
I'll  tumble  with  you  straight,  weuch.    She 
sleeps  soundly.  [ing, 

full  little  think'st  thou  of  thy  joy  that's  cora- 
TheSTtreet,  sweet  joy !  full  little  of  the  kisses; 
Sttt  those  untliought-of  things  come  ever 
happiest. 


J  How«ofttlie  rogue  feels!  Oh,  you  little  villain, 
You  delicate  coy  tliief,  how  I  shall  thrum  you  I 
Your  'Fy\  away,  good  servant  ]  as  you  ar« 

agentleniftu! 

Mary.  Prithee  leave  laughing. 
27/0.  •  Out  upon  you,  Thomas  ! 
<  What  do  you  mean  to  do?  I'llcall  the  bouse 
up !  [serve  you  j 

*  Oh,  God,  I'm  sure  you  will  not  I '  ahall  not 
For  up  you  go  now,  an  you  wore  my  i'athcr. 
Mary.  Your  courage  will  %;e  cool'd  anon« 
Tho.  If  l^iohangfor't, 
Yet  ru  be  quartered  here  first. 
Dor.  Oh,  fierce  villain  ! 
Mary.  What  would  he  do  indeed,  Doll  ? 
Dor.  You  had  best  try  him.         [Mary— 
T/io.  I'll  kiss  tr.ee  ere  I  come  to  bed,  sweet 
Mary.  Prithee,  Je^ve  laughing. 
Dor.  Oh,  i'cr  gentle  Nichohis  ! 
Tho4  And  view  th«  stoiujy  face  that  has 
so  thunder'd  me. 
A  coldness  crept  pver't  now?  Byyourlcave^ 
candle,  [pretty— 

And  next,  door,  by  yours  too !  So ;  a  pretty> 
Shall  I  now  look  upon  ye?  By  this  light  'ifi 
moves  me. 
Mary.  Much|;ood  may  it  do  you,  sjr  I 
jfVw.  Holy  saints  defend  rae  I 
The  devil,  devil,  devil,  devil !  oh^  the  dettl } 
Marys  Dor   Ha,  h«,  h^  hal  The  devili 
oh,  the  devil !  [beastiy  ! 

I%o   I  am  abusM  most  damneqly,  raosf 
Yet,  if  it  be  a  she-devil— but  the  house  is  up^ 
And  here's  no  stajyiug  longer  in  this  cassocL 
Woman,  I  here  disclaim  thee !  and,  in  ven-* 
geance, 
I  111  marry  with  that  devil,  but  I'll  tax  theat 
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Mary.  ByV  lady,  bat  joa  shd]  not,  sir! 
I'll  watch  ye. 

Tho.  Plague  o'  your  Spanish  leather  hide ! 
ril  wakeu  you. 
X>eviI,«^ood  night !  Good  night,  good  devil ! 

Moor.  Oh! 

Tho.  Roar  again,  devil,  roar  again.  [Exit. 

Moor.  Oh,  oh,  sir  !  [vanish: 

Mary.  Open  the  doors  before  him;  let  him 
Now,  let  him  come  again,  I'll  use  him  kinder. 
How  now,  wench?  [ti'ess, 

Moo7'.  Pray  lie  here  yourself  next,  mis- 
And  entertain  your  sweel^art. 

Alary.  What  said  he  to  thee  ? 

Moor.  I  had  n.  soft  bed,  and  I  slept  out  all 
But  his  kind  farewell :  You  may  bake  me  now. 
For  o'my  conscience,  he  has  made  me  venison. 

Mary.  Alas,  poor  Kate !  1^11  give  thee  a 
new  petticoat. 

Dor.  And  I  a  waistcoat,  wencb* 

Mary.  Draw  in  the  bed,  maids,  [too, 
And  see  it  made  again  ;  put  fresh  sheets  on 
For  Doll  and  I.  Com6,  wench,  let's  laugh  an 

hour  liow. 

Tomorrow,  early,  ^ill  we  see  young  Cellide ; 

They  say  she  has  taken  sanctuary !  Love  and 

hays«  [ties! 

Are  thick  sown,  but  come  up  so  full  of  this- 

Dor.  They  'must  needs.  Mall,  for  'tis  a 
pricking  age  grown. 
Prithee  to  bed,  for  I  am  monstrous  sleepy. 

Mary.  A  match;  but  art  not  thou  thy  bro- 

Dor.  'Would  I  were,  wench!  [iher? 

You  should  hear  further. 

Mary.  Come ;  no  more  of  that,  Doll ! 

[Esaint. 

SCENE  XL 

Enter  Hyla$  and  Thomat. 

Sytas.  f  heard  the  doors  clap;  now,  in't 

be  thy  will,  wench 

By  th*  mass  siic  comes.   You're  fairly  met», 

fair  gentiewomnn ! 
1  take  it  mistress  Doll,  Sebastian's  daughter. 
Tho.  You  take  it  right *>,  sir. — Hylas,  are 
you  ferreting.^ 
I'll  fit  you  with  a  penny-worth  presently. 
Hylas.  How  dare  you  lialk  so  late,  sweet, 
so  weak  guarded  ?  [look  for ; 

T/u>.  'Faith,  sir,  I  do  no  harm,  nor  none  I 
Yetf  am  glad  I've  met  so  good  a  pentleman^ 
Against  ail  chances;  for  tho*  I  never  knew 

Yet  i  hiive  heard  much  good  spoke  of  you. 

Hylas.  Hark  vou ; 
What  if  a  man  should  kiss  you  ? 

Tho.  That's  no  harm,  sir. —  [mischief. 
'Pray  God  he  'scapes  my  beard !  there  lies  the 

^  Love  and  they are  thick  sonm^  &c.]    That  this  is  corrupt  needs  no  ptoof : 

love  and  hay,  i.  e.  '  Hay  seeds  are  thick  sown,'  &c.         Sezoard*       / 

59  You're  surely  we/. J  Former  editions  all  read  thus. 

^  Tho.  I  take  right,  sir.']  The  seuse  and  measure  both  are  imptdved  by  the  change  ma^ 
in  this  reading.        SewurU* 
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Hylas.  Her  tips  £tre  monstrous  nigged ;  but 

that  surely 
is  but  the  sharpness  of  the  weslther. — liark 

ye,  once  more,  [  so. 

And  m  your  ear,  sweet  mistress,  (for  you  are 
And  ever  shall  be  from  this  hour,  I've  vow'd 

it) — 

Enter  Sebastiaii  and  Launcehi* 

Seb-  Why,  that's  my  daughter,  ro||ue ;  dost 
thou  not  see  her 
Kissing  tliat  fellow  there,  tliere  in  thac  corner  f 

Laun.  Kissing? 

Seb.  Now,  now;  now  they  agree  o'  th* 
match  too. 

Tho.  Nay  tlien,  you  love  me  not. 
.  Hylas.  By  tliis  white  hand,  Doll ! 

Tho.  I  must  confess,  I've  long  desired  yout 
sight,  sin 

Laun.  Why  there's  the  boots  still,  sir. 

Seb.  Hang  boots,  sir ! 
Why,  they'll  wear  breeches  too* 

Tho.  Dishonest  me? 
Not  for  the  world. 

Seb.  Why, now  they  kiss  again;  there! 
t  knew  'twas  she,  and  that  her  crafty  stealing 
Out  the  back  way  must  needs  have  such  a 
meaning. 

Laun.  I'm  at  my  small  wits'  end. 

Tho.  If  you  mean  honourably 

Laun.  Did  she  ne'er  beat  yau  before,  sir  ? 

Stb.  Why  do^t  thou  follow  me  ? 
Thou  rascal,  slavc^  hast  thou  not  twice  abus'd 
me?  [coveniuit^ 

llast  thou  no^spoiiVl  the  boy  ?  By  thine  owil 
Wouldst  thou  not  now  be  hang'd? 

iMun.  I  think  I  would,  sir; 
But  you  are  so  impatient!    Does  not  thi^ 
sht  w ,  si  r,  [j  udgmen  t^ 

(I  do  beseech  you  speak,  and  speak  with 
And  let  the  case  he  equally  cousider'd) 
Far  braver  in  your  daughter?  In  a  sou  now, 
Tis  nothing,  of  no  mrtrk,  every  man  does  it ; 
But  to  beget  a  duugiiter,  a  man-maiden, 
Thac  reaches  at  these  high  exploits,  is  ad- 
mirable I  [durst  he^ 
Nay,  «he  gi)es  far  beyond  him;  for  when 
But  when  he  was  drunk,  do  any  thlug  to  speak 
This  is  Sebastian  truly.  [of? 

Sebi  Thou  say'st  right,  Launce ; 
And  there's  ray  hand  once  more. 

Tho.  Not  without  marriac'i. 

Seb.  Didst  thou  hear  that  ? 

Laun.  I  think  f^he  spoke  of  marriage. 

Seb.  And  he  shall  marry  her  (tor  it  &eems 
she  likes  him) 
And'  their  first  boy  shall  be  ifty  heir. 

Ltiun.  Ay,  marry. 
Now  you  go  right  to  work. 

1  read 
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Tko,  Fy,  fy,  sir! 
Now  I  have  proniis'd  you  this  night  to  marry, 
Would  you  be  so  intemperate?  Are  you  a 
gentleman  ?  [  this  rascal 

Hylas.  I  have  no  maw  to  marriage,  yet 
Tempts  me  extremely. — Will  you  marry  pre- 
sently? [cbapel, 
Tho,  Get  you  afore,  and  stay  me  at  the 
Close  by  the  nunnery ;   there  you  shall  find 
a  night-priest,  [mony 
Little  Sir  Hugh,  and  he  can  say  the  matri- 
Over  without  book;  for  we  must  have  no 

company, 
Nor  light,  for  fear  my  father  know,  which 
must  not  yet  be: 

And  then  tomorrow-night 

Hi/ltu.  Nothing  to-night,  sweet  ? 
Tho.  No,  not  a  bit.  Tm  sent  of  business, 
About  my  dowry,  sweet;  do  not  you  spoil  all 
now;  [marriage! 

Tis  of  much  haste.— I  can  scarce  stay  the 
Now,  if  you  love  me,  get  you  gone ! 
Hylat.  YouUI  follow? 
Tho.  Within  this  hour,  my  sweet  chick. 
JSylas,  Kiss. 
Tho.  A  rope  kiss  you  !— 
Come,  come ;  I  stand  o'  thorns. 

HyUiS.  Methinks  her  mouth  still 

Is  monstrous  rough ;  but  they  have  ways  to 

Farewell !  [mend  it. — 

Tho.  Farewell !— Fil  fit  you  with  a  wife,  sir. 

Seh.  Come,  follow  dose;  111  see  the  end 

she  aims  at. 

And  if  he  be  a  handsome  fellow,  Launcelot, 

Fiat !  'tis  done,  and  all  my  'state  is  settled. 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE  TU. 

Dnfer  Abbess,  Cellide,  and  Nuns, 

Abbets.  Come,  to  your  matins,  maids  ! 

These  early  hours, 
My  gentle  daughter,  will  disturb  a  while 
Your  fair  eyes,  nurtured  in  ease. 

CeL  No,  virtuous  motlier, 
Tis  for  my  holy  health,  to  purchase  which 
They  shall  forget  the  child  of  ease,  soft 

slumber*'. 
Oh,  my  afflicted  heart,  how  thou  art  tortur'd ! 
And,  Love,  how4ike  a  tyrant  thou  reign*st  in 

Commanding  and  forbidding  at  one  instant! 
Why  came  I  hither,  that  desire  to  have 
Only  all  liberty  to  make  me  happy? 
Why  didst  thou  bring  that  young  man  home, 

oh,  Valentine, 
That  virtuous  youUi?  Why  didst  thou  speak 

his  goodness. 
In  such  a  phrase  as  if  all  tongues,  all  praises. 
Were  made  for  him  ?  Oh,  fond  and  ignorant! 
Why  didst  thou  foster  my  affection 


Till  it  grew  up  to  know  no  other  father. 
And  then  betray  it  ? 

Abbess.  Can  you  sing? 

CeL  Yes,  mother, 
My  sorrows  only. 

Abbess.  Be  gone,  and  to  the  choir  then. 

[Ejeunt.  Mustek,  sifigirtg. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Michael  and  Servant,  and  Francis. 

Mich,  Hast  thou  enquired  him  out? 

Serv,  He's  not  at  home,  sir ; 
His  sister  thinks  he*s  gone  to  th'  nunnery. 

Mich.  Most  likely :    I'll  away.    An  hour 
hence,  sirrah. 
Come  you  along  with  this  young  gentleman  ; 
Do  him  all  service,  and  fair  office. 

Serv.  Yes,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  llylas  and  Sam. 

Sam,  Where  hast  thou  been, man? 

Hylas.  Is  there  ne'er  a  shop  open? 
ni  give  thee  a  pair  of  gloves,  Sam. 

&mu  What's  the  matter? 

Hylas.  What  dost  thou  think? 

Sam.  Thou  art  not  married? 

Hylas.  By  th'  mass  but  I  am,  all  to  being 
married* ; 
I  am  i*  th'  order  now,  Sam. 

Sam,  To  whom,  prithee  ? 
I  thought  there  was  some  such  trick  in't,  you 

stole  from  me. 
But  who,  for  Heav'n's  sake  ? 

Hylas.  Ev'n  the  sweetest  woman. 
The  rarest  woman,  Samuel,  and  the  lustiest, 
But  wondrous  honest,  honest  as  the  ice,  boy. 
Not  a  bit  beforehand,  for  my  life,  sirrah; 
And  of  a  lusty  kindred ! 

Sam.  But  who,  Hylas? 

Hylas,  The  young  gentleman  and  I  are  like 
to  befriends  again ; 
The  fates  will  have  it  so. 

Sam.  Who,  Monsieur  Thomas? 

Hylas.  All  wrongs  forgot. 

Sam.  Oh,  now  I  smell  you,  Hylas; 
Does  he  know  of  it  ? 

Hylas.  No,  there's  the  trick  I  owe  him ; 
Tis  done,  boy;  we  are  fast,  Yaith !  My  youth 

now 
Shall  know  I  amaforehaud,  for  his  qualities. 

Sam,  Js  there  no  trick  in't? 

Hylas.  None,  but  up  and  ride,  boy. 
I  have  made  her  no  jointure  neither;  there  I 
have  paid  him. 

Sam.  She's  a  brave  wench. 

Hylas.  Siie  shall  be,  ns  Til  use  her; 
And,  if  she  anger  me,  all  his  abuses 
I'll  clap  upon  her  cassock. 

Sam.  Take  heed,  Hylas  ! 


-    •»  The  child  of  ease,  toft  slumbers.]  Former  editions.        Seward. 

*All  to  be  married.]  We  should  either  read,  <  All  but  to  be  married;'  or,  '  All  to  being 
<  murried.' 
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Eyla$.  Tis  past  that,  Sam.  Come,  I  must 
meer  ber  presently^ 
And  thou^  shalt  see  me  a  most  glorious  hus- 
baad.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Dorothy^  Mary,  and  Valentine. 
Dor.  In  troth,  sir.  }ou  ne'er  spoke  to  me. 
Vai.  Can  vou  forget  me?  [ning 

Did  not  you  promise  j>U  yoor  help  and  cun- 
In  my  behalf,  but  for  one  hour  to  bee  her? 
Did  you  not  swear  it  ?  By  this  hand,  no  strict- 
ness [broken. 
Nor  rule  this  house  holds,  shall  by  mc  be 
Dor.  1  saw  you  not  thc:»e  two  days. 
Vui.  Do  not  wrong  me ! 
I  met  you,  by  ray  life,  just  as  you  enter'd 
This  gentle  lady's  lodge,last  night,  thus  suited, 
About  eleven  o'clock. 
Dor.  Tis  true,  I  was  there ; 

But  that  I  saw  or  spoke  to  you 

Alary.  I've  found  it ; 
Your  brother  Thomas,  Doll ! 

Dor.  Pray,  sir,  be  satisfied. 
And  wherein  1  can  do  you  good,  command 
me. —  L*'^'"* 

What  a  mad  fool  is  this ! — Stay  here  a  while. 
Whilst  we  walk  in,  and  make  your  peace. 

[Esit  with  Mary. 

Enter  Abbess, 
Val.  I  thank  you.  [Squeak  within, 

Abbeu.  Why,  what's  the  matter  there  a- 
mong  these  maids  ? 
Hom^benedicite  /  Have  ye  got  the  breeze  there? 
Give  me  my  holy  sprinkle  ! 

Enter  tao  Nuns. 
1  Nun.  Oh,  madam. 
There  is  a  stran^e  thing  like  a  gentlewoman, 
like  mistress  Dorothy,  (I  tliink  the  Hendj 
Crept  into  th*  nunnery,  we  know  not  which 
Plays  revel-root  among  us.  [^  *y» 

Abbess.  Give  me  my  holy  water-pot ! 
X  Nun.  Here,  madam.  [thee, 

Abbess.  Spirit  of  earth  or  air,  I  do  conjure 

Of  water,  or  of  fire [Squeak  witlun* 

1  Nun.  Hark,  madam,  hark ! 
Abbess.  Be  thou  ghost  that  cannot  rest, 
Or  a  shadow  of  the  bless'd, 
Be  thou  black,  or  white,  or  green. 
Be  thou  he^rd,  or  to  be  seeji— ^ 

Enter  Thomas  and  CelUde. 

9  Nun.  It  comes,  it  comes ! 

Cel.  What  are  you  ?  speak,  speak  gently ; 
And  next,  what  would  you  with  me? 

Tho.  Any  thing  you'll  let  me. 

CeL  You  are  no  woman  cert^n. 

Tho.  Nor  you  uo  nun, 
Nor  shall  not  be. 


Cel.  What  make  you  here? 

Tho.  I  am  a  holy  friar. 

Abbess.  Is  this  the  spirit? 

Tho.  Nothing  but  spirit,  aunt. 

Abbess.  Now  out  upon  thee ! 

Tho.  Peace,  or  I'll  conjure  too,  aunt. 

Abbess.  Why  come  you  thus? 

Tho.  That's  all  one;  here's  my  purpose •■: 
Out  with  this  nun ;  she  is  too  handsome  for  ye. 
I'll  tell  thee,  aunt,  and  I  speak  it  with  tear* 
to  thee,  [art  wiser, 

If  thou  keep'st  her  here,  as  yet  I  hope  thou 
Mark  but  the  mischief  follows  1 

Abbess.  She's  a  votress.  [undo  thee, 

Tho.  Let  her  be  what  she  will,  she  will 
Let  her  but  one  hour  out,  as  I  direct  you. 
Or  have  among  your  nuns  again ! 

Abbess.  You  hare  no  project 
But  fair  and  honest? 

Tho.  As  tliine  eyes,  sweet  Abbess. 

Abbess.  I  will  be  rul'd  then. 

Tho.  Thus  then,  and  persuade  her— 
But  do  not  juggle  with  me ;  if  you  do,  aunt— 

Abbess.  1  must  be  there  myself. 

Tho.  Away,  and  fit  her. 

Abbess.  Come,  daughter,  yon  must  now  be 
rul'd  or  never. 

CfL  I  must  obey  your  will. 

Abbess.  That's  my  good  daughter.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  \aL 
Enter  Dorothy  and  Mary. 
Mary.  What  a  coil  has  this  fellow'  kept 
i'  th'  nunnery  1 
Sure  he  has  run  the  Abbess  out  of  her  wits. 
Dor.  Out  of  the  nunnery,  I  think ;  for  we 
can  neither  set*  her 
Nor  the  younj;  Collide. 

Mary.  'Pray  Ueav'ns,  he  be  not  teasing ! 
Dor.  Nay,  you  may  thank  yourself;  'twas 
your  own  structures. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Sam.  Why,  there's  the  gentlewoman. 

Hylas.  'Mass,  'tis  she  indeed. 
How  smart  the  pretty  thief  looks !  'Morrow, 
mistress ! 

Dor.  Good  morrow  to  you,  sir ! 

Sum.  -How  strange  she  bears  it ! 

Hylas.  Maids  must  do  so,  at  first. 

Diir.'  Would  ye  aught  with  us,  gentlemen? 

Hylas.  Yes,  marry,  would  I, 
A  little  with  your  ladyship. 

Dor.  Your  will,  sir? 

Hylas.^DoWy  I  would  have  you  presently 
prepare  (^with  you  ; 

Yourseit  and  those  things  you  would. have 
For  my  house  is  ready « 

Dor.  How,  sir  ? 

Hylas.  And  this  night 
Not  to  fail ;  you  must  come  to  me;  my  friends 


•>  And  now  shalt.l  Former  editions. 

^  Here's  my  purpou.]  The  old  quarto  teads, '  Her*s  my  purpose.' 

Pa 
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Will  all  be  there  too.    For  trunks,  and  those 
things,  [have  carried, 

And  houshold-stufF,  and  cloaths,  you  would 
Tomorrow,  or  the  next  day,  FU  take  order : 
Only  vyhat  money  you  have,  bring  away  with 
And  jewels.  [you, 

Dor.  Jewels,  sir? 
Hylat,  Ay,  for  adornment. 
Therc^s  a  bed  up  to  play  the  game  in,  Dorothy : 
And  now,  come  kiss  me  heartily ! 
Dor,  Who  are  yoii  ? 
H^las,  Tliis  lady  shall  be  welcome  too. 
Mary,  To  what,  sir  ? 
Jfyhs,  Your  neighbour  can  resolve  you. 
Dor.  The  man's  foolish ! 
Sir,  you  look  soberly :  Who  is  this  fellow, 
And  Where's  his  business? 

Sam,  By  lleav'n,  thou  art  abus'd  still. 
Hulas.  It  may  be  so.   Come,  ye  may  speak 
now  boldly ; 
There's  none  but  friends,  wench,    f 

Dor.  Came  you  out  of  Bedlam  ? 
Alas,  'tis  ill,  sir,  thftt  you  suffer  him 
To  walk  i^  th' open  air  thus;  'twill  undo  him. 
A  pretty  handsome  gentleman  :  Great  pity ! 
Sam.  Let  me  not  live  more  if  thou  be'st  not 

cozen'd. 
Hylits.  Are  not  you  my  wife  ?  Did  not  I 
marry  you  last  ni^ht, 
At  St.  Michael's  Chapel  ? 

Dor,  Did  not  I  say  he  was  mad  ? 
^  Ut/las,   Are  not  you   mistress  Dorothy, 
Thomas's  sister  r 
Mary.  There  he  speaks  sense ;  but  I'll  as- 
sure you,  gentleman,  [it? 
I  think  no  wife  of  yours.   At  what  hour  was 
HyUts.  'Sprecious,  you'll  make  me  mad ! 
Did  no^  the  priest,                     [o'clock 
Sir  Hugh,  that  you  appointed,  about  twelve 
Tie  pur  hands  fast?  Did  not  yo^  swear  you 
lov 'd  me  ?                                [woman's  ? 
Did  not  I  court  ye,  coming  from  this  gentle- 
Mary,  Good  sir,  go  sleep;  for,  if  I  credit 
She  was  in  my  arms  then  a-bcd,           [have, 
Sam.  I  told  you. 
Hytas.  Be  not  so  confident ! 
Dor.  By  th'  mass,  she  must,  sir; 
For  I'll  no  husband  here,  before  I  know  him : 
And  so  good  n^orrow  to  ye  I  Come,  let's  go 
seek  'em. 
Sam,  I  told  you  what  you  had  done. 
Hylas.  Is  tlie  devil  stirring? 
Well,  go  with  me ;  for  now  I  will  be  married. 

Exeunt, 


SCENE  VIII. 


Enter  Michael^  Valentiney  and  Alice, 

Mich.  I've  brought  him  back  a^ain* 

Vak  You  have  done  a  friendship,    • 
Worthy  the  love  you  bear  me. 

Mich.  'Would  he  had  so  too! 
,      Val,  Oh,  he's  a  worthy  young  man. 

Mich.  When  all's  tried, 
I  fear  you'll  chtoge  your  faith.  Bring  in  ^e 
gentleman. 

Enter   Francis   ond   Servant,   Ahbesi  andf 
Cellidey  severally. 
Val,  My  happy  mistress  too?  Now,  For- 
tune, help  me ! 
And  all  you  stars  that  govern  chaste  desires. 
Shine  fair,  and  lovely ! 

Abbess. ^liut  one  hour,  dear  daughter. 
To  hear  your  guardian,  what  he  can  deliver 
Jn  love's  defence,  and  his;  and  then  your 
pleasure.  [me  yield, 

Cel,  Tho'  much  unwilling,  you  have  made 
More  for  his  sake  I  see ;  How  full  of  sorrow, 
Sweet  catching  sorrow,  he  appears !  Oh,  Love, 
That  thou  but  knew'st  to  heal,  as  well  as 
hurt  us.  [on  him ; 

Mich.  Be  rul'd  by  me :  I  see  her  eye  fast 
And  what  you  heard,  believe;  for  'ds  so 
certain  [dence : 

He  neither  dar'd,  nor  must  oppose  my  evi- 
And  be  you  wise,  young  lady,  and  believe  too. 
This  man  you  love,  sir  ? 
Val,  As  1  love  my  soul,  sir, 
Mich,  This  man  you  put  into  a  free  posses- 
sion [der  ? 
Of  what  his  wants  could  ask,  or  yourself  rcn- 
Val.  And  shall  do  still. 
Mich.  Nothing  was  barr'd  his  liberty 
But  this  fair  maid :  That  friendship  first  was 
broken,  [row 
And  you  and  she  abus'd ;  next,  (to  my  sor* 
So  fair  a  form  should  hide  so  dark  intentions) 
He  hath  himself  con  fess'd  (my  purpose  being 
Only  to  stop  his  journey,  by  that  policy 
Of  laying  felony  to  his  charge,  to  fright  the 

sailors) 
Divers  abuses  done,  thefts  often  practis'd. 
Monies  and  jewels  too,  and  those  no  trifles. 
Ce/.  'Ob,  where  have  I  bestow'd  my  faith ? 
In  neither 
(Let's  i^  for  ever  now)  there  is  virtue*  ? 

Mich.  Nay, do  no£  wonder  at  it;  he  shall 
Are  you  not  guilty  thus?  [say  it ; 


« 


-in  neither .' 


LeVi  in  for  ever  now,  there  is  virtue,]  I  read, 

* in  neither there  is  noviftue.' 

I  fear  tliat  I  shall  be  thought  to  put  a  nonsensical  expletive  into  the  text  for  the  sake  of 
measure  only ;  but  the  use  of  two  negatives  in  this  manrter  is  so  very  common  to  all  old 
English  writers,  and  to  our  Authors  in  particular,  that  I  cannqt  doubt  of  its  being  the  true 
reading.        Sezimrd. 

We  see  no  necessity  for  this  alteration ;  though  two  negatives  are  not  uncommon,,  they 
are  not  necessary. — Besides,  Mr.  Seward  is  wrong  in  his  assertioo,  *  that  two  negatives  are 
particularly  common  to  our  Author^.' 


Act  5.  Scene  8.J 
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(But  from  what  place  he  never  could  direct 

me) 
I  was  ta*cn  in  a  sea-fight,  and  from  a  mariner. 
Out  of  his  manly  pity,  he  redecm*d  me. 
lie  told  me  of  a  nurfte  that  waited  on  me. 
But  she,  poor  soul,  he  said,  was  kill'd : 
A  letter  too  I  had  enclos'd  within  rae, 
To  one  Castruccio,  a  Venetian  merchant. 
To  brine;  me  up :  The  man,  when  year$  aI-> 
low*d  me,  [found  him 

And  want  of  friends  compelKd,  I  sought;  but 
Long  dead  before,  and  all  my  iiopcs  goue^ 

with  him. 
The  wars  was  my  retreat  then,  and  my  travel, 
In  which  I  found' this  [;entleman's  free  bounty, 
Tor  which  ileav*u  recompcuce  him^  !  Now 
yeVe  alt.  [can  send  me, 

VaL  And  all  the  worldly  bli?»s  that  Ileav'n 
And  all  my  prayers  and  thanks ! 

Alice.  Down  ql  your  knees,  sir  !        [tber 
For  now  youVe  found  a  father,  and  tliat  far 
That  will  not  venture  you  again  in  gallies. 
Mich,  rris  true,  believe  her,  sir;  and  we 

all  joy  with  you. 
VaL  My  bestVriend  still,  my  dearest! 
NowHeav*n  bless  thee, 
And  make  me  worthy  of  tliis  benefit! 
Now,  my  best  mistress. 

Cel.  Now,  sir,  1  come  to  you 

Ablest.  No,  no;  let*s  in,  wench. 
CcL  Not  for  the  world,  now,  mother,— 
And  til  us,  sir,  all  my  service  I  pay  to  you, 
And  all  my  love  to  him. 

VaL  And  may  it  prosper !        [Callidon  **, 

Take  her,  Francisco,  now  no  more  young 

And  love  her  dearly  ;  for  thy  father  docs  so. 

Fran.  May  all  hate  seek  me  else !  and  thus 

I  seal  it. 
VaL  Nothing  but  mirth  now,  friends. 

Enter  Hi/las  and  Sam, 

Htflas,  Nay,  I  will  find  him. 

Sam.  What  do  all  those  here  ? 

Tho.  YouVe  a  trusty  husband, 
And  a  hot  lover  too. 

Ht/ias.  Nay  then,  good  morrow ! 
Now  r  perceive  the  knavery. 

Sam.  I  still  told  you  !  [hither,  sister. 

Tho,  Stay,  or  I'll  make  you  stay.     Comt 

VaL  Why,  how  now,  mistress  Thomas  ? 

T/to.  Peace  a  little ! 
Thou  wouldst  fain  have  a  wife. 

Hyloi.  Not  I;  by  no  means. 

<«  For  which  Heary'n  rccompencM  him,]  Former  edit.        Seward.  ^ 

^  Take  her,  Francisco,  now  no  more  ifoung  Callidon.]  There  is  an  inaccuracy  in  this  play  s 
Frank  had '  been  never  called  Callidon  before,  but  by  his  own  name.  Thus,  in  the  second 
act,  'l^homas  says, 

'  What,  young  Frank  f 
*  The  only  tempered  spirit,  &c.' 
But  it  is  very  probable  that  this  was  the  actor's  or  printer's  mistake,  who  seeing  him  called 
Frank  in  the  Pertom  of  the  Dramoy  might  call  him  so  here  without  attending  to  the  sequel, 
without  which  the  name  Callidon  in  tliat  place  would  not  have  been  intelligible.        Seward, 

We  see  no  way  of  clearing  the  Authors  of  this  inaccuracy ;  probably  the  effect  of  hasty 
composition. 


Fran.  Yea.— Oh,  my  fortune ! 
Mick,  To  give  a  proof  J  speak  not  enviously. 
Look  here:  D'you  know  these  jewels? 
Cel,  Id,  good  mother!^ 

Euler  Thomas,  Throthy,  and  Mary ;  then 
Sebastian  and  Launcefot, 

Vol.  These  jewels  J  have  known. 

JOor.  You've  made  brave  sport ! 

Tho.  I'll  make  more  if  I  live,  wench. 
Nav,  do  not  look  on  me ;  I  care  not  for  you. 

jLana,  Do  you  see  now  plain  ?  That's  mis- 
tress Dorotliy, 
And  that*s  his  mistress. 

Seb.  Peace ;  let  my  joy  work  easily. 
^B,  boy !  art  there,  my  boy  ?  mine  own  boy, 

Tom,  hoy! 
Home,  Launce,  and  strike  a  fresh  piece  of 
wine;  the  town's  ours ! 

VaL  Sure,  I  have  known  these  jeweb. 

Alice.  They  are  they,  certain. 

VaL  Good  Heav'n,  that  tliey  were  ! 

Alice,  i'll  pawn  my  life  on*t; 
And  this  is  he.   Come  hither,  mistress  Doro- 
thy, [look  like. 
And  mistress  Mary :  Who  does  that  face 
A  ad  view  my  brother  well  ? 

Dor.  In  truth,  like  him. 

Mary.  Upon  my  troth,  exceeding  like. 

Mich.  Beshrew  me. 
But  much,  and  main  resemblance,  both  of 
face  .  [it! 

And  lineaments  of  body:  Now  Heav'n  grant 

Alice.  My  brother's  full  of  passion.     I'll 
speak  to  him. — 
Now,  as  you  are  a  gentleman,  resolve  me, 
Whiire  did  you  get  these  jewels  ? 

JPrflTi.  Now  I'll  tell  you,  [^^PPy- 

Because  blind  Fortune  yet  may  make'  me 
Of  whom  1  had  'em  I  have  never  heard  yet. 
But  from  my  infancy  upon  tliis  arm 
I  ever  wore  'em. 

Alice.  Tis  Francisco,  brother; 
By  Heav'n,  I  tied  *em  on !  A  little  more,  sir, 
A  little,  little  more  :  What  parents  have  you  ? 

Fran.  None,  .  [tunc; 

That  I  know  yet,  the  more  my  stubborn  for- 
But,  as  I  heard  a  merchant  say  that  bred  me, 
Wbo,  to  my  more  afUiction,  died  a  poor  man, 
When  I  reach'd  eighteen  years— ^ 

Alice.  What  said  that  mc-:rcbant? 

Fran,  He  said,  an  infant  in  the  Genoa 
gallies, 
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Tlio.  Thou  shalt  hare  a  wife. 
And  a'fruitiul  wife ;  for  I  find,  Hylas, 
That  I  shall  never  be  able  to  bring  thee  chil- 
dren, [again*! 

Seb.  A  notable   brave    boy!   nown   son 

Hylat.  I  am  very  weiJ,  sir. 

Tho*  Thou  shalt  be  better. 
Hylas,  thou  hast  seven  hundred  pounds  a- 
year,  [jointure. 

And  thou  shalt  make  her  three  hundred 

Hyiat.  No. 

Tho.  Thou  shalt,  bo^r,  and  shalt  bestow 

Two  hundred  pounds  in  cioaths.    Look  on 

her;  [dred, 

A  delicate  lusty  wench ;  she  has  fifteen  hun- 

And  feasible :  Strike  hands,  or  Til  strike  first. 

Dor,  YouMl  let  me  like? 

Mary,  lie's  a  good  handsome  fellow ; 
Play  not  the  fool. 

Tho.  Strike,  brother  Hylas,  quickly. 

Ht/las.  W  you  can  love  me,  well. 

Dor,  1  f  you  can  please  me. 

Tho,  Try  that  out  soon  i  I  say,  my  brother 
Hylas.  [brave  gentlewoman. 

Sam,  Take  her,  and  use  her  well;  she's  a 

Ht/las,  You  must  allow  me  another  mistress. 

Dor,  Then  you  must  allow  me  another 
servant. 

Bfflax.  Well,  let's  together  then.    A  lusty 
kindred ! 


Seb.  I'll  give  thee  five  hundred  pounds 
more  for  that  word.  [feast  fidl. 

Mary,  Now,  sir,  for  you  and  I  to  make  the 

Tho,  No,  not  a  bit;  you  are  a  virtuous  lady. 
And  love  to  live  in  contemplation. 

Mary,  Come,  fool ;  I'm  friends  now. 

Tho,  The  fool  shall  not  ride  you. 
There  lie,  my  woman !  now  my  man  again  ! 
And  now  for  travel  once  more ! 

Seb,  rin)ar  that  first. 

Mary,  And  I  next.  [will  travel : 

Tho.  Hold  yourself  contented ;  for  I  say  1 
And  so  long  I  will  travel,  'till  I  find  a  father 
That  I  never  tcnew,  and  a  wife  that  I  never 

look'd  for. 
And  a  state  without  expectation  s 
So  rest  you  merry,  gentlemen ! 

Mary,  You  shall  not  I 
Upon  my  faith,  I  love  you  now  extremely. 
And  now  I'll  kiss  you. 

Tho.  This  will  not  do  it,  mistress,  [more. 

Mary,  Why,  when  we're  married,  we'll  do 

Seb,  There's  all,  boy, 
The  keys  of  all  I  have.  Come,  let's  be  merry! 
For  now  I  ^ee  thou*rt  right. 

Tho.  Shall  we  to  church  straight? 

VaL  Nowpresently ;  and  there  with  nuptial 
The  holy  priest  shall  make  ye  happy' all. 

J'ho.  Away  tlien,  fair,  afore ! 

lEseunt  omnec 


•  A  notable  brave  boy.  Known  son  again.]  So  old  quarto.    The  later  editions  leave 

out  the  three  last  words ;  which,  however,  we  do  not  doubt,  were  genuine,  (, except  the 
prthographical  mistake^)  and  spoken  by  the  actor. 
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THE  CHANCES: 

A  COMEDY. 


This  Play  was  originally  printed  in  the  folio  edition  of  1647^  and  tb^  Commendatory  Versed 
by  Gardiner,  as  well  as  the  Prologue,  ascribe  it  to  Fletcher  alone.  The  celebrated 
George  Villicrs,  Duke  of  Buckingham,  made  some  considerable  alterations  to  it,  and  in 
that  state  it  used  to  be  frequently  acted;  but  the  licentiousness  of  that  nobleman's  pen 
rendering  the  Play  improper  for  representation  at  this  refined  period,  further  alterations 
became  necessary ;  and  these  have  been  made,  with  much  judgement,  by  the  great  orna- 
ment of  tlic  English  Theatre,  Mr.  Garrick. 


PROLOGUE. 


Aftkess  for  mirth  to  all !  This  instant  night 
Tlialia  hath  prepared,  for  your  delight, 
Her  choice  and  curious  viands,  in  each  part 
Seasoned  with  rarities  of  wit  and  art : 
Nor  fear  I  to  be  tax*d  for  a  vain  boast; 
My  promise  will  find  credit  with,  the  most. 
When  they  know  ingenious  Fletcher  made 

it,  he 
Being  in  himself  a  perfect  Comedy. 
And  some  sit  here,  I  doubt  not,  dare  aver 
Living  he  made  that  house  a  theatre       [we 
Which  he  pleas*d  to  frec|uent ;  and  thus-much 
Could  not  but  pay  to  his  loud  memory. 


For  ourselves,  we  do  entreat  that  you  would 

not 
Expect  strange  turns  and  windin<2;s  in  the  plot. 
Objects  of  state,  and  now  and  then  a  rhime. 
To  gall  particular  persons  with  the  time: 
Or  that  his  towVing  muse  hath  made  her  fi\sfit 
Nearer  your  apprehension  than  your  sight; 
But  if  tliat  sweet  expressions,  quick  conceit. 
Familiar  language,  fashion'd  to  the  weight 
Of  such  as  speak  it,  have  the  power  to  raise 
Your  grace  to  us,  with  trophies  to  his  praise  ; 
We  may  profess,  presuming  on  his  skill, 
If  his  Chances  please  not  you,  our  fortune's  ill. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


^Dui^Eij/FeiTflra. 

•  Petruciiio,  Governor  of  Bohgna, 
'  Don  John,  ?  Spanish  Gentlemen,  and  |« Surgeon 

Don  Frederick,  >     Comrades. 

*  Antonio,  an  old  stout  Gentleman,  Kinsman 

to  Petruchio. 

*  Three  Gentlemen,  Friends  to  the  Duke. 
Two  Gentlemen,  Friends  to  Petruchio. 

•  Francisco,  a  Musician,  Antonio's  Bw/, 
Peter  Vecciuo,  a  Teacher  of  Latin  and 

Musick,  a  reputed  Wizard, 

SCENE,  Bologna. 


*  Peter,       ?  Servants  to  Don  John  and  Don 
Anthony,  )      Frederick. 


vCoNSTANTiA,  Sister  to  Petruchio,  and  JMIf- 
tresi  to  the  Duke. 

Woman,  Sei-vant  to  Constantia, 
«Landlady  to  Don  John  and  Don  Frederick, 
hCoNSTANTiA,  a  Tf7ior«  to  old  Antonio, 

Bawd. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Peter  and  Anthony, 

Peter.  T  WOULD  wc  were  remov'd  from 

-■■     this  town,  Anthony, 
That  we  might  taste  some  quiet:  For  mine 

own  part. 
Fin  almost  melted  with  continual  trotting 
After  enquiries^  dreams^  and  revelationS| 


Ser^e 


'Of  who  knows  whom,  or  where. 

wenching  soldiers, 
That  know  no  other  Paradise  but  plackets? 
I'll  serve  a  priest  in  Lent  first,  and  eat  bellr 
.  ropes. 

Anth.  Thou  art  the  froward'st  fool— -^ 
.   Pcfer.  Why,  good  tame  Anthony,    [ther? 
Tell  me  but  this;  To  what  end  came  we  lu- 
Anth.  To  wait  upon  our  masters. 
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Peter*  But  bow,  Anthony  !  [thony. 

Answer  me  that;  resolve  me  there,  good  An- 

Anth,  To  serve  their  uses. 

Peter*  She^  your  uses,  Anthony. 

Anth.  To  be  employed  in  any  thing. 

Peter,  No,  Antiiony, 
Not  any  thing,  I  take  it ;  nor  that  thing 
We  travel  to  discover,  like  new'  islands; 
A  salt  itch  serve  such  uses!  in  things  of  mo- 
nient|  [errant, 

Concerning  things,  I  grant  you ;    not  things 
Sweet  ladicd*  things,  and  things  to  thank  the 

surgeon ; 
tn  no  such  things,  sweet  Anthony.  Put  case^ — 

Anth.  Come,  come,  all  will  be  mended ; 
this  invisible  woman. 
Of  infinite  report  for  shape  and  virtue, 
That  bred  us  all  this  trouble  to  no  purpose. 
They  are  detennin'd  now  no  more  to  think  on, 
But  fall  close  to  their  studies. 

Peter.  Was  there  ever 
Men  known  to  run  mad  with  report  before  ? 
Or  wander  after  that  they  know  not  where 
To  find?  or,  if  found,  how  to  enjoy  ?  Are 
men's  brams  [tions 

Made  nnw-a-days  of  malt,  that  their  affec- 
Are  never  sober,  but,  like  drunken  people, 
Founder  at  every  new  fame  ?  I  do  beiieve  too. 
That  men  in  love  arc  ever  drunk,  as  drunken 
Are  ever  loving.  [men 

Ant/i.  Prithee  be  thou  sober,  [guilty 

And  know,  that  they  are  none  of  those ;  not 
Of  the  least  vanity  of  love;  only  a  doubt 
Fame  might  too  far  feport,  or  rather  flatter 
Thegraccsof  this  woman,  made  them  curious 
To  find  the  truth,  which  since  they  find  so 
block'M      *  [now  settled 

And  lock'd  up  from  their  searches,  they're 
To  give  the  wonder  over. 

Peter.  'Would  they  were  settled 
To  give  me  some  new  shoes  too  I  For  1*11  be 

sworn 
These  are  e*en  worn  out  to  th'  reasonable  soles 
In  their  good  worships'  buhiness :  And  some 

sleep 
Would  not  do  much  amiss,  unless  they  mean 
To  make  a  bell-man  of  njfs/And  what  now 
'Menu  ihryfo  htu(fy,~~Anthony  ?  moral  philo- 
After  their  war-all  women  ?  [sop^*y> 

Anth.  Mar  a  fool's  head  1 

Peter,  It  will  mar  two  fools*  heads,  an  they 
take  not  heed, 
Besides  the  giblets  to  'em. 

Anth.  Will  you  walk,  sir,  [head 

And  talk  more  out  of  hearing?  your  fool's 
'  May  chance  to  find  a  wooden  night-cap  else. 
I       Peter,  I  never  lay  in  any. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Frederick4 
.  Anth,  Then  leave  yonr  lying, 
And  your  blind  prophesying.  Here  they  come; 
You'd  best  tell  them  as  much. 

Peter,  lam  no  tell-tale.  [Exeunt Sertants, 
John.  I  would  we  could  have  seen  her 
tho';  for  sure 


She  must  be  some  rare  creature,  or  report 
All  men*s  reports  too.  flies 

Fred,  1  could  well  wish  I'd  seen  her; 
But  since  she's  so  concealed,  so  beyond  ven- 
,,      'ure  [dise, 

Kept  and  preserv'd  from  view,  so  like  aPara- 
Plac'd  where  no  knowledge  can  come  near 
her,  so  guarded  [her^ 

As  twere  impossible,  tho'  known,  to  jeach 
I've  made  up  my  belief. 

John.  Hang  me,  from  this  hour, 
If  I  more  think  upon  her,  or  believe  her; 
But,  as  she  came,' a  strong  report  unto  me# 
So  the  next  fame  shall  lose  her. 

Fred.  Tis  the  next  way. 
But  whither  are  you  walking? 

John,  My  old  round 
After  my  meat,  and  then  to  bed. 

Fred.  'Tis  healthful. 

John.  Will  not  you  stir? 

Fred,  1  have  *  little  business. 

John.  Upon  my  life,  tliis  lady  still • 

Fred,  Then  you  will  lose  it. 

John.  'Pray  let  ns  walk  together. 

Fred,  Now  I  cannot. 

John,  I  have  sometliing  to  impart. 

Fred,  An  hour  hence 
I  will  not  miss  to  meet  you* 

John.  Where? 

Fred.  Pth*  High  Street ; 
For,  not  to  lie,  I  have  a  few  devotions 
To  do  frrst,  then  I'm  yours* 

John,  licmember.  fEreuni^ 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Pctruchio^  Antonio,  and  two  Gentlemen* 
Afit.  Cut  his  windpipe,  I  say  ! 
1  Gent.  Fy,  Antonjo! 
Ant.  Or  knock  his  brains  out  first,-  and 
then  forj^ive  him ! 
If  you  do  thrust,  be  sure  it  be  to  th'  hilts, 
A  suri>con  may  st-.e  thro'  him. 

1  Gent.  You  are  too  violent. 

2  Gent.  Too  open  undiscrcet. 

Peir.  Am  J  notruin'd?  [poison'd? 

The  honour  of  my  house  crack'd?  my  blood 
My  credit,  and  my  name? 

2  Gent.  Be  sure  it  be  so, 
Before  you  use  this  violence ;  Letnotdoubt^ 
And,  a  suspecting  anger,  &o  much  sway  you 
Your  wisdom  may  be  questioned. 

Ant.  I  say,  kill  him,  [may  be, 

And  then  dispute  the  cause  !    Cut  off  what 
And  what  is  shall  be  safe. 

2  Gent.  Hang  up  a  true  man. 
Because  'tis  possible  he  may  be  thievish:' 
Alas,  is  this  good  justice  ? 

Petr.  1  know,  as  ceruiin 
As  day  must  come  again,  as  clear  as  truth^ 
And  open  as  belief  can  lay  it  to  me. 
That  L  am  basely  wrong'd,  wrong'd  abovo 

recompense, 
Maliciously  abus'd,  blasted  for  ever 
In  name  and  honour,  lost  to  all  remembrance^ 


A«c  1.  Scene  4.] 
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But  what  is  smeared  and  shameful !  I  must 
Necessity  compels  me.  [kill  htm ; 

1  Gent.  But  think  better. 

Fetr,  There  is  no  other  cure  lefti  Yet^ 
witness  witb  me. 
All  that  is  fair  iii  man,  all  that  is  uoblci 
I  am  not  greedy  of  this  life  1  seek  for. 
Nor  thirst  to  shed  man's  blood;  and  'would 

'twere  possible 
(I  wish  it  with  my  smil,  so  much  I  tremble 
To  oflfcnd  tiie  sacred  image  of  my  Maker !) 
My  sword  could  only  kill  his  crimes  1  No,  'tis 

Honour, 
Honour,  my  noble  friends,  that  idol  Honour, 
That  all  die  world  now  worships,  not  Petru- 
Mustdo  this  justice.  [cbio, 

Ant,  Let  it  once  be  done^ 
And  'tis  no  matter  whether  you,  or  Honour^ 
Or  both,  be  accessary. 

2  Gent.  Do  you  weigh,  Petruchio, 

The  value  of  the  person>  power  and  greatness^ 
Aud  what  this  spark  may  kindle  ? 

Fetr.  To  perform  it, 
(So  much  i'm  tied  Co  reputation^ 
And  credit  of  my  liouse)  let  it  raise  Wild^fires 
That  all  this  dukedom  smoke,  and  storms 

that  toss  me 
Into  the  wav^  of  everlasting  ruin, 
Yet  I  roust  thro*.    If  ye  dare  side  roe — -* 

Ant.  Dare? 

Fetr,  Yc're  friends  indeed ;  ifnot-* — - 

S  Gent,  Here's  none  flies  from  you ; 
Do  it  in  what  design  you  please,  we'll  back 
you. 

Ant.  But  then,  be  sure  ye  kill  hmi  *  J 

3  Gent.  Is  the  cause 

8o  mortal,  nothing  but  his  life— — 

F€tr»  Believe  me, 
A  less  ofifence  has  been  the  desolation 
Of  a  whole  name. 

2  Gent.  No  other  way  to  purge  it? 
Fetr.  There  is,  but  never  to  be  hop'd  for. 
i  Gent.  Think  an  hour  more :  [you, 

And  if  then  you  find  no  safer  road  to  guide 
We'll  set  up  our  rests  too. 

Ant.  Mine's  up  already ; 
And  hang  him,  for  my  pait,  goes  less  than 
life !  [swords 

a  Genl.  If  we  see  noble  cause,  'tis  liLe  our 
May  be  as  free  and  forward  as  your  words. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE  fIL 
Enter  Don  John* 
John.  The  civil  order  of  tliis  toWn  Bologna 
Makes  it  beloy'd  and  honoured  of  all  travel- 
lers, 
As  a  most  safe  retirement  in  all  troubles ; 
Besides  the  wholesome  seat,  aud  noble  temper 


Of  those  minds  that  inhabit  it,  safely  wise^ 
And  to  all  strangers  virtuous.    But  I  see 
My  admiration  has  drawn  night  upon  me. 
And  longer  to  expect  my  friend  may  pull  me 
Into  suspicion  of  too  late  a  stirrer, 
Which  all  good  governments  are  jealous  of: 
\*\\  home,  and  think  at  liberty.  Yet,  certain^ 
'lis  not  so  far  night  as  I  thought ;  for,  sec, 
A  fair  house  yet  stands  open ;  yet  all  about  it 
Are  close^  and  no  light  stirring :  There  may 

be  foul  play. 
1*11  venture  to  look  in ;  if  there  be  knaves^ 
I  may  do  a  good  office. 

Woman  \t>Uhin\.  Signer  ? 

John.  What?  How's  this? 

Woman  Itoithm].  Signor  Fabritio  i 

John.  I'll  go  nearer. 

Woman  [wUlun\  Fabritio? 

John.  This  is  a  woman's  tongue  j  het^  vHHf 
be  good  done. 

Wmnan  [within].  Who's  there?  Fabritio? 

John.  Ay. 

Womtm  [withinl.  Wh^re  are  you  ? 

John.  Here.  [sake  f 

Woman  [viMtnJi  Oh,  come,  for  Heaven^s 

.^n.  I  must  see  what  this  lneaos« 

inter  Woman^  with  a  child. 
Woman.  I  have  staid  this  long  houf  for 
you.    Make  no  noise. 
For  things  are  'in  strange  trouble.    Here ;  he 
secret;  [eyes  watch  ns 

Tis  worth  vour  care.    Be  gone  now  t  More 
Than  may  be  for  our  safeties. 
John,  fiarkyou! 

Wtmtan.  Peace !  Good  night*  [£jr//* 

John.  She's  gone,  and  I  am  loaden ;  For- 
tune for  mc ! 
It  weighs  well,  and  it  feels  well ;  it  may  chance 
To  be  some  pack  of  worth :  By  th'  mass,  'tis 

heavy ! 
If  it  be  coin  or  jewels^  'tis  worth  welcome ; 
I'll  ne'er  refuse  a  fortune :  I  am  confident 
Tis  of  no  commou  price.    Now  to  my  lodg' 

ing! 
If  it  hit  right,  III  bless  this  night.        [Eriti 

8CENE  IV. 

Enter  Fredericki 

Pred.  Tn  strange, 

I  cannot  meet  him ;  sure  he  htfs  etldoUnterM 

Some  light-o'-love  br  other,  and  there  means 

To  play  at  in  and  in  for  this  night.    Well^ 

Don  John, 
Jf  You  do  spring  a  leak>  or  get  an  itch, 
Till  ye  claw  otfyour  curl'd  pate,  thank  ytfuf 
night-walks ;  [more^ 

You  must  be  still  a  boot^haljing*.  One  round 


«  1  Gent.  But  then  he  mreye  kill  him.}  Mr.  Seward,  observing  that  these  words  did  not 
suit  the  moderate  character  of  the  Gentlemen^  gives  them  to  FWuchio.  Thev  are  much 
more  suitable  to  Antonio,  we  think,  who  is  crying  out  for  blo(Nl  through  the  whole  scene. 

<  Bopt'halling.]  Most  probably,  an  indecent  allusion.  In  Monsieur  ThoitiaS  one  of  H/* 
las's  objections  to  matrimony  is,  because  he  would  not  *  cMk  oth€r  men's  M  bootsi' 

Vol.  U,  Q 
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[Act  1.  Scene  T. 


Tho*  it  be  late,  1*11  venture^  to  discoTcr  jou. 
I  do  not  like  your  out-leaps. 


er  you. 
[Exit. 


SCENE  V. 

JEnler  Duhe  and  three  Gentlemen. 

Dvke,  Welcome  to  town.    Are  ye  all  fit? 

1  Gent.  To  point',  sir. 
Dvke.  Where  are  the  horses? 

2  Gent.  Where  they  were  appointed. 
Duke.  Be  private  all ;  and  whatsoever  for^ 

OiTer  itself,  let's  stand  sure.  [tune 

3  Gent.  Fear  not  us: 

Ere  you  shall  be  endanger*d,  or  deluded, 
We*U  make  a  black  night  on*t. 

Dvke,  No  more ;  I  know  it. 
You  know  your  quarters  ? 

1  Gent.  Wi^l  you  go  alone,  sir? 

Dvke.  Ye  shall  not  be  far  from  me;  the 
Shall  bring  ye  to  my  rescue.        [lenst  noise 

S  Gent.  We  are  counseird.         [Ejceunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Don  John. 
John.  Was  ever  roan  so  paid  for  being 
curious. 
Ever  so  bobb'd  for  searching  out  adventures. 
As  I  am  ?  Did  the  devil  lead  me  ?  Must  I  needs 

be  peeping 
Into  men's  houses,  wliere  I  had  no  business. 
And  make  mVself  a  mischief  ?  Tis  well  car- 
ried! 
T  must  take  other  men's  occasions  on  mc, 
And  be  I  know  not  wliom !  Most  finely  han- 
dled! fcliasc? 
What  have  I  got  by  this  now  ?  what's  tlie  pur- 
A  piece  of  evening  arras-work,  a  child. 
Indeed  an  infidel :  This  comes  of  peeping ! 
A  lump  got  out  of  laziness.    Good  White- 
bread,  VaoyQ  I 
Let's  have  no  bailing  with  you  !  *Sdeath, 
Known  wenches  thus  long,  all  the  ways  of 

wenches. 
Their  snares  and  subtiltie? ;  have  I  read  over 
•All  their  school-learnings,  div*d  into  their 

quiddits. 
And  am  I  now  bum-fiddled  with  a  bastard  ? 
Fetcird  over  with  a  card  of  five,  and  in  mine 

old  days. 
After  the  dire  massacre  of  a  million 
Of  maidenheads?  caught  the  common  way? 

i' til' flight  too, 
Under  another's  name,  to  make  the  matter 
Carry  more  weight  about  it?  Well,  Don  John, 
You  will  be  wiser  one  day,  when  you've  pui^ 

chas'd 
A  heavy  of  these  butter-prints  together, 
With  searching  out  amceal'd  iniquities, 
Without  commission.    Why,  it  would  ne'er 
gritve  me. 


If  I  had  got  this  gingerbread ;  neW  stf rr'd 

me,  [tice 

So  I  had  had  a  stroke  for't;  it  had  been  jus- 
Then  to  have  kept  it :  But  to'  raise  a  dairy 
For  other  men's  adulteries,  consume  myself 

in  candles*,  ^  fbabics. 

And  scowVinp-works,  in  nurses,  bells,  and 
Onlv  for  chanty,  for  mere  *  I  thank  you,' 
A  lutle  troubles  me :  The  least  touch  for  it. 
Had  but  my  breeches  got  it,  had  contented 

me. 
Whose-e'er  it  is,  sure 't  had  a  wealthy  mother; 
For  'tis  well  cloath*d,  and,  if  I  be  not  cozen'd. 
Well  lin'd  within.    To  leave  it  here  were 

barbarous, 
And  ten  to  one  would  kill  it ;  a  more  sm 
Than  his  that  got  it:  Well,  I  will  dispose 

on't,  ["n?9f 

And  keep  it,  as  they  keep  deaths'  heads  in 
To  cry  Mewento  to  me ;  no  more  peeping ! 
Now  all  the  danger  is  to  qualify      [we  live. 
The  eood  old  gentlewoman,  at  whose  house 
For  she  will  fall  upon  me  with  a  catechism 
Of  four  hours  long ;  1  must  endure  all ; 
For  I  will  know  tliis  mother.    Come,  good 

wonder. 
Let  you  and  I  be  jogging ;  your  starved  treble 
Will  waken  the  rude  watch  else.  All  that  be 
Curious  night-walkers,  may  they  find  my  fee ! 

[ExU. 

SCENE  vn. 


Enter  Frederick, 

Fred.  Sure  he's  gone  home:  I've  beaten 

all  the  purlieus. 
But  cannot  bolt  him.    If  be  be  a-bobbing, 
Tis  not  my  care  can  cure  him :  To  morruw- 

mommg  [geon's 

I  ^hall  have  further  knowledge  from  a  sur- 
Where  he  lies  moor'd,  to  mend  bis  leaks. 

Enter  ConUantia. 

Con.  Fm ready,  [you; 

And  thro'  a  world  of  dangers  am  fiown  to 
Bu  full  of  baste  and  care,  we  arc  undone  else. 
Where  are  your  people?  which  way  must  we 
For  Heav'n  sake,  stay  not  here,  sir.  [travel  ? 

Fred.  What  may  this  prove  ? 

Con.  Alas,  I  am  mistaken,  lost,  undone. 
For  ever  perish'd !  Sir,  for  Heav'n  sake,  tell 
Are  you  a  gentleman  ?  '   [me, 

Fred.  I  am. 

Om.  Of  this  place? 

Fred.  No,  born  in  Spain. 

Con.  As  ever  you  lov'd  honour. 
As  ever  your  desires  may  gain  their  ends. 
Do  a  poor  wretched  woman  but  this  beuefi^ 
For  I  am  forc'd  to  trust  you ! 

Fred.  You  have  charm'd  me; 
Humanity  and  Honour  bid  me  help  you, 
And  if  I  fail  your  trust— 

a  To  point]  signifies  completelVf  as  we  now  say  to  a  hair. 

«  Consume  nryseif  in  candles.}  Mr«  Seward,  on  recommendation  of  Mr.  SympsoD,  rcadi^ 
Cousuaie  myself  in  caudles.*    See  Lovers*  Progress^  act  iv. 
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Cofi.  The  time's  too  dangerous 
To  stay  your  protestations:  I  bclicre  3rou — 
Alas,  I  must  believe  ^oa.     From  this  place. 
Good  noble  sir,  remove  me  instantly, 
And  for  a  time,  where  nothing  but  yourself, 
And  honest  conversation,  may  come  near  me, 
In  some  secure  place,  settle  me :  VVhat  I  am, 
And  why  thus  boldly  I  commit  my  credit 
Into  a  strauger^s  hand,  the  fears  and  dangers 
That  force  me  to  this  wild  course,  at  more 
i  shall  reveal  unto  you.  [leisure 

Fred,  Come,  be  hearty ; 
He  must* strike  thro*  my  life  that  takes  you 
from  me.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  Vlll. 
Enter  Peiruchb,  Antonio,  and,two  Gentlemen. 

Petr.  He  will  sure  come.  Areyewellarm*d? 

Ant,  Ne'er  fear  us : 
Here's  that  wijl  make  'em  dance  without  a' 
dddle.  [frieuds, 

Pelr,  We  are  to  look  for  no  weak  foes,  my 
Kor  unadvis*d  ones. 

Ani,  Best  gamesters  make  the  best  game; 
We  shall  fight  close  and  liandsome  theii. 

1  Gent.   Antonio, 
You  are  a  thought  too  bloody. 

Anl'  Why  ?  All  physicians 
And  penny  almanacks  allow  the  opening 
Of  veins  diis  month.     Why  do  you  talk  of 

bloody  ? 
What  come  we  for  ?  to  f;dl  to  cuffs  for  apples? 
What,  would  you  make  the  cause  a  cudgel- 
quarrel?  [nour 
On  w  hat  terms  stands  this  man  ?  Is  not  his  ho- 
Opcn'd  to  his  hand,  aud  pick'd  out  like  an 

oyster? 
His  credit  like  a  quart  pot  knocked  together, 
Able  to  hold  no  liquor?  Clear  but  this  point. 

Petr.  Speak  softly,  geutle  cousin. 

Ant.  I'h'^peak  truly ; 
What  should  men  do  ullied  to  these  disgraces? 
Lick  o'er  his  enemy,  sit  down,  and  dajice 
him 

3  Gent.  You  are  as  far  o'th'  bow-hand  now  s. 

Ant,  And  cry,  '         [more,  child  ? ' 

*  That's  my  fine  boy ;  thou  wilt  do  so  no 

Petr.  Here  are  no  suchx:old  pities. 

JiU.  By  saint  Jaqucs,  [Andrew, 

They  shall  not  find  me  one !  Here's  old  tough 
A  special  friend  of  mine ;  an  he  but  hold, 
ril  strike  'em  such  a  hornpipe !  Knocks  I 

come  for, 
And  the  best  blood  1  light  on ;  I  profess  it; 
Not  to  scare  costcr-iuongers  i  If  1  lose  mine 
own. 


Mine  audit's  cast,  and  farewell  five  and 
fifty! 
Petr.  Let's  talk  no  longer;  place  your-' 
selves  with  silence, 
As  I  directed  ye,  and  when  time  calls  us. 
As  ye  are  frieuds,  so  shew  yourselves. 
Ant.  So  be  it.  [Ejeeunt. 

SCENE  IX. 
Enter  Don  Jofm  and  Landlady. 

Land.  Nay,  son,  if  this  be  your  regard— *- 

John.  Good  motlier ! 

Land.  Good  me  no  goods!  Your  cousin 
and  youn>elf  [selves 

Are  welcome  to  roe,  whilst  you  bear  your- 
Likc  honest  and  true  gendemeu.    Bring  hi- 
ther 
To  my  house,  that  have  ever  been  reputed 
A  gentlewoman  of  a  decent  and  fair  carriage, 
And  so  beliav'd  myself—— 

John.  I  know  you  have.  [name 

Land.  Brin^  hither,  as  1  say,  (to  make  my 
Stink  in  my  ncighbour'jinostriU)  your  devices, 
Your  brats,  got  out  of  Alicant*,  and  broken 
•oatlis!  [dings! 

Your  linsey-wdolsy  work,  your  hasty  pud- 
I  foster  up  your  tilch'd  iniquities?        ' 
You  are  deceiv'd  in  me,  sir ;  1  am  none 
Of  those  receivers. 

John.  Have  I  uot  sworn  unto  you 
'Tis  none  of  mine,  aud  shew'd  you  how  I 
found  it?  [get it; 

iMnd.  Yeu  found  an  easy  fool  that  let  you 
Sh'had  beuer  have  worn  pasterns. 

John.  Will  you  hear  ine  ? 

Land,  Oaths?  what  do  you  care  for  oaths, 
to  gain  your  ends,  [know  yc? 

When  ye  are  high  and  pampcr'd  ?  What  saint 
<  )r  what  relijjion,  but  your  uurpuii'd  lewdness, 
Is  to  be  look'd  for  ol*  yc  ?  r4ay,  I  ^ill  tell  yt> 
You  will  then  swear  liko  accus'ci  cut-pui-Scs, 
As  far  od*  truth  too;  and  lie  beyond  all  fal- 
I'm  bick  u>  ace  this  deuiing.  [concrs ! 

John.  1  lea v'u  forbid,  mother! 

Lund.  Nay,  I  am  v«»ry  sick. 

John.  Who  waits  there? 

Anth.  [within.]  iiir.  [winei 

Jo^iH.  Brin^  down  the  bottle  of  Canary 

Luful.  Kxceednig  sick;  lieav'n  help  me  [ 

John.  Haste  ye,  sirrah.— 
1  must  «v'u  mak«*  her  drunk. — Nay»  gentle 
mother !  [purpose 

Land.  Now,  fy  upon  ye  !  Was  it  for  tliis 
You  fetched  your  eveniii^-^Malks  for  your  di- 

gebtious? 
For  this,  pretended  holiness  ?  No  weather, 


*  Bow-hand.'l^  A  sea-term,  derived  from  the  bow  of  a  ship;  which,  says  Dr.  Johnson,  be- 
gins at  the  loot  and  compassing  ends  of  tlie  stern,  and  ends  ^t  the  stcrumost  parts  of  the 
forecastle. 

•  Your  brats,  got  out  of  Alligant.]  In  Rowley's  Match  at  Midnight,  Randal  and  Ancient 
Young  ouarrelliHg,  Sim,  another  of  tlic  characters,  interposes,  '  Gendeinen,  tliere's  Ategunt 
'  io  the  Qouse ;  'pray  set  no  more  abroach.'  The  Landlady  here  moans,  *•  Vour  brats  produced 
'  by  intoxication  and  f^ddcss  promises/ 
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Not  hefoTt  dajy  ootild  bold  you  from  the 
matins.  [pray'd  well, 

Were  these  your  bo-peep  prayers?  You've 

And  with  a  learned  zod ;  watch'd  well  too. 
Your  Saint,  [sicker  I 

It  seems,  was  pleas'd  as  well.    Still  sicker, 

Snter  Anthony,  wUh  a  bottle  of  wine. 

John.  There  is  no  talking  to  her  'till  Vxe 

drench'd  her.  [draught ; 

Give  me.    Here,  mother,  take  a  good  round 

Twill  purge  spleeii  from  your  spirits :  Deeper, 

mother.  [mend  all. 

Land,  Ay,  9iyf  son,  you  imagine  Ai«  wilj 

John,  All,  i' faith,  mother. 

Land^  I  confess  the  wine 
Will  do  his  part. 

John,  I'll  pledge  yon. 

LantL  But,  sh^u  John ! 

John,  I    know   your   meanipg,  mother; 

touch  it  once  more;  [draught, 

Alas,  you    look    not  well ;   take   a  round 

(It  warms  the  blood  well,  and  restores  tlie 

And  then  we'll  talk  at  large,  [colour) 

Land.  A  civil  gentleman  i^  [of? 

A  stranger  ?  one  the  town  holds  a  good  regard 
•  John.  Nay,  I  will  silence  thee. 

Land.  One  that  should  weigh  his  fair  name? 
Oh,  a  stitch!  [good  mother; 

John.  There's  nothing  better  for  a  stitch, 
Make  no  spare  of  it ;  as  you  iove  your  health, 
Mioce  not  the  matter. 

I^ind.  As  I  said,  a  gentleman  ? 
J/)dge  in  my  house?  Now  Heav*u*s  my  com- 
fort, Signer 

John,  I  look'd  for  this.  [me  tHus  ; 

LantL  I  did  not  think  you  would  have  us'd 
A  woman  of  my  credit ;  one.  Heaven  knows, 
That  lov'd  you  but  too  tenderly, 

John,  Dear  mother,  [it. 

I  ever  found  your  kindness,  and  acknowledge 

Landf  No,  no,  I  am  a  fool  to  counsel  you. 

Where  is  the  infant?  come,  let's  see  your 

workmanship.        ['tis,  and  a  lusty  one. 

John.  Notie  of  mine,  motljer;  but  there 

Land.  Heav'n  bless  thee. 
Thou  hadst  a  hasty  making ;  but  the  best  is, 
n^is  many  a  good  man*s  fortune.  A&  I  live. 
Your  own  eyes.  Signer ;  aud  the  nether  lip 
As  like  youy  as  y*  had  spit  it, 

John.  J  am  glad  on't.  t 

Isund.  Bless  me,  what  t*  ings  are  these  ? 

^ohn.  I  thought  my  labour  [jewels. 

Was  not  all  lost.    Tis  gold,  and  these  are 
]3oth  rich,  and  right,  I  hope. 

Land.  Well,  well,  son  John, 
I  see  you  are  a  woodman,  and  can  chuse 
Your  deer,  tho'  it  be  i'th'  dark ;  all  your  dis- 
cretion 
Is  pot  yet  lost ;  this  was  well  dapt  aboard : 
{iere  1  am  with  you  now;  when,  as  they  say^ 


Your  pleasure  comes  with  profit;  when  ye 

must  needs  do, 
Do  where  ye  may  be  done  to,  'tis  a  wisdom 
Becomes  a  young  man  well :  Be  sure  of  one 

thing. 
Lose  not  your  labour  and  your  time  together. 
It  seasons  of  a  fool,  son ;  time  is  precious. 
Work  wary  whilst  you  have  it;  since  yoa 

must  traffick  [Signor  ; 

Sometimes  this  slippery  way,  take  sure  hold. 
Trade  with  no  broken  mercltants,  make  your 

lading 
As  you  would  miUce  your  rest',  adveoturouslj. 
But  with  advantage  ever, 

John,  All  this  time,  motlier. 
The  child  wanty  lookiug^to,  wants  meat  and 

nurses.  [have  all, 

Ijmd,  Now  blessing  o'thy  care  \  It  shall 

And  instantly :  I'll  seek  a  nurse  myself,  son., 

'TIS  a  sweet  child !  Ah,  my  young  Spaniard  f 

Take  you  no  further  care,  sir,' 

John.  Yes,  of  these  jewels,  [yours, 

I  must,  by  your  leave,  mother,  f  hese  are 
To  make  your  care  the  stronger ;  for  tlie  rest 
I'll  find  a  master.  The  gold,  for  bringing  up 
I  freely  render  to  your  charge.  [on't. 

Land.  No  more  words,  l™^? 

Nor  no  more  children,  good  son,  as  you  love 
This  may  do  well, 

John.  \  shall  observe  your  morals. 
But  Where's  don  Frederick,  mother? 

Land.  Ten  to  one 
About  the  like  adventure ;  he  told  me. 
He  was  to  find  vou  out.  [£rif« 

John.  Why  should  he  stay  thus? 
There  may  be  some  ill  cliance  in't :  Sleep  I 

will  not,  [pleas*d. 

Before  IVe  found  him.  Now  this  woman's 
I'll  seek  my  friend  out,  and  my  care  iscas*d. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  X, 
Enter  Duke  and  Gentlemen, 

1  Gent.  Believe,  sir,  'tis  as  possible  to  do  it. 
As  to  remove  the  city :  The  main  faction 
Swarm  thro'  the  streets  like  hornets,  arm'd 

with  angers 
Able  to  ruin  states ;  no  safety  left  us, 
Nor  means  to  die  like  men,  if  instantly 
You  draw  not  back  again. 

Duke.  May  he  be  drawn  • 
And  quarter'q  too,  that  turns  now !  Were  f 
surer  [deatl^ 

Of  death  than  thou  art  of  thy  fears,  and  with 
More  than  those  fenrs  are  too- 

1  Oent.  Sir,  I  fear  not. 

Duke,  I  would  not  crack  my  vow,  start 
from  my  honour, 
because  I  may  find  danger;  wound  my  soulj^ 
To  keep  my  body  safe ! 


7  A$you  would  make  your  rest.]  This  is  an  allusion  to  fencing.  So  Mereutio  says  of  the 
duellist  Tibalt,  '  rests  tus  minum ;  one,  two,*  &c.  in  which  words  he  at  once  alludes  to  th6 
different  sciences  of  musick  and  defence, 
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1  Gent,  I  speak  not,  sir. 
Cot  of  a  basesess  to  you. 

Duke.  No,  nor  do  not 
Out  of  a  baseness  leave  me.  What  is  danger, 
More  than  the  weaknessof  ourappreheosionb? 
A  poor  cold  part  o*th*  Mood?  Who  takes  it 

bold  off 
Cowards, and  wicked  livers:  Valiant  minds 
Were  made  the  masters  of  it ;  and  as  bearty 


In  desperate  storms  stem  with  a  little  rudder 

The  tumbling  ruins  of  the  ocean ; 

8o  with  their  cause  and  swords  do  they  do 

dangers. 
8ay  we  were  sure  to  die  all  in  this  Tenture^ 
(As  1  am  coofident  against  it)  is  there  any 
Amongst  us  of  so  fat  a  sense,  so  pamper'd. 
Would  chuse  luxuriously  to  lie  a-bed, 
And  paiige  away  his  spirit,  send  his  soul  out 
In  su^ar-sops  and  syrups  ?  Give  mc  dying, 
M  dymg  uuglit  to  be,  upon  mine  enemy, 
Partmg  with  mankind  by  a  man  that*s  manly. 
Jjtt  'em  be  ail  the  world,  and  bring  along 
Cain*s  envy  with  'em,  I  will  on ! 

2  Gent.  Younsay,  sir; 
But  with  what  safety  ? 

1  Gent.  Since  'tis  come  to  dying,      '   [us 
You  shall  perceive,  sir,  here  be  those  amongst 
Can  die  as  decently  as  other  men, 
And  with  as  little  ceremony.    On^  brave  sir. 

Duke.  That's  spoken  heartily. 

1  Ge7it,  And  he  that  flinches,     . 
May  he  die  lousy  in  a  ditch! 

Duke.  No  more  dying; 
There's  no  such  danger  in  it.  What's  o'clock  f 

3  Gent.  Somewhat  above  your  hour. 
Duke.  Away  then  quickly ; 

Make  no  noise,  and  no  trouble  will  attend  us. 

[JSretm^. 

SCENE  XI, 
Enter  Frederick^  and  Peter  with  a  candle. 
Fred.  Give  me  the  candle.     So ;  go  you 

out  that  way. 
Feter.  What  have  we  now  to  do  ? 
Fred,  And  o'  your  life,  sirrah, 
Let  none  come  near  the  door  without  my 
knowledge; 
'  No,  not  my  Landlady,  nor  my  friend. 

Peter,  ^is  done,  sir.  [cems  roe. 

Fred.  Nor  any  serious  business  that  con* 

Peter,  Is  the  wind  there  again  ? 

Fred,  Be  gone. 

Peter,  1  am,  sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Comiantia. 
Fred.  Now  enter  without  fear.    And,  no- 
ble lady, 
That  safety  and  civility  you  wish'd  for 
Shall  truly  here  attend  you :  No  rude  tongue 
Nor  rougn  behaviour  knows  this  place,  no 

wishes 
Beyond  the  moderation  of  a  man. 
Pare  enter  here;  your  own  d^res  and  ia- 
noceoce^ 
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Join'd  to  my  yow*d  obedience,  shall  protect 
Were  dangers  more  than  doubts.  [jou. 

Can.  Ye're  truly  noble,  [me. 

And  worth  a  woman's  trust:  Let  it  become 
(I  do  beseech  you^  sir)  for  all  your  kindness, 
To  render  with  my  thanks,  this  worthless  tri- 
I  may  be  longer  troublesome.  [fle; 

Fred.  Fair  offices  U^^Yt 

Are  still  their  own  rewards:  Heav'n  bless  roe. 
From  bellinir  civil  courtesies !  May  it  please 
If  you  will  jforce  a  favour  to  oblige  me,  [you^ 
Draw  but  that  cloud  aside,  to  satisfy  me 
For  what  good  angel  I'm  engag'd. 

Con.  it  shall  h^, 
For  I  am  truly  confident  you're  honest  x     " 
The  piece  is  scarce  worth  looking  on. 

Fred.  Trust  me 
The  abstract  of  all  beauty,  soul  of  sweetness  f 
Defend  me,  honest  thoughts,  I  shall  grow 
wild  else  \  FHenv'ns, 

What  eyes    are    there,  rather  what  little 
To  stir  men's  contemplations !    what  a  Pa* 
radise  [be  temperate  i 

Runs  thro'  each  part  she  has!  Good  blood, 
I  must  look  off;  too  excellent  an  object 
Confounds  the  sense  that  sees  it.~Nobl« 

lady, 
If  there  be  any  further  service  to  cast  on  me. 
Let  it  be  worth  my  life,  ^o  much  I  honour  ye. 
Or  the  engagement  of  whole  families 

Can,  Your  service  is  too  liberal,  worthy  sir; 
Thus  far  I  shall  entreat 

Fred,  Comqiand  me,  lady; 
You  make  your  power  too  poor. 

Can.  That  presently 
With  all  convenient  haste,  you  would  retira 
Unto  the  street  you  found  me  in. 

Fred,  'Tis  done.  [presS'd 

Con.  There,  if  you  find  a  gentleman  op* 
With  force  and  violence,  do  a  man's  ofHce, 
And  draw  your  sword  to  rescue  him. 

Fred,  He's  safe, 
fie  what  be  will ;  and  let  his  foes  \)e  devils^ 
Arm'd  with  your  pity,  I  shall  conjure  'em. 
Retire ;  this  key  will  guide  you:    All  things 
Ar«  there  before  you.  '         [necessary 

Con.  All  my  prayers  go  with  you.    lExit, 

Fred.  You  clap  on  proof  upon  me :  Men 
say  gold 
Does  all,  engages  all,  works  thro' nil  dangers: 
Now  I  say  Beauty  can  do  more :  The  king's 

exchequer. 
Nor  all  hiswealthjr  Indies,  could  not  draw  me 
Thro'  half  those  miseries  thispiece  of  pleasure 
Might  make  me  leap  into:  We're  all  like 

sea-cards, 
All  our  endeavours  and  our  motions, 
(As  they  do  to  the  North)  still  pointat  beauty^ 
Still  at  the  fairest:   For  a  handsome  woman 
(Setting  my  soul  aside)  it  should  go  hard. 
But  I  would  strain  my  body :  Yet  to  her, 
Unless  it  be  her  own  free  gratitude,  [in  me, 
Hopes,  ye  shall  die,  and  tliou  tongue  rot  with* 
Ere  I  infringe  my  faith :  Now  to  my  rescue  I 

[Exit. 
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ACT   11. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Duke,  pursued  by  Petruekio,  Antonio, 

and  ihatj'actiunt 
l)uke,yj OV  will  not  nil  oppress  roc  ? 

■■    Ant.  Kill  him  i'th'  wanton  eye ! 
Let  me  come  to  hiin  ! 

Duke.  Then  ye  siiiill  buy  me  dearly! 
Petr.  Say  )on  so,  sir? 
Ant,  I  say  cut  his  vvczand,  spoil  his  piping : 
Have  at  your  lovc-sick  heart,  sir ! 

Enter  Don  John, 

John.  Sure  *tis  fi^^htinj;: 
M}r  friend  niav  be  engag*d.— Fy,  gentlemen  ! 
Tills  is  unmanly  odds. 

Ant.  V\i  stop  your  mouth,  sir. 
\DukefaiU  doivn^  Don  John  bestrides  him. 

John.  Nay  then,  have  at  thee  freely. 
There's  a  plumb,  sir,  to  satisfy  your  longing. 

Fetr.  Away !  I  hope  I've  sped  him.   litre 
comes  rescue; 
We  shall  be  endanger*d.    Where*s  Antonip  ? 

Ant.  I  must  have  one  thrust  more^  sir. 

John.  Come  up  to  me. 

Ant,  A  mischief  confound  your  fingers! 

Petr.  Howis't? 

Ant.  WcU: 
H'  has  given  me  my  quietus  est.  I  felt  him 
In  my  small  guts ;  Vm  sure  h'  has  fcezM  mc ! 
This  comes  of  siding  with  you. 

2  Gent.  Can  you  go,  sir?  [off: 

Ant.  I  should  go,  man,  an  my  head  were 
NeVr  talk  of  going. 

Petr.  Come,  all  shall  be  well  then. 
I  hear  more  rescue  coming. 

Enter  the  Diike\  fact  ion. 
Ant.  Let's  turn  back  then ; 
My  skull's  unclovcn  yet;  letmc  but  kill. 
Petr»  Away  for  Hcav'n  sake  with  him  ! 

[Exit  Petruchio,  with  hisfitction. 
John.  How  is't? 
Dulie.  Well,  sir; 
Only  a  little  stagger'd. 

]Juke*8  Faction.  Let's  pursue  "em. 
Duke.  No,  not  a  roan,  1  charge  ye !  Thanks, 
good  coat; 
-Thou'st  sav'd  me  a  shrewd  welcome :  'Twas 

put  home  tof), 
With  a  good  mind,  I'm  sure  on't. 
John.  Are  you  safe  then? 
Duke.  My  thanks  to  you,  brave  sir,  wliose 
timely  vak^ur, 
And  manly  courtesy,  came  to  my  rescue. 
John.  Y^bad  foul  play  offer'd  yC;  and  shame 
befall  him 
That  can  pass  by  oppi*ession. 

Dnke.  May  I  crave,  sir,  [name, 

fiut  thus  much  honour  more,  to  know  your 
And  liim  I  am  so  bound  to? 


John.  For  the  bond,  sir, 
Tift  every  good  man's  tie ;  to  know  me  further 
Will  little  profit  you :  I  am  a  stranger. 
My  country  Spain;  my  name  Don  John,  a 

geutleman 
That  lies  here  for  my  study. 

Duke.  I  have  beard,  sir. 
Much  worthy  mention  bf  you ;  yet  I  find 
Fame  short  of  what  you  are. 

John.  You're  pleas'd,  sir. 
To  express  your  courtesy  :  May  I  demand 
As  freely  what  3[ou  are,  and  what  mischance 
Cast  you  into  this  danger? 

Duke.  For  this  present, 
I  must  desire  your  pardon :  You  shall  know  me 
£i*e  it  bo  long,  sir,  and  a  nobler  tlianks 
Than  now  my  will  can  render. 

John.  Your  will's  your  own,  sir. 

Duke.  What  is't  yoii  look  for,  sir?    Have 
you  lost  any  tWm^  ?  [fellows 

John.  Only  my  hat  I'th' scuffle:  Sure  these 
Were  night-snaps. 

Duke.  No,  believe,  sir.  'Pray  you  use  mine. 
For  'twill  be  hard  to  find  your  own  now. 

John,  No,  sir.  [another: 

Duke.  Indeed  you  shall ;  I  can  command 
I  do  beseech  you  honour  me. 

John,  I  will,  sir : 
And  so  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Duke,  Within  these  few  days   . 
I  hope  I  shall  be  happy  in  your  knowledge : 
Till  when,  I  love  your  memory. 

[Exit  Duke,  4c. 

John.  I  yours. 
This  is  some  noble  fellow. 

Enter  Frederick, 

Fred  'TIS  his  tongue  sure. 
Don  John  ? 

John.  Don  Frederick  ? 

Fred.  You're  fairly  met,  sir:        [tell  me, 
I  thiiught  you'd  been  a  bat-fowling.  Prithee 
What  revelations  hast  thou  had  to-night. 
That  home  was  never  thought  of? 

John.  Revelations  ? 
I'll  tell  thee,  Frederick ;  but  before  I  tell  thee 
Settle  thy  understanding. 

Fred.  Tis  prepar'd,  sir. 

John.  Why  then,  mark  what  shall  follow. 
This  night,  Frfderick, 
Tliis  bawdy  night 

Fred,  I  thought  no  less. 

John,  This  blind  night, 
What  dost  think  IVe  got? 

Fred.  The  pox,  it  may  be. 

John,  'Would  'twere  no  worse  I  Ye  talk  <lf 
revelations ; 
I  have  got  a  revelation  will  reveal  m^ 
An  arrant  coxcomb  while  I  Lve« 

freii.  What  is't? 
Thou  htbst  lost  nothing  ?  ^ 
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JdAfi.  No,  I  have  got,  I  tell  thee. 

Frfd.  What  hast  thoa  (^t? 

Jokn.  One  of  the  iufantry,  a  child. 

Fred,  How ! 

John.  A  chopping  child,  man. 

Fred.  'Give  you  joy,  sir. 

John,  A  lump  of  lewdness^  Frederick; 
that's  the  truth  on't. 
This  town's  abominable. 

Fred,  I  still  told  you,  John,  [you : 

Your  whoring  must  come  home ;  I  counsellM 
But  where  no  grace  is— 

John,  T is  none  o*  mine,  man. 

Fred.  Answer  the  parish  so. 

John.  Cheated,  i&  troth, 
Peeping  into  a  house;  by  whom  I  know  not. 
Nor  where  to  find   the  place  again.    No, 
Frederick,  [one, 

-Had  I  but  kiss'd  the  ring  for*t — Tis  no  poor 
That*3  my  best  comfort,  for 't  has  brought 

about  it 
Enough  to  make  it  man. 

Fred.  Where  is't? 

John.  At  home. 
.    Fred.  A  saving  royage  t  But  what  will  you 
say,Signor,  [ship. 

To  him  that,  searching  out  your  serious  «ror- 
Has  met  a  stranger  fortune;? 

John.  How,  good  Frederick? 
A  militant  girl  now  to  this  boy  would  hit  it. 

Fred.  No ;  mine's  a  nobler  venture.  What 
do  you  think,  sir, 
Of  a  distressed  lady,  one  whose  beauty 
Would  over-sell  all'  Italy  ? 

John.  Where  is  she  ? 

Fred.  A  woman  of  that  rare  behaviour, 

•  So  qualified,  as  admiration  frit 

Dwells  round  about  her ;  of  that  perfect  spi- 

John.  Ay  marry ,^sir ! 

Fred.  That  admirable  carriage, 
That  sweetness  in  discourse ;    yo'juig  as  the 

Morninc:, 
fler  blushes  staining  his. 

John.  But  Where's  this  creature? 
Shcrw  me  but  that. 

Fred.  That's  all  one ;  she's  forth-coming ; 
I  have  her  sure,  b«y. 

John.  Hark  you,  Frederick ; 
What  truck  betwixt  my  infant—^ 

Fred.  Tis  too  light,' sir;  [well. 

Stick  to  your  charge  ^  good  Don  John ;  I  am 

John.  But  is  there  sudi  a  wench  ? 

Fred.  First  teil  me  this ; 
Did  you  not  lately  as  you  walk'd  along. 
Discover  people  that  were  arra'd,  and  likely 
To  do  offence? 

John.  Yes,  marry,  and  tliey  urg'd  it  . 
Af  far  as  they  had  spirit. 

Fred.  Pray  go  forward. 

John.    A  gentleman  I  found  en^ag'd  a- 
mongst  'em ;  [mettle : 

It  seems  of  noble  breeding;  I  am  sure  brave 
As  I  returu'd  to  look  you,  I  set  in  to  him. 


And  without  liurt  (I  thank  IlcaVn)  rescued 
And  came  myself  off  safe  too.  [him, 

Fred.  My  work's  done  then : 
And  now,  to  satisfy  yoii,  there  is  a  woman^ 
Oh,  John,  there  is 'a  woman • 

John.  Oh,  where  is  she  ? 

Fred.  And  one  of  no  less  worth  than  I 

assure  jjou ;  [tion. 

And,  which  is  more,  fall'n  under  my  protec- 

John.  I  am  p^lad  of  that.    Forward,  sweet 
Frederick ! 

Fred.  And,  which  is  more  than  that,  by 
this  night*s  wand'ring; 
And,  which  is  most  of  all,  she  is  at  home  too^ 

John.  Come,  let's  l>e  gone  then.  [sir, 

Fred.  Yes;  but  'tis  most  certain^ 
You  cannot  see  her,  John. 

John.  Why? 

Fred.  She  has  sworn  rne  [mother^ 

That  none  else  shall  come  near  her,  not  m/ 
Till  some  few  doubts  are  clear'd. 

John.  Not  look  upon  her  ? 
What  chamber  is  she  in  ? 

Fred.  Jn  ours. 

J>lm.  Lets  go,  I  say : 
A  woman's  oaths  are  wafers,*  break  with 
making;  [it. 

Thev  mu«t  for  modesty  a  little :  We  idl  know 

Fred.  No,  I'll  assure  you,  sir. 

John.  Not  see  her  ? 
I  smell  an  old  dog-trick  of  your*.  Well,  Fre- 
derick, fplav. 
You  talk'd  to  me  of  whoring  t  Let's  have  fair 
SquTire  dealing,  I  would  wish  you. 

Fred.  When 'tis  come 
(Which  I  know  never  will  be)  to  that  issue, 
Yoiir  spoon  shall  be  as  deep  as  uiine,  sir. 

John.  Tell  nie. 
And  tell  me  true,  is  the  cause  honourable. 
Or  for  your  ease  ? 

Fred.  By  alt  onr  friendship,  John^ 
Tis  honest,  and  of  great  end. 

John.  I  am  answer'd : 
But  let  me  see  her  tlio' ;  leave  tlie  door  open 
As  you  go  in. 

Fred.  I  dare  not. 

John,  Not  wide  open. 
But  just  so,  as  a  jealous  husband  would 
Level  at  his  wanton  wife  thro'. 

Fred.  That  courtesy. 
If  you  desire  no  more,  and  keep  it  strictly, 
I  ^are  afford  you.    Come;   'tis  nr)w  near 
morning.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  H. 

F,nter  Peter  and  Anthony. 

Peter.  Nay,  the  old  woman's  gone  too. 

Anth.  She  s  a-caterwauling 

Among  the  gutters :  But,  conceive  me,  Peter, 

Where  our  good  masters  should  be? 

Peter.  Where  they  should  be 
I  do  conceive;  but  where  itkcy  are^  good 
Anthony 
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Anth.  Ay,  there  it  goes :  My  master's  bo- 
V         peeps  with  me, 
With  his  sly  popping  in  and  out  again^ 
Argued  a  cause,  a  frippery  cause. 

Peter,  Believe  me, 
They  bear  up  with  some  carvel  9. 

Anth.  I  do  believe  thee, 
For  thou  hast  such  a  master  for  that  chase, 
Thftt  'till  he  ^ends  bis  main«mast— -*- 

Feter,  'Pray  remember 
Your  courtesy,  good  Anthony,  and  withal. 
How  long  'tis  since  your  master  sprung  a  leak ; 
He  had  a  sound  one  since  he  came. 

Anth,  Hark  !  [Lute  sounds  within. 

Peter.  What? 

Anth,  Dost  not  hear  a  lute?  Again! 

Peter,  Where  is't? 

Anth,  Above,  in  my  master's  chamber* 

Peter,  There's  no  creature ; 
He  hath  the  key  himself,  man.  [Singtcithin. 

Anth.  This  is  his  lute"; 
Let  him  have  it. 

Peter.  I  grant  you ;  but  who  strikes  it? 

Anth.  An  admirable  voice  too ;  hark  ye ! 

SONG     [within]. 
Merciless  Lore,  whom  nature  hath  denied 
The  use  of  eyes,  lest  thou  shouldst  take  a 
Aud  glory  in  thy  murders,  why  am  I,  [pride 
That  never  yet  transgress*d~thy  deity. 
Never  broke  vow »»,  from  whose  eyes  never 
flew  [slew, 

Disdainful  dart,  whose  hard  heart  none  e'er 
Thus  ill  rewarded?  Thou  art  young  and  fair. 
Thy  mother  so  ft  and  gentle  as  the  air,  ^ 

Thy  holy  fire  still  burning,  blown  with  prayer: 
Then,  everlasting  Love,  restrain  thy  will ; 
^*is  god-like  to  have  pow'r,  but  not  to  kill. 

Peter,  Anthony, 
Art  sure  we  are  nt  home  ? 

Anth.  Without  all  doubt,  PetfT. 

Peter,  llien  this  must  be  the  devil. 

Anth.  Let  it  be,  [Sing  again. 

Good  devil,  sing  again !  Oh,  dainty  devil  [ 
Peter,  believe  it,  a  most  delicate  devil ! 
The  sweetest  devil 

Enter  Frederick  and  Don  John. 
Fred.  If  you  could  leave  peeping  1 
Jaiin,  I  cannot;  by  oo  means« 


Fred,  Then  come  in  softly;  [furthef 

And,  as  you  love  your  faith,  presume  no 
Than  you  have  promised. 

John,  Basia/ 

Fred.  What  make  you  up  so  early,  sir? 

John,  You,  sir,  in  your  contemplationa ! 

Peter.  Oh,  'pray  you  peace,  sir, 

Fred,  Why  peace,  sirr 

Peter,  Do  you  hear  ? 

John,  rris  your  lute. 

Fred.  Tray  ye  speak  softly ; 
She's  playing  on't. 

Anth.  The  house  is  haunted,  sir. 
For  this  we  have  heard  this  half-year* 

Fred.  Ye  saw  nothing? 

Anth,  Not  L 

Peter,  Nur  I,  sir. 

Fred.  Get  us  our  breakfast  then; 
And  make  no  words  on^t.     We  'U  undertake 

this  spirit, 
If  it  be  one. 

Anth.  This  is  no  devil,  Peter. 
Mum !  there  be  bats  abroad. 

[Exeuni  Servants^ 

Fred.  Stay ;  now  she  sings.  [Sing* 

John,  An  aiigefs voice.  Til  swear! 

Fred,  Why  didst  thou  shrug  so? 
Either  allay  this  heat;  or,  as  I  live, 
I  will  not  trust  you. 
John,  Pass!  I  warrant  you.        [Exeunt^* 

Enter  Coristantia. 
Con,  To  curse  those  stars  that  men  say 
govern  us. 
To  rail  at  Fortune,  fall  out  with  my  fate. 
And  task  the  general  world,  will  help  me  no* 

thing: 
Alas,  I  am  the  same  still,  neither  arc  tliey 
Subject  to  helps,  or  hurts:   Our  own  desiret 
Are  our  own  fates,  our  own  stars  all  our  for- 
tunes, 
Which,  as  we  sway  'em,  so  abuse  or  bless  us. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Don  John  peeping* 

Fred.  Peace  to  your  meditations ! 

John.  Pox  upon  ye. 
Stand  out  o'  th  light. 

Con.  I  crave  your  mercy,  sir; 
My  mind,  o'er-chai'g'd  wiili  care,  made  me 
unmannerly.    ' 


•  Carvel.']  See  note  >8  on  Wit  without  Money. 

'•  Anth.  This  is  his  lute  :  Let  him  have  it.]   The  song  was  inserted  before  this  line  in  the 
two  former  editions.    The  reason  of  the  change  of  its  place  is  very  plain.        Sewurd, 
"  Never  broke  vow^from  whose  eyes  never 
Flew  disdainful  dart, 
Whose  hard  heart  never 
Slew  those  rewarders  f 

Thou  art  young  and  fair.]  The  measure  of  all,  except  the  last  line  quoted  nbotc,  only 
wants  to  be  replaced;  but  that  last  is  deficient  in  sense  as  well  as  measure.  I  suppose  the 
^hat  ilLto  have  been  the  monosyllable  lost,  and  rewarders  to  have  been  put  for  rewarded; 

and  then  it  would  run,  * Thus  rewarders: '  This  being  too  glaringly  absurd  might  be 

thought  to  be  amended  by  making  it,  ' ^Those  rewai-ders.'        Seo-urd, 

The  above  song  is  not  m  the  first  copy;  however,  it  bears  suoh  strong  internal  marks  q£ 
mitheuticity,  that  we  eannot  doubt  its  beii^  genuine^ 
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[A$ide. 


FreeL  'Pray  you  set  that  mind  at  rest ;  all ' 
shall  be  perfect.  [body, 

John.  I  like  the  body  rare ;  a  haiiasomc 
A  wondrous  handsome  body«     'Would  she 

would  turn  !       ■     - 
See^  an  that  spiteful  puppy  be  noV  got 
Between  me  and  my  light  again« 

Fred.  Tis  done,  [tlexnen 

As  aU  that  you  command  shall  be :  I'he  gen- 
Is  safely  off  all  danger. 

John.  OkydeBiMl 

Con,  How  shall  I  thank  you,  sir?   how 
satisfy?  [warded. 

Fred,  Speak  softly,  gentle  lady,  all's  re- 
Now  does  he  melt,  ifke  marmalade.  [Aside, 

John,  Nay,  'tis  certain, 
Thou  art  the  sweetest  woman  I  e*er  look'd  on : 
1  hope  thou  art  not  honest. 

Frttd.  None d)sturb*d you ?  [near me; 
.  Cofi.  Not  any,  sir,  nor  any  sound  came 
I  thank  your  care. 

Fred,  lis  well. 

John,  I  would  fain  pray  now,  [world—- 
But  tb'  devil,  and  tlnut  flcsli  there  o'  the 
What  AYe  we  made  to  suffer  >•? 

Fred,  He  will  enter; 
Pull  in  yoar  head,  and  be  bane'd ! 

John.  Hark  you,  Frederick  f 
I  have  bruu^t  yon  home  your  pack-saddle. 

Fred,  Pox  upon  you !  [duke. 

Con.  Nay^  let  him  enter.  Fy,  my  lord  die 
Stand  peepuie  at  your  friends? 

Fred,  You  re  cozen'd,  lady ; 
Here  is  no  duke. 

Con,  I  know  him  full  well,  signor. 

Jokn,  Hold  thee  there,  wench  f 

IVed,  This  mad-brain'd  fool  will  spoil  all. 

Con.  I  do  beseech  your  Grace  come  in. 

John,  My  grace  ? 
There  was  a  word  of  comfort ! 

Fred,  Shall  he  enter> 
Whoe'er  he  be? 

JoAa.  Well  follow'd,  Frederick! 

Con,  With  nil  my  heart. 

Fred,  Come  in  dhen. 

Enter  Dm  John. 

JohH„  'Bless  you,  lady  I  [to  you, 

Fred.  Nay,  start  not;  tho' be  be  a  stranger 
He's  of  a  noble  strain:  My  kinsman,  lady. 
My  countryman,  and  fellow-travelier :    * 
One  bed  contains  us  ever,  one  purse  feeds  us, 
And  one  faith  free  between  us.  Do  not  fear 
He's  truly  honest.  [htm ; 

»  But  th'  devil  and  thaiJUtk  there,  o'  the  world, 

W/uit  are  we  made  to  wffer  ?]  There  are  two  ways  of  correcting  this ;  either  by  making 
it,  *  (Oh,  the  world !)'  an  exclamatory  parenthesis;  or  by  reading,  'and  die  world'— I'he 
sense  would  then  be» '  Thai  he  would  pray,  if  that  flesh  there,  the  worid  and  the  devil  did 
.not  prevent  him.'    I  prefer  the  former,  as  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters.        Seward^ 
Mr.  Seward  prints, 

'  But  th'  devil  and  that  flesh  there,  (O  the  world !) 
<  What  artf  we  made  to  suffer  ? ' 
The  interjection  rather  destroys  the  allusion  to  the  world^  the  fleshy  and  the  devil :  A  break 
makes  sense  of  the  old  reading. 
Vol  U.  R 


John,  That's  a  lie. 

Fred,  And  trusty. 
Beyond  your  wishes ;  valiant  to  defend; 
And  modest  to  converse  with,  as  your  blushes. 

John.  Now  may  I  hang  myself;  this  com- 
mendation 
Has  broke  the  neck  of  all  ray  hopes ;  for  now 
Mast  I  cry,  *  No  forsooth,'  and '  Ay  forsooth,^ 

and  •  Surely,' 
'  And  truly  as  1  live,  and  as  I  am  honest.' 
H'  has  done  these  things  for  'nonce  too;  for 

he  knows, 
Like  a  most  envious  rascal  as  he  is, 
I  am  not  honest,  nor  desire  to  be. 
Especially  this  way.  H'has  watch'd  his  tim^^ 
But  I  shall  quit  him. 

Con,  Sir,  1  credit  yon. 

Fred,  Go  kiss  her,  John. 

John,  Plague  o' your  commendations! 

Con,  Sir,  I  shall  now  desire  to  be  a  trouble. 

John.  Never  to  me,  sweet  kdy :  Thus  I  seal 
My  faith,  and  all  my  service. 

Con,  One  word,  Signor.  [nest; 

John.  Now  'tis  impossible  I  should  be  ho- 
Shc  icisses  with  a  conjuration  [she  atf 

Would  make  the  devil  dance !   What  points 
My  leg,  I  warrant,  or  my  weH-knit  body : 
Sit  fast,  Don  Fk«derick  f 

Fred,  Twas  given  him  by  that  gentleman 
You  took  such  care  of;  his  own  being  lost 
i'th'  scuffle. 

Con.  With  much  joy  may  he  wear  it !  Tis 
a  right  one, 
I  can  assure  you,  gen(]eman ;  and  right  happy 
May  you  be  m  all  flghts  for  that  fair  service ! 

Pred,  Why  do  you  blush? 

Con.  T  had  almost  cozen'd  me ; 
For,  not  to  lie,  when  I  saw  that,  I  lodk'd  for 
Another  master  of  it;  but'ds  well. 

[Knock  wtthin, 

Fred.  Who's  there? 

Enter  Anthony, 
Stand  you  a  litd^  close.  Come  in,  sir! 

lEiit  Con, 
Now,  what's  the  news  with  you? 

Anth.  There  is  a  gendeman  without 
Would  speak  widi  Don  John. 

John,  Who,  sir?  [man 

Anth.  I  do  not  know,  sir;  but  he  shews  a 
Of  no  mean  reckoning. 

Fred,  Let  him  shew  his  name, 
And  then  return  a  litde  wiser. 

'Anth,  Well,  sir.  [Exit  Anthony, 
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Frtd,  How  do  you  like  her,  John? 
Mm,  As  well  as  you,  Frederiek, 

For  all  Vttk  honest;  you  shall  find  it  so  too. 
Fred.  Art  thou  not  honest? 
John,  An  not  thou  an  ass*  ? 

'  And  modest  as  her  blushes ! '  What  a  block- 
head 

Would  e*er  have  popp'd  oat  such  a  dry  apo- 
logy, 

For  his  dear  friend  ?  and  to  a  Kentlewonian  ? 

A  woman  ot'her  youth  and  dtiicacy  ? 

TlieY*re  arguments  to  draw  them  to  abhor  us. 

An  honest  moral  man  ?  *tis  for  a  constable ! 

A  handsome  man,  a  wholesome  man,  a  tough 
man, 

A  liberal  man,  a  likely  man,  a  man 

Made  up  like  Hercules,  uuslak'd  with  service. 

The  same  to-nigtit,  to-morrow  night,  tlie  next 
night. 

And  so  to  perpetuity  of  pleasures; 

These  had  oeen  tilings  to  hearken  to,  things 
catching : 

But  you  have  such  a  spicM  consideration, 

Such  qualms  upon  yuur  worship's  conscience, 

Such  cbilbiains  in  your  blood,  tliat  ail  thijigs 
pinch  you,  [custom ; 

Which  nature,  and  the  liberal  world,  niakr.s 

And  notliing  but  fair  Honour,  oh,  sweet  Ho- 
nour !  [trusty. 

Hang  up  your  eunuch  Honour!   That  I  was 

And  valiant,  were  things  well  put  in;  but 
modest!  [Uiou? 

A  modest  gentleman !  Oh,  wit,  where  wast 
Fred*  I'm  sorry,  John. 
John,  My  lady  s  gentlewoman 

Would  laugh  me  to  a  scliool-boy,  make  me 
blush  [^on  thee ! 

With  playing  witli  my  cod  piece-pom t !     Fy 

A  man  of  thv  discretion? 
Fred,  It  sLali  be  meuded ; 

And  henceforth  you  sliall  have  your  due. 

Enter  Anthony. 

John.  I  look  for't.— 
How  now?  who  is't? 

Anth.  A  gentleman  of  this  town, 
And  calls  himself  Petruchio. 

John,  I'll  attend  him.         {Exit  Anthony. 

Enter  Cotatantia, 

Con.  How  did  he  call  himself? 

Fred.  Petrtichio:— 
Does  it  concern  you  aught? 

Con,  Oh,  gentlemen. 
The  hour  of  my  destruction  is  come  on  me; 
I  am  discovered,  lost,  left  to  my  ruin ! 
As  ever  ye  had  pity 

Jb^n.  Do  not  fear;  [me*): 

Let  the  great  devil  come,  he  shall  come  thro* 
Lost  here,  and  we  about  ye  ? 

Fred.  Fall  before  us? 

Con.  Oh,  mv  unfortunate  estate !  all  ftng^rs 
Cunipar'd  to  his,  to  his 


Fred,  Let  his,  and  all  men*s, 
Whilst  we  Imve  power  and  life«-Stand  np^ 
for  Heav*n  sake ! 

Con,  I  have  oflFended  Heav'n  too;   yet 
Ileav'n  know^-^-  • 

John,  We  are  ail  evil :  '  [serts ! 

Yet  Heav*n  forbid  we  should  have  our  de» 
What  is  he? 

Con.  Too,  too  near  to  my  offence,  sir: 
Oh,  he  will  cut  me  piece-meal ! 

Fred.  Tis  no  treason  ? 

John,  Let  ic  be  what  it  will,  if  hecut  here, 
1*11  find  him  cut-work. 

Fred,  He  must  buy  you  dear; 
With  more  than  couimon  lives. 

John.  Fear  not,  nor  weep  iH>t : 
By  Heav'n,  I'll  fire  the  to^n  before  you 
perish !  [witli  yon. 

And  then,  the  more  the  merrier,  well*  jog 

Fred,  Come  in,  and  dry  your  eyes. 

John,  Tray  no  more  weeping: 
Spoil  a  sweet  face  for  nothing  ?  My  return 
Snail  end  all  this,  I  warrant  you. 

Con,  Heav*u  grant  it  I  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Petruchio,  tcith  a  letter. 

Petr,  This  man  should  be  of  special  rank ; 
fur  these  commends  ['em  i 

Carry  no  comi^on  way,  no  sliglit  worth,  witli 
He  snail  be  he. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  'Save  you,  sir  I  I  am  »ori*y 
My  business  was  so  unmanuerly,  to  make  yoM 
Wait  thus  long  here. 

Pcir.  Occasions  must  be  serv'd,  sir. 
But  is  your  name  Don  John  ? 

John,  It  is,  sir. 

Petr.  Then,                             [brace you: 
First,  ibr  your  Qwn  brave  sake,  I  umst  em* 
Next,  from  the  credit  of  your  noble  friend 
Hernando  de  Alvara,  make  you  mine; 
Who  lays  liis  charge  upon  nie  in  this  letter 
To  look  you  out,  and,  fortlic  goodness  in  you. 
Whilst  your  occasions  make  vou  resident 
In  this  pUce,  to  supply  you,  fovc  and  honour 
Which,  bad  I  known  sooner {y^>^9 

John,  Noble  sir«  [swoni,  sjr, 

You*ll  make  my  thanks  too  poor :  I  wear  a 
And  have  a  service  to  be  still  dispos'd  of^ 
As  you  shall  please  command  it. 

Petr,  Gentle  sir. 
That  manly  courtesy  is  half  my  business: 
And,  to  be  short,  to  make  you  know  1  honour 
you,  ^  [oracle^ 

And  in  all  points  believe  your  worth  Iik« 
A  nd  how  above  my  friends(which  are  not  few. 
And  those  not  slack)  I  estimate  your  virtues. 
Make  yourself  uudcrstand,  this  day  Petru- 
chio [dils  place, 
(A  man  that  may  command  the  strength  of 


«  Art  thou  an  lus  9]  Both  sense  and  measure  warrant  our  in^^rting  the  word  not, 

*i  Let  the  great  devil  come,  he  %lmU  go  thro^  me.]  llius  read  Mr.  &ward  and  octavp  ITlii 
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Hazard  the  boldest  ipiritt)  hath  made  choice 
OnW  of  joa,  and  in  a  noble  office. 

Jikn.  Forward ;  J'm  free  to  entertain  it. 

Pe/r.  llittft  then:— 
I  do  beseech  you  mark  me. 

John.  I  shall  do  it.  [him  worthy ! 

Fetr.  Ferrara's  duke,  ('would  1  might  call 
But  that  h'  has  raz'd  out  from  his  family, 
A%  he  has  mine  with  infamy)  this  man, 
Bather  tliis  powerful  monster,  we  being  left 
But  two  of  ail  our  houK*,  to  slock  our  memo- 
ries, •  [crafts, 
My  sister  and  myself,  with  arts  and  witch* 
Vows,  and  such  uuths  lleav'n  has  no  mercy 
for,                                            [stealths, 
Drew  to  dishonour  this  weak   maid,    by 
And  secret  passages  I  knew  not  of; 
.  Oft  he  obtain'd  ins  wishes,  oft  abus'd  her ; 
I  am  asham'd  to  say  tlie  rest !  This  purchas'd, 
And  bis  hot  blood  allay'd,as  friends  forsake  us 
At  a  mile's  end  upon  our  way,  he  left  her, 
And  all  our  name  to  ruin. 

Johju  This  was  foul  plav, 
And  ought  to  be  rewarded  so. 

Petr,  1  hope  so. 
lie  'scap'd  meyester-oight;  which,  if  he  dare 
Again  adventure  for,  llcav'u  pardon  him ! 
I  shall,  with  ail  my  heart. 

John,  For  me,  brave  Signer, 
What  do  you  intend  ? 

Feir.  Only,  fair  sir,  tliis  trust,  [ter, 

(Which,  from  the  commendations  of  this  let- 
]  dare  presume  well  piac'd)  nobly  to  bear  him 
By  word  of  mouth  a  single  challcuge  from  me, 
That,  man  to  man,  if  he  have  honour  in  liim, 
We  may  decide  all  diflPerenoe. 

John,  Fair,  and  noble. 
And  I  will  do  it  home.  When  shall  I  visit  you  ? 

Fetr,  Please  you,  this  afternoon.    I  will 

ride  with  you ;  [iind  him. 

For  at  a  castle,  six  miles  hence,  we're  sure  to 

John,  I'll  be  ready. 

Peir.  To  attend  you,  my  man  shall  wait ; 
With  all  my  love*.  [Kxit. 

John,  My  service  sliall  not  fail  you. 


Fred. 


Enter  Frederick, 
How  now  > 


John.  All's  well.  Who  dost  thou  think  this 
wench  is? 
Guess,  an  thou  canst. 

IVec/.  I  cannot. 

John,  Be  it  known  then. 
To  all  men  by  tliese  presents,  this  is  she, 
She,  she,  and  only  she,  onr  curious  coicombs 
Were  errant  two  months  after. 

Fred.  Wlm  ?  Constantia  ? 
Thoa  talk'st  of  cocks  and  bulk. 

John.  I  talk  of  wenches,  [pullet 

Of  cocks  and  hens,  Don  Frederick ;  this  is  die 
We  two  went  proud  after. 

Fred,  It  can't  be. 

John.  It  shall  be; 
Sister  to  Don  Petruchio:  I  know  all,  maA. 

Fred.  Now  I  believe. 

John*  Goto;  there  has  been  stirrings 
Foniblingwith  linen,  Fre<lenck. 

Fred.  Tis  impossible; 
You  know  her  fame  was  pure  as  6re. 

John.  That  pure  fire  [crack'd: 

lias  melted   out   her  maidenhead;    she's 
We've  all  that  hope  of  our  side,  boy. 

Fred,  Thou  tell'st  nse, 
To  my  imagination,  things  incredible: 
I  see  no  loose  thought  in  her. 

John.  That's  all  one,  '      [world 

She's  loose  i'  th'  hilu,  by  Heaven  I    ^ut  tlto 
M  UHt  know  a  fair  way ;  upon  vow  of  marriage ! 

Fred,  I'here  may  be  such  a  slip. 

John,  And  will  be,  Frederick, 
Whilst  tlie  old  game's  a-foot.  I  fear  the  boy 
Will  prove  hers  too  1  took  up. 

Fred.  Good  circumstance 
May  cure  all  this  yet. 

John.  There  thou  hit'fct  it,  Frederick. 
Come,  let's  walk  in  and  comfort  her:  Her 

being  here 
Is  notliing  yet  suspected.    Anon  I'll  tell  thee 
Wherefore  her  brother  came,  (who,  by  this 

light, 
Is  a  brave  noble  fellow)  and  what  honour 
H'  has  done  to  me,  a  stranger.  There  be  irons 
Heating  for  some,  will  bi^s  into  their  heart- 
bloods. 
Ere  all  be  ended.    Su  much  for  this  time. 

IVed.  Well,  sir.  [Exeunt. 


*  With  oM  my  /oTf .]   We  much  doubt  whether  these  words  are  jiot  part  of  Don  John's 
ape^^ 

^  With  allj^y  love,  my  service  shall  not  fail  you/ 


ACT    IIL 


.  SCENE  L 
Enter  Landkdjf  and  Peter. 
Jjtnd.  pOME,  you  do  know  ! 

^  Peter,  i  do  not,  by  this  hand, 
mistress : 
But  I  sttspect— — 

R 


Land,  What? 

Pe/er.  That  if  eggs  continue 
At  thi&  price,  women  will  ne'er  be  tav'd 
By  their  good  works. 

Land.  I  will  know. 

Peter.  You  shall,  any  thing 
Lies  in  my  power.  The  dokc  of  Londu  now 
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Is  se^en  ibousand  strong;  I  hetini  it  of  a 
A  woman  of  6De  koowledge.  [fisb^-wife^ 

Land,  Sirrah,  sirrah ! 

Peter,  The  pope's  bulls  are  broke  kiose 
too,  and  ^tis  suspected 
They  shall  be  baited  in  England.    . 

Jband,  Very  well,  sir ! 

Feter,  No,  'tis  not  so  well  neither. 

Land,  But  I  say  to  yon. 
Who  is  it  keeps  your  master  company  ? 

Peter.  I  say  to  you,  Don  John. 

Land.  I  say,  what  woman?  ' 

Peter.  I  say  so  too. 

Land.  I  say  again,  I  will  know. 

Peter.  I  say,  'tis  fit  you  should. 

Land.  And  I  tell  thee. 
He  has  a  woman  here. 

Peter,  And  I  tell  thee, 
rris  then  the  better  for  bim. 

Lund.  You  are  no  bawd  now  ?  [it : 

Peter,  'Would  I  were  able  to.  be  caU'd  unto 
A  worshipful  vocation  for  my  elders; 
For,  as  I  understand,  it  is  a  place 
Fitting  my  betters  far. 

Land.  Was  ever  gentlewoman 
So  frump'd  off  with  a  fool  I  Well*  saucy  sirrah, 
I  will  know  who  it  is,  and  for  what  purpose; 
I  pay  the  rent,  and  I'll  know  how  my  house 
Comes  by  these  inflammations:  If  this  geer 

hold,  ' 

Best  hang  a  siga-post  np,to  tell  theSignors, 
Here  ye  may  have  lewdness  at  livery. 

Enter  Ftederick. 

Peter.  Twould  be  a  great  ease  to  yoor  i^e. 

Fredm  How  now? 
Why,  what's  the  matter.  Landlady? 

Land.  What's  the  matter? 
Ye  use  me  decently  among  ye,  gentlemen. 

Fred,  Who  has  abus'd  her?  you,  sir? 

Land,  'Ods  my  witness, 
I  will  not  be  thus  treated,  that  I  will  not  \  - 

Peter.  I  gave  her  no  ill  language. 

Land,  Thou  liest  lewdly ; 
Thou  took'st  me  up  at  every  word  I  spoke,  i 
As  I  had  been  a  Maukin,  a  flirt  Gillian  *^; 
And  thou  think'st,  because  thou  canst  write 
Our  noses  must  be  under  lliee.      [and  read, 

Fred,  Dare  you,  sirrah 

Peter.  Let  Ibut  the  truth  be  known,  sir,  I 

beseech  ye ;  [sir. 

She  raves  of  wenches,  and  I  know  not  what, 

Ltind,  Go  to ;  thou  know'st  too  well,  tliou 
wicked  varlct, 
Thou  instrument  of  evil ! 

Peter.  As  I  live,  sir, 
She  is  ever  thus  till  dinner. 

Fred.  Getyou'in; 
I'll  answer  you  anon,  sir.  , 

Peter,  By  this  hand, 
m  break  your  posset-pan !  [Exit. 


Land.  Then,  by  this  hood, 
111  lock  the  meat  up ! 

Fred.  Now,  your  grief;  whati8't^ 
For  I  can  euess 

Land.  You  may,  with  shame  enough. 
If  there  were  shame  amongst  you  !  Nothin|( 
thought  on,  ^  [fled 

But  how  you  may  abuse  my  house  ?  not  satis*. 
With  bringing  home  your  bastards  to  undo  me. 
But  you  must  drill  your  whores  here  too  ?  My 

patience 
(Because  I  bear^  and  bear,  and  cari^  all. 
And,  as  they  say,  am  willing  to  groan  under)^ 
Must  be  your  make-sport  now ! 

Fred.  Uo  more  of  these  words, 
Nor  no  more  rourmurings,  ladjr !  for  you  know 
That  I  know  something.     I  did  suspect  your 

anger; 
But  turn  it  presently  and  handsomely. 
And  bear  yourself  discreetly  to  this  womaRg^ 
(For  such  an  one  there  »  indeed)— 

Land.  Tis  well,  son. 

Fred.  Leaving  your  devils'  matins,  anc^ 
your  melancholies. 
Or  we  shall  leave  our  lodgings. 

Land.  You've  much  need 
To  use  these  vagrant  ways,  and  to  much  profit  t 
You  had  that  might  content 
(At  home,  within  yourselves  top)  right  good 
gentlemen,  '  [gallants — 

Wholesome,  and  you  said  handsome :  But  you 
Beast  that  I  was  to  believe  ye. 

Fred.  L^ayc  your  suspicion ; 
For,  as  I  live,  there's  no  such  thing. 

Land.  Mine  honour! 
An  'twere  not  for  mine  honour— 

Fred.  Come,  your  honour. 
Your  1m)us^,  and  yo^ji  too,  if  you  dare  believe 
me,  [crying. 

Are  well  enough. .  Sleek  up  yoursclt,  leave 
For  I  must  have  you  entertain  this  lady 
With  all  civility,  (she  well  deserves  it) 
Together  with  all  secresy :  I  dare  trust  you. 
For  I  have  found  you  faithful.     When  you 
know  her,  [but  do  it. 

You'lllBnd  your  own  fault :  No  more  words, 

Land,"  You  know  you  may  command  me. 

Enter  Dan  John. 

John,  Worshipful  lady, 
How  does  thy  velvet  scabbard?  By  this  hand. 
Thou  look'st  most  amiably !  Now  could  I 
willingly,  [tlierc) 

(An  'twere  not  for  abusing  thy  Genfeva  print 
Venture  my  body  with  thee. 

Land,  Youll  leave  this  roguery 
When  you  come  to  my  years. 

Jofm.  By  this  light, 
Thou  art  not  above  fifteen  yet !  a  mere  girl; 
Thou  hast  not  half  tliy  teeth :  Come 

Fred,  Prtthee,  John, 


"4  As  I  had  been  a  Mnukin,  a  flurt-Oillian.]  Fhrt-Oillian  seems  to  be  the  origin  of  the 
modern  expression,  a  gill-Jlirt.  Maukm  and  Gillian  are,  we  believe,  both  corruptions  of 
Christian  names  of  women,  commotily  applied  in  a  bad  or  ridiculous  sense. 
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Let  her  alone ;  she  has  been  rex^d  already ; 
8bc*]i  grow  stark  mad,  man. 

John.  I  woald  see  her  mad ; 
An  old  mad  woman 

Fred,  Prithee  be  patient. 

John,  Is  like  amillei^  mare^  troubled  with 
tooth-ach; 
Shell  make  the  n^st  faces  1 

I^ed.  GOf  and  do  it. 
And  do  not  mind  this  fellow. 

IfliM?.^  Well,  Don  John,  [mother. 
There  will  be  times  again,  when  ^  Oh,  ^oo4 
'  What's  good  for  a  carnositv in  the  bladder? 
^  Oh,  the  green  water,  mother  !* 

John-  Doting  take  you ! 
Do  jou  remeniher  that? 

Fred*  Sh*  has  paid  joa  now,  sir. 

Land.  *  Clary,  sweet  mother  I  clary !'     ^ 

IW.  Are  you  satisfied  ? 

LanJ,  <  Vi\  never  whore  again ;  never  give 
petticoats  [motlier ! 

^  And  waistcoats  at  five  pound  arpiece !  Good 
f  Qnickly^  mother  V  Now  mock  on,  son^ 

John,  A  cteyil  grind  your  old  chaps ! 

[Exit  Land, 

Fred..  By  this  band,  wench,  ^ 
rii  give  thee  a  new  hood  for  this, 
lias  she  naet  witl^  your  lordship  ? 

Mhm  Touchwood  take  her  I 

Enter  Anthontf^ 
$be*s  a  rare  ghostly  mother. 

Anih.  Below  attends  you    . 
The  gentleman's  man,  sir,  that  was  witli  yon. 

John.  Well,  sir.  '  [ExU  Anth, 

My  time  is  come  then ;  yet,  if  my  projecthold, 
You  shall  not  stay  behinc) :  Til  rather  trust 

Enter  Constantia, 
A  cat  with  sweet  milk,  Frederick.    By  her 
i  feel  her  fears  are  working.*  [face| 

Con.  Is  there  no  way, 
(I  do  beseech  you  think  yet)  to  divert 
This  certain  danger  ? 

Fred.  'Tis  impossible ; 
Their  honours  are  engag'd. 

Om.  Then  there  must  be  murder. 
Which,  gentlemen,  I  shall  no  sooner  hear  of, 
Than  make  one  in*t.  You  may,  if  you  please, 
Jdake  all  go  less  yet.  [sir, 

John.  lAdy^  were't  mine  own  cause, 
J  could  dispense;  but,  loaden  with  my  friend's 

trust, 
I  must  soon ;  tho*  general  massacres 
As  much  I  fear- 
Con.  Do  you  hear,  sir?  For  Ilcav'n'spity, 
Jiet  me  request  one  love  of  you  ! 

Fred.  Yes;  any  thing. 

Con.  This  gentleman  I  (Ind  too  resolute, 


Too  hot  and  fiery  for  tbe  canse:  As  ever 
You  did  a  virtuous  deed,  for  honour's  sake. 
Go  with  him,  and  allay  him :  Your  fair  temper. 
And  noble  disposition,  like  wisb'd  show'rs, 
May  qnench  those  eating  fires,  that  woul4 

spoil  all  else. 
I  see  m  him  destruction, 

Fred.  I  will  do  it ; 
And  'tis  a  wise  consideration. 
To  me  a  bounteous  favour.  Hark  ye,  John ; 
I  will  go  with  you. 

Jofin.  No. 

Fred.  Indeed  I  will; 
You  go  upon  a  hazard :  No  denial ; 
For,  as  I  live,  FU  go. 

John.  Then  make  you  ready. 
For  I  am  straight  o'  horse-back. 

Fred.  My  sword  on, 
I  am  as  ready  as  you.  What  my  best  labour^ 
With  all  the  art  I  have,  can  work  upon'em» 
Be  sure  of,  and  eipect  fair  end.  The  old 
gentlewoman  [private. 
Shall  wait  upon  you ;  she's  both  grave  and 
And  you  may  trust  her  in  all  points 

Con.  Y'ou^  noble. 

Fred,  And  so  I  kiss  your  hand  <«. 

John.  That  seal  for  me  too ; 
And  I  hope  happy  issue,  lady.        [prayers! 

Con*  All  Heaven's  care  upon  ye,  and  my 

John.  So,  now  my  mind*s  at  rest. 

Fhid.  Away;  'tis  late,  John.      [Exeunt, 

SCENE  ir. 
Enter  Antonio,  Surgeon,  and  two  Gentlemen^ 

1  Gent.  Come,  sir,  be  hearty;   all   the 
worst  is  past. 

Ant,  Give  me  some  wine. 

Sur,  H'is  death,  sir. 

Ant.  n'is  a  horse,  sir ! 
'Sblood,  to  be  dress'd  to  the  tune  of  ale  only ! 
Nothing  but  sauces  to  my  sores ! 

2  Gent.  Fy,  Antonio; 
You  must  be  govern'd. 

Ant.  IV  has  giv'n  me  a  damn'd  clyster. 
Only  of  sand  and  snow»water,  gentlemen, 
Has  almost  scower'd  my  guts  out. 

Sur.  I  have  giv'n  you  Siat,  sir, 
Is  fittest  for  your  state. 

Ant.  And  here  he  feeds  me      [chickeps. 
With  rotten  ends  of  rooks,  and  drowned 
Stew'dpcricraniums,  and  pia-maters; 
And  when  I  go  to  bed  (by  Heav'n,  'tis  ti«e, 

gentlemen) 
He  rolls  me  up  in  lintjs,  with  labels  at  'em. 
That  I  am  just  the  man  i'  th'  almanack. 
My  head  and  face  is  Aries'  place*! 

Sur.  Will't  please  you 
To  let  your  friends  see  you  open'd  ? 

**  Con.  You  ore  noble; 
And  to  I  kittyour  handJ]  The  latter  part  of  this  certainly  belongs  to  Frederick.    Tis 
the  usual  compliment  from  a  centleman  to  a  Udy,  but  not  froni  a  lady  to  a  gentleman ;  and 
jfohn  confirms  it  by  desiring  the  same  favour.        Seward. 

^  In  head  andfice.]  Former  editions.        Smard. 
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Ant,  Wnrt  please  you,  sir. 
To  let  mc  have  a  wench?  I  feel  my  body 
Open  enough  for  that  yet. 

Sur,  How !  a  wench  ?  [us^d  still; 

Ant.  Why. look  ye, gentlemen!  thus  I  am 
I  can  get  nothing  that  I  want. 

1  Geni.  Leave  these  thiugSf 
And  let  him  open  yon. 

Ant,    Do  you  hear,  Surgeon  ? 
Send  for  the  musick;  let  me  have  some  plea- 
sure [lads. 
To  entertain  my  friends,  (besides  your  sal- 
Your  green  salves,  and  your  searches  >*,)  and 

some  wine  too. 
That  I  may  only  smell  to  it ;  or,bv  this  light, 
111  die  upon  thy  band,  and  spoil  toy  custom  ! 

1  Gent,  Letliim  have  musick. 

Enter  Rowland  with  wine. 

Sur,  'Tis  in  the  house,  and  ready, 
If  lie  will  ask  no  more*".     But  wine— 

Q  Gent,  Tic  shall  not  drink  it. 

Sur,  Will  tliose  things  please  you  ? 

Ant.  Yes ;  and  let  'em  sing 
Jolm  Dorrict 

2  Gent.  Tis  too  long. 
Ant.  Ill  have  John  Dorric ! 

For  to  that  warlike  tune  I  will  be  open*d. 
Give  me  some  driixk.    Have  you  stopt  the 

leaks  well.  Surgeon? 
All  will  run  out  else. 

Sur,  Fear  not. 

Ant,  Sit  down,  gentlemen : 
And  now,  advance  your  plaibters. 

(Song  of  John  Dorrie. 
ricnds.    IIow  do  you 
find  me  ? 
What  symptoms  do  yoq  see  now  ? 
Sur,  None,  sir,  dangerous, 

But,  if  you  will  be  rurd 

Ant,  What  time? 
Sur,  I  can  cure  you 
In  forty  days,  so  you  will  not  transgress  me. 
Ant.  I  have  a  dog  shall  lick  me  whole  in 
twenty* 
In  how  long  canst  thou  kill  me  ? 
Sur.  Presently. 

Ant.  Do  it;  there's  more  delight  iu*t. 
1  Gent.  You  must  liave  patience. 
Ant,  Man,  1  must  have  business!   this 
foolish  fellow 
Hinders  himself;  I  have  a  dozen  rascals 
T<^hurt  within  these  five  days.    Good  man- 
mender,  [beef, 
Stop  me  np  with  some  parsley,  like  stuflTd  . 

Ana  let  me  walk  abroad 

Sur,  You  shall  walk  shortly. 
Ant.  For  I  must  find  Petruchio. 


2  Cent.  Time  enoueh. 

1  Getit,  Come,  lead  him  in,  and  let  hin 
sleep.    Within  these  three  days 

We'll  beg  you  leave  to  play. 

2  Gent.  And  then  how  things  fall^ 
We'll  certainly  inform  you. 

Ant.  But,  Surgeon,  promise  me 
I  shall  drink  wine  then  too. 

Sur.  A  little  temper'd. 

Ant,  Nav,  1*11  no  tempering,  Surgeon. 

Sur,  Well,  as't  please  you. 
So  you  exceed  not. 

Attt,  Farewell !  And  if  ye  find 
The  mad  slave  that  thus  slashed  me,  commend 

me  to  liim. 
And  bid  liim  keep  his  skin  close. 

1  Gent,  Take  your  rebt,  sir,       [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Omiiantia  and  Landtadp,, 

Con.  Fve  told  you  all  I  can,  and  more  than 

yet 
Those  gentlemen  know  of  mc ;  ever  trusting 
Your  counsel  and  concealment :  For  to  me 
You  seem  a  worthy  woman  ;  one  of  tliosa 
Are  seldom  fb«nd  in  our  sex,  wise  and  vtrtu- 
Dircctme,  I  beseech  you.  ^     [ous. 

Land,  You  say  well,  lad^; 
And  bold  you  to  that  pomt;  for,  in  these 

businesses^ 
A  woman's  counsel, that  conceives  the  matter, 
(Do  you  mark  me  ?  tliat  conceives  the  matter, 

lady)  [something. 

Is  worth  ten  men's  engagements :  She  knows 
And  out  of  that  can  work  like  Wax  ;  whea 

men 
Are  giddy-headed,  either  out  of  wine, 
Or  a  more  drunkenness,  vain  ostentation. 
Discovering  all ;  there  is  no  more  keeg  in  'em 
Than  hold  upon  an  eeFs  tail;  nay,  'tis  held 
To  defame  now  all  they  caQ.  [fashion 

Con.  Ay»  but  tliese  geutlemes-- 

Land,  Do  not  you  trust  to  tliat;  these 

gentlemen 
Are  as  all  gentlemen  of  tlie  same  barrel ; 
Ay,  and  die  self-same  pickle  two.     Bc't 

granted,  [viour, 

TheyVe  us'd  you  with  respect  and  fair  beha- 
E*er  since  you  came ;  do  you  know  what  must 

follow?  [tie. 

They're  Spaniards,  lady^  jennets  of  hi^h  met^ 
Things  that  will  thresh  toe  devil  or  his  dam. 
Let  *em  appear  but  cloven. 
Con,  Now  Hcav'n  bless  me ! 
Land,  Mad  colts,  will  court  the  wind ;  I 
\        know  'em,  hidy. 
To  tlie  least  hair  they  have;  and  I  tell  ydjii,, 


»•  Your  green  ialves,  and  your  searches.]  Neither  Mr.  Symp^n  or  T  reject  $earches  as  Don^ 
sense,  but  both  think  that  tearclotht  is  probabl^  the  true  word.        Sevard. 

This coniecture is  ingenious  and  plausible;  and,  was  there  not  such  strong  reason  to  sup- 
pose that  tlie  word  tcarches  is  here  particularly  applied  to  tlieir  intention  to  open  him,  wt 
should  not  hesitate  to  adupt  $earcloiht,  as  a  better  readiug. 

^  Ifhe  wiilatk  no  more  but  wine — }  Former  editions.        Seward, 
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dd  fts  r  am,  let  but  the  pint  pot  bless  'em, 
Theyll  offer  to  my  years 

Cm.  How! 

LtauL  Such  rode  gambols—— 

Con,  To  you  f 

LamL  Ay,  and  so  haacHe  me,  that  oft  I'm 
forc'd  [the  younger, 

To  fight  of  all  four  for  my  safety.     There's 
Don  John,  the  arrant*«t  Jack  in  all  this  city : 
Hie  other  time  has  blasted,  yet  hell  stoop, 
If  not  o'erflown,  and  freely  on  the  oiiarrv ; 
W  has  been  a  dragon  in  bis  days.     But  Tar- 

moDt  ••, 
Don  Jenkin,  is  the  devil  himself,  the  Dojj^days, 
The  most  incomprehensible  whoremaster, 
Twenty  a-night  is  nothing ;  beggars,  broom- 

wuraen. 
And  those  so  miserable  they  look  like  famine, 
Are«ll  sweet  ladies  in  his  drink. 

Cojs.  Ue*s  a  handsome  gentleman ; 
Fi^  he  sliould  be  master  of  such  follies. 

t^und.  He's  ne'er  without  a  noise  of  syringes 
In's  pocket,  (tho»c  proclaim  him)  birding- 

piUs% 
Waters  to  cool  his  conscience,  in  small  vials, 
With  thousand  such  sufficient  emblems :  The 

truth  is. 
Whose  chastity  he  chops  upon  he  cares  not; 
He  flies  at  all.  Bastards,  upon  my  consci- 
ence, [night 
H'has  now  in  making  multitudes;  the  last 
He  brought  home  one ;  I  pity  her  that  bore  it ! 
fBut  we  are  all  weak  ressels) some  rich  woman 
fFor  wise  I  dare  not  call  her)  was  the  motlier. 
For  it  was  bung  witli  jewels ;  the  bearing-cloth 
No  less  tbaa  crimson  velveL 

Cen.  Howl 

Land,  'TIS  true,  lady. 

Con.  Was  it  a  boy  too  f 

Land.  A  brave  bo  v ;  deliberation 
And  judgment  shew'd  in's  getting;  as,  FU 

say  for  him, 
He's  sis  well  pac*d  for  (hat  sport 

Con,  May  I  see  it?  [man, 

For  there's  «  neighbour  of  mine,  a  gentlewo- 
Uas  had  a  late  mischance,  which  willindy 
I  would  know  further  of;  now,  if  you  please 
To  be  so  courteous  to  me^— 

Lond,  You  shall  see  it. 
But  what  do  you  think  of  these  men  now  you 

know  'em. 
And  of  the  cnitse  I  told  you  of  ?  Be  wise. 
You  may  repent  too  late  else :  I  but  tell  you 
Foryourofvii  good, and  asyu^'ll  find  it, Udy. 

CSm.  I  am  advis'd. 


Land,  No  more  words  then ;  do  that. 
And  instantly,  I  told  you  of;  be  ready. — 
Dcm  John,  1*11  fit  you  for  your  frumps ! 

Con.  Khali  be: 
But  shall  I  see  this  child  > 

iMnd.  Witliio  tfab  half*hour.  [wise**. 
Let's  in,  and  there  think  better;  she  tbat'ei 
Leaps  at  occosion  first ;  the  rest  pay  fo^  it. 

[Exaine. 

.  SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Pttruchio,  Don  John,  and  Fredericks 

Jokn.  Sir,  he  is  worth  your  knowledge,  and 
a  gentleman 
(If  I  that  so  mach  love  him  may  commend 
him)  [|iay 

Of  free  and  vntuous  parts ;  and  one,  if  foul 
Should  fail  upon  us(for  which  fear  1  brouglit 
Will  not  fly  back  for  fillips.  [him) 

Fetr.  Ye  much  honour  me, 
And  once  more  I  pronounce  ye  both  mine. 

Fred.  Stnj ; 
What  troop  is  that  below  i'  th'  valley  there? 

Jokn.  Hawking,  I  take  iL 

JPefr.  They  are  so :  Tis  the  duke ;  'tis  ev'a 
he,  gentlemen. 
Sirrah,  draw  back  the  horses  'till  we  call  yov. 
I  know  him  by  bis  company. 

Fred  I  thiuk  too 
He  bends  up  this  way. 

Petr.  So  he  does. 

JoAn.  Stand  you  still 
Within  tlwt  covert  'till  I  call.  You,  Frederick, 
By  no  means  be  not  seen,  unless  they  offer 
To  bring  on  odds  upon  us.    He  comes  for- 

waind; 
Here  will  I  wait  him  fairly.  To  jrour  cabins  f 

Fetr.  I  need  no  more  instruot  you  f 

John,  Fear  me  not ; 
ril  give  it  him,  and  boldly. 

[Ejreuni  Petr.  and  Fred. 

Enter  jyuke  and  hit  faction. 

Dyke.  Feed  the  liawks  up ;  [tune ! 

Well  fly  no  more  to-day.— Oh,  my  blest  for* 
Have  I  so  fairly  met  the  man 

John.  You  fakve,  sir; 
And  him  you  know  by  this. 

Duke.  Sir,  all  the  honour 
And  love— 

John.  I  do  beseech  your  Grace  stay  there ; 
(For  I  know  you  too  now)  that  love  and  ho- 
nour 
fcome  not  to  receive;  por  can  yoo  give  Hp 


**  But  Tarmont.]  i.  e.  Termagant,        Seward 

*•  BIrding-pi7^.j  Mr.  Seward,  not  finding  hirding-'piUs  in  *  any  dictionary  or  j^osaary,' 
treats  tlie  rending  as  corrupt,  and  substitutes  pur^ing-fiUt.  We  have  no  doubt  that  bird- 
Mollis  is  genuine :  Wenche»  are  to  this  day  spoken  of  as  game ;  and  to  go  o4firdmg  is  used 
in  other  parts  of  our  old  writers  for  tricking,  alluding  to  fowling, 

•• lAe  that's  wite, 

Leapt  at  oecatwn  frtt;  the  rett  pay  for  it.]  Mr.  Seward  thus  explains  this  passage  i 
^  The  wise  seize  the  first  occasioa;  tlie  rest,  who  do  not  do  so,  pay  or  tufir  for  it;'  but  we 
^hiimk  it  may  mean  iftore  literally^  *  jmrehaM  it  at  great  espencs^'  whioh  at  im  gmhq  cheap. 
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mil  Tod  appear  fan^  to  the  world.    I  must 

beseech  you, 
Dismiss  your  train  a  Utile. 

Duke.  Walk  aside,  [sir ! 

And' out  of  hearing,  I  command  yev-yNow, 

John,  Last  time  we  met,  I  was  a  friend. 

Dvke.  And  nobly 
You  tMd  a  friend's  ofiice :  Let  your  business 
Be  what  it  may,  you  must  be  still 

John.  Your  pardon ; 
Never  a  friend  to  him,  cannot  be  friend 
To  his  own  honour. 

Dhke.  In  what  have  T  transgrcss'd  it? 
Yon  make  a  bold  breach  at  the  ilrBt,  air. 

John.  Bolder— 
You  made  that  breach  tlmt  let  in  infamy. 
And  ruin,  to  surprize  a  noble  stock. 

Duke.  Be  plain,  sir* 

John.  I  will,  and  short :  You've  wrong'd 
a  gentleman 
Little  behind  yourself,  beyond  all  justice, 
Beyond  the  mediatioo  of  all  friends. 

thtke.  The  man,  and  manner  of  wrong  ? 

John.  Petruchioj  » 

The  wrong,  you've  whor'd  his  sister. 

Duke.  What's  his  will  in't?  [tleman, 

Jo/in.  His  will  is  to  oppose  yoe  like  agen- 
And,  single,  to  decide  all. 

Duke.  Now  stay  you,  sir, 
And  hear  me  with  the  like  belief:  This  gen- 
tleman, [lov'd ; 
Ilis  sister  that  you  nam'd,  'tis  true  I  have  long 
(Nor  was  that  love  lascivious,  as  be  makes  it) 
As  true,  I  have  enioy'd  her ;  no  less  truths 
I  have  a  child  by  her :  But  that  she,  or  he, 
Or  any  of  that  familjr  are  tainted. 
Suffer  disgrace,  or  ruin,  by  my  pleasures, 
I  wear  a  sword  to  satisfy  the  world  mo. 
And  him  in  this  cause  when  he  please ;  for 

know,  sir, 
She  is  my  wife,  contracted  before  Heav'n ; 
(  Witness  I  owe  more  tie  to,  than  her  brother) 
Nor  will  I  fly  from  that  name,  which  loni; 
Had  had  the  church's  approbation,      [since 
But  for  his  jealous  anger". 

John,  Sir,  your  pardon ; 
And  all  tlmt  was  my  anger,  now  my  service. 

Duke.  Fair  sir,  1  knew  I  should  convert 
you.    Had  we 
But  that  rough  man  here  now  too 

John.  And  you  shall,  sir. 
Wlioa,  boa,  boo ! 

Duke.  I  hope  you've  laid  no  ambush  ^ 

Enter  Petruchio. 
John,  Only  friends. 
Duke.  My  noble  brother  ?  Welcome ! 
Come,  put  your  anger  off;  we'll  have  no 

fighting. 
Unless  you  will  maintain  I  am  unworthy 
To  bear  that  name. 


Fetr,  Do  yon  speak  \hM  heartily? 

Duke.  Upon  my  soul,  and  truly :  The  first 
Shall  put  you  out  of  these  doubts.       {priest 

Fetr.  Now  I  love  ye ; 
And  I  beseech  you  pardon  my  suspicions. 
You  are  now  more  tlum  a  brotl^r,  a  brave 
friend  too. 

John.  The  good  man's  over-joy'd. 

Enter  Frederick. 
Fred,  How  now  ?  how  goes  it  ? 
John.  Why,  the  man  has  his  mare  agaixi^ 
and  all's  well,  Frederick ; 
Tlie  duke  professes  freeljr  he's  her  husband. 
Fred.  'Tis  a  good  bearing. 
John.  Yes,  for  modest  gentlemen. 
I  must  present^ou.  May  it  please  your  Grace^ 
To  number  this  brave  gentleman,  my  friend. 
And  noble  kinsman,  amongst  those  your  ser- 
vants, [your  bounties  on  mel 
Duke.  Oh,  my  brave  friend !  you  showV 
Amongst  my  best  thoughts,  Signor  j  in  which 

number 
You  being  worthily  dispos'd  alreadyi 
May  place  your  friend  to  honour  me. 

Fred.  My  love,  sir. 
And  where  your  Grace  dares  trust  me,  all 
my  service.  [now,  brother, 

Feir.  Why,  this  is  wondrous  happy.     BuC 
Now  comes  the  bitter  to  our  sweet :  Con- 
6tantia— ^ 
Duke.  Why,  what  of  her? 
Fetr.  Nor  what,  nor  where,  do  I  know.-— 
Wing'd  with  her  fears,  last  night,  beyond 

my  knowledge. 
She  quit  my  house ;  but  whither    ■•  ■ 

Fred.  Let  not  that [much. 

Duke.  No  more,  good  sir;  I've  heard  too 
Fetr.  Nay,  sink  not ; 
She  cannot  he  so  lost. 

John.  Nor  shall  not,  gentlemen :        f  sir. 
Be  free  again ;  the  lady's  found !— Tliat  smile. 
Shews  you  distrust  your  servant. 
Dulce,  I  do  beseech  you     ■ 
John.  You  shall  believe  me :  By  my  soul, 

slie's  safe — i 
Duke.  Heav'n  knows,  I  would  belicsve,  sir. 
Fred,  You  may  safely. 
John,  And  under  noble  usage:  Tliis  fair 
eentleman  [his  guard 

Met  her  in  all  her  doubts  last  night,  and  to 
(Her  fears  being  strong  upon  her)  she  gave 
her  person,  [all  respect. 

Who-  waited  on  her  to  our  lodging;  where 
Civil  and  honest  service,  now  atteml  her. 
Fetr,  You  may  believe  now. 
Duke.  Yes,  I  do,  and  scroosly. 
Well,  my  good  friends^  or  rauier  m  good 
angels,  [virtuee 

(For  ye  have  botli  preserv'd  me)  when  these 
Die  in  your  friend's  remembrance—* 


•I  Bic^j^'Atf^ea/oiif  danger.]  i.e.  For  the  danger  arising  from  his  jealousy:  But  from 
what  the  Duke  says  to  Petruchio  below,  apger  seems,  both  to  Mr.  Sympson  and  me,  to  b« 
most  probably  the  trofi  word.       Semard,^ 
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John.  Good  your  Grace,  ( 

Lose  no  more  time  in  coiupliraent ;  'tis  too 

precious: 
I  know  it  by  myself,  there  can  be  no  hell 
To  his  that  hangs  upon  his  hopes  f  especially 
In  way  of  iut»tly  pleasures 

Feir,  He  has-  hit  it. 

Fred.  To  horse  again  then ;  for  this  night 
I'll  crown 
With  all  the  joys  ye  wish  for. 

Fetr.  Happy  gejitlemen  !  [Ereunt. 

Enter  Francisco, 
Fran.  This  is  the  maddest  mischief !  Never 
fool 
Was  so  fobb'd  off,  as  I  am;  mnde  ridiculous, 
And  to  nysiclf  mine  own  ass !  TniKt  a  woman  ? 
ril  trust  the  devil  lii-st ;  for  he  dare  be 
Better  than's  word  sometime.     What  faith 
have  1  broke  ? 

In  what  observance  faiPd  ?  Let  me  consider. 

> 

■  Enter  Don  John  and  Frederick, 
For  this  is  monstrous  usage. 

Fred.  Let  them  talk ; 
We'll  ride  on  fair  and  softly. 

Fran.  Well,  Constanlia 

Fred.  Conslantia!— What's  this   fellow? 

i>tay,  by  all  means.  " 
Fran.  You've  spun  yourself  a  fair  thread 

now. 
Fied,  Stand  still,  John.  « 

Fran,  Wliat  cause  had  you  to  fly?  What 
fear  possessed  you  ? 
Were  you  not  safely  lodg'd  from  ail  suspicion  ? 
Us'd  with  all  gentle  means?  Did  any  know 
How  you  came  thither,  or  what  your  sin  was? 

Fred,  John, 
I  smell  some  juggling,  John  ! 

John,  Yes,  Frederick; 
I  fear  it  will  be  found  so. 

Fran,  80  strangely. 
Without  the  counsciof  your  friends,  so  de- 

sp€rat<ly. 
To  put  all  dangers  on  you  ! 
Ft  cd.  Tis  she. 
Fran,  So  deceitfully, 
After  a  stranger's  lure  ! 

Jjhn.  Did  you  mark  that,  Frederick  ? 
Fran.  To  make  ye  upj>far  more  monster, 
and  the  law 
More  cruel  to  reward  ye,  to  leave  all. 
All  that  should  be  your  safeguard,  to  seek 

evils ! 
Was  tiiis  your  wisdom?  this  your  promise? 
Weir,  ' 

He  that  incited  you 

Fred,  Mark  that  too  !  ^ 

John,  Yes,  air! 


Fran.  Had  better  have  .plough'd  further 
off.     Now,  lady. 
What  will  your  last  friend,  he  that  should 

preserve  you. 
And  hold  your  credit  up,  the  brave  Antonio, 
Think  of  this  slip?  He'll  to  IVtruchio, 
And  call  for  open  justice. 
John.  Tis  she,  Frederick. 
Fred.  But  wliat  that  he  is,  John? 
Fran.  1  do  not  doubt  yet 
To  bolt  you  out ;  for  I  know  certainly  - 
You  are  about  the  town  stilK     Ha !  no  more 
words.  [Ejeit, 

Fred.  Well! 
John.  Very  well ! 
Fred.  Discreetly! 
Jtdtn.  Finely  carried ! 
Fred.  You  have  no  more  of  these  tricks? 
Jtthn,  'I'en  to  one,  sir, 
I  shall  meet  with  *em,  if  you  have. 
Frt  d.  h  til  is  honest  ? 

John.  Was  it  in  you  a  friend's  part  to  deal- 
double  ? 
J  am  no  ass,  Doft  Frederick  ! 

Fred,  And,  Don  John, 
It  s!  ml  I  appear  I  am  no  tool !  Disgrace  me, 
To  make  yourselt  a  letcher?  Tis  boyish,  'tis 
base. 
John.  'Tis  false,  and  most  unmanly  to  up- 
braid me; 
Nor  Will  I  be  your  bolster,  sir. 

Fred,  Thou  wanton  boy,  th'lmdst  better 
have  been  eunuch, 
Tho'j  common»woman*s  courtesy,  than  thus 
lascivious,  basely  to  have  htnt  mine  honour  I 
A  friend?  Til  make  a  horse  my  friend  first. 

J>hn,  Holla,  holla ! 
Ye  kick  too  fast,  sir!  What  strange  brains 

have  you  got, 
That  dare  crow  out  thus  bravely  !  1  better  • 

been  an  eunnch  ? 
r  privy  to  this  d(i«»-trick  ?  Clear  yourf^lf ! 
(For  I  know  where  the  wind  sics;  and  moht 
nobly,  "    ' 

Or,  as  I  have  a  life 

Fred.  No  more:  Their  horses. 

[A  noise  within  like  horses. 
Xor  shew  no  disr.onU'nt.   Tumoirow  comes; 
Let's  quietly  away  :  ii*  'she  be  at  home, 
Our  jealoubins  are  put  off. 
John,  The  fellow  !    . 

Enter  Duke  and  Pctruchio, 
We've  lost  him  in  our  spleens,  like  fools. 

Duke   Come,  gentlemen, 
Now'  set  on  roiuidly.     Suppose  ye  have  all 

mistresses, 
And  mend  your  pace  according. 

i  ttr.  Then  have  at  ye.  [£.rew/i^ 
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SCENE  I. 


Ent^rDuke,  Petruchio,  Frederick^  and  John, 

P«/r.  VrOW  to  Bologna,  mymost^ioQour'd 

■*-^     brother, 
I  dare  pronounce/a  hearty  and  safe  welcome ! 
Our  loves  shall  now  way-lay  ye.    Welcome, 
eentlemen !  [Frederick, 

John.  The  same  to  jrou,  brave  sir<-^Don 
Will  yon  step  in,  and  give  the  lady  notice 
Who  comes  to  honour  her? 

Fetr,  Bid  her  be  sudden ; 
(We  come  to  see  00  curiohs  wench)  a  night- 
gown [her  nearer. 
Will  serve  the  turn :  Here's  one  that  knows 

Frtd,  I'll  tell  her  what  you  say,  sir.  [^ExU, 

Duke.  My  dear  brother, 
You  are  a  merrjr  gentleman. 

Fetr,  Now  .will  the  sport  be. 
To  observe  her  alterations ;  how  like  wildfire 
She'll  leap  into  your  bosom ;  then  seeing  me. 
Her  conscience,  and  her  fears  creeping  upon 
Dead  as  a  fowl  at  6ouse,  she'll  sink.       [her, 

JDtt/ce.  Fair  brother, 
I  must  entreat  you— >^ 

Petr.  I  conceive  your  mind,  sir; 
I  will  oot  chide  her :  Yet,  ten  ducats,  Duke, 
8he  falls  upon  her  knees;  ten  more,  she  dare 
not — 

Puke.  I  must  not  have  lier  frighted. 

Petr.  Well,  you  shall  not: 

Enter  Frederick  and  Peter. 
But,  like  a  summer's  evening  against  heat, 
Maick  how  I'll  gild  her  cheeks. 

John.  How  now  ? 

Fred,  You  may,  sir**. — — 
Not  to  abuse  your  patience,  noble  friends. 
Nor  hold  ye  oft  with  tediouscircumstanoe^— ^ 
For  ye  most  know     ■  ■ 

Petr.  What? 

Duke,  Where  is  she  ? 

JVcrf.  Gone,  sir. 

Duke.  How ! 

Petr.  What  did  you  say,  sir  ? 

JVei.  Goue,  by  Hcav*n !  remov'd  I 
The  woman  of  the  bouse  too 

John.  Well,  Don  Frederick  ! 

Fred.  Don  John,  it  is  pot  welj  I  but— - 

Petr.  Gone? 

Fred.  This  fellow 
Can  testify  1  lie  nat. 

?■  Fred.  You  may,  tir  3 

Not  to  abuse  your  paiiencey  &c.]  I  have  ventured  to  give  the  three  first  words  of  Frederick's 
speech  to  the  Duke ;  they  are  a  proper  answer  to  Petruchio,  but  are  not  intelligible  in  Frede- 
rick's mouth,  without  considering  them  as  a  broken  sentence  relating  to  the  mutual  suspidoQ 
between  John  and  him,  and  then  perhaps  too  much  would  be  left  wanting.        Semari^ 

Mr.  Seward  has,  we  think,  interpreted  the  words  right  in  the  pliice  ttiey  stood  at  first, 
fhough  he  1)1^  changed  that  place,  "  ' 


Peter.  Some  four  hours  after 
My  master  was  departed  with  this  gentleroaa, 
My  fellow  and  myself  being  sent  of  business, 
(As  we  must  think,  of  purpose)—* 

Petr,  Hane;  these  circumstances; 
They  appear  Tike  owls,  to  ill  ends. 

John.  Now  could  I  eat 
The  devil  in  his  own  broth,  I'm  so  tortur'd ! 
Gone  ? 

Petr.  Gone? 

Fred,  Directly  gone,  fled,  shifted  : 
What  would  you  have  me  say? 

Duke.  Well,  gentlemen. 
Wrong  not  my  good  opinion. 

Fred,  For  yoiu*  dukedom, 
I  will  not  be  a  knave,  sir. 

John.  He  that  is, 
A  rot  run  in  his  blood ! 

Petr.  But  hark  ye,  gentlemen ;         [this  ? 
Are  ye  sure  ye  had  ner  here  ?  did  ye  not  aream 

JoAfi.  Have  you  your  nose,  sir? 

Petr,  Yes,  sir. 

John.  Then  we  had  her.  [having  her 

Petr.  Since  you're  so  short,  believe  your 
Shall  suffer  more  construction. 

John.  Let  it  suffer: 
But  if  I  be  not  clear  of  all  dishonour. 
Or  practice  that  may  taint  my  reputation. 
And  ignorant  of  where  this  woman  is, 
Make  me  your  city's  monster! 

Duke.  I  believe  you.  [reveng'd 

John,  T  could  lie  with  a  witch  now,  to  m. 
Upon  that  rascal  did  this ! 

Fred.  Only  thus  much 
I  would  desire  your  Grace;  (for  my  mind 

gives  me. 
Before  night  yet  she's  yours)  stop  all  opinion. 
And  let  no  anger  out,  'till  full  cause  call  it; 
Then  every  man's  own  works  to  justify  him  ! 
And  this  day  let  us  give  to  search.    My  man 

here 
Tells  me,  by  chance  he  saw  out  of  a  window 
(Which  place  he  has  taken  note  of;  such  a 
face  [too. 

As  our  old  landlady's,  he  believes  the  same 
And  by  her  hood  assures  it :  Let's  first  thither; 
For  she  being  found,  all's  ended. 

Duke.  "Come,  for  Heav  n's  Stdke ! 
And,  Fortune,  in  thou  be'st  not  ever  turning. 
If  there  be  one  firm  step  in  all  thy  reelings. 
Now  settle  it,  apd  save  ray  hopes.    Away, 
friends.  [Ereunt^ 
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SCENE  IL 


Enter  Antonio  and  hk  Servant. 

Ant.  -With  all  my  jewels? 

Serv,  All,  sir. 

Ant.  And  that  moneT 
I  left  i'th' trunk? 

Serv,  The  trunk  broke,  and  that  gone  too. 

Ant.  Francisco  of  the  plot  ? 

Scrv.  Gone  with  the  wench  too. 

Ant.  The  m^hty  pox  go  with  *em !  Belike 
thej  thought 
I  was  no  man  of  this  world,  and  those  trifles 
Would  but  disturb  my  conscience. 

Serv.  Sure  they  thought,  sir, 
You  would  not  live  to  persecute  'em. 

Ant.  Whore  and  fidler? 

Why,  what  a  consort  have  they  made !  Hen 

and  bacon?  *  [Mar-tail! 

Well,  my  sweet  mistresa !  well,  good  madam 

You  that  have  hung  about  my  neck,   and 

lick'd  me, 
III  try  how  handsomely  your  ladyship 
Can  hang  upon  a  gallows;  there^s  your  mas- 
ter-piece, 
fiut,  hark  ye,  sirrah ;  no  imagination 
Of  where  they  should  be  ? 

Serv.  None,  sir;  yet  we've  search'd 
All  places  we  suspected.    I  believe,  sir, 
TheyVe  taken  towVds  the  ports. 

^fi/.  Get  me  a  conjurer,  Pem! 

One  that  ran  raise  a  water-devil :  ni  port 
Play  at  duck  and  drake  with  my  money? 

Take  heed,  fidler! 
m  dance  ye,  by  this  band;  your  fiddle-stick 
111  grease  of  a  new  fashion ,  for  presaming 
To  meddle  with  my  de-gambos*) !  Get  me  a 

conjurer; 
J£nquire  me  out  a  man  that  lets  oat  devill. 
None  but  ray  C  cliffe**  serve  your  turn? 

Serv.  I  know  not 

Amt.    In  every  street,  Tom  Fool!    Aqy 

blear-ey'd  people,  [it : 

With  red  heads,  and  flat  noses,  can  perform 

Thou  sbalt  know  'em  by  their  bolf-gowus  and 

no  breeches. 
Mount  my  mare,  iidler?  Ha,  boy!  up  at 

first  dash  ? 
Sit  sure ;  I'll  clap  a  nettle,  and  a  smart  one, 
Shall  make  your  (illy  firky  I  will,  fine  fidler; 
I'll  put  you  to  your  plunge,  boy !  Sirrah,  meet 
me  [time, 

Some  two  hours  hence  at  home;  in  the  mean 
Find  out  a  conjurer,  and  know  his  price, 
How  he  will  let  his  devils  by  the  day  out. 
ril  have  'em,  an  they  be  above  ground  ! 

[£nY. 

Serv.  Now  bless  me. 
What  a  mad  man  is  this !  I  mnst  do  something 


To  please  his  bamour :  Such  a  man  111  ask 
for,  [him^ 

And  tell  him  where  he  is;  but  to  come  neat 
Or  have  any  thins  to  do  with  his  don  devils, 
I  thank  my  fear,!  dare  not,  nor  I  will  not. 

[Ent» 
SCENE  III. 

Snter  Duke^  Petruchioy  Frederick^  John^ 
Peter;  and  Servant  mith  bottUi* 

Fred,  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  us? 

Peter.  'TIS  bard  by,  sir. 
And  ten  to  one  this  wine  goes  thither* 

Duke*  Forward. 

Fetr.  Are  they  grown  so  merry  ? 

Duke.  Tis  most  likely,  fmines 

Sh'  has  heard  of  this  good  fortune,  anddeter- 
To  wteh  her  sorrows  ofl; 

Feter,  Tis  so;  that  house,  sir. 
Is  it:  Out  of  that  window  certainly 
I  saw  my  old  mistress'  face. 

Fetr.  They're  merry,  indeed.       [MktidL 
Hark ;  I  hear  musick  too. 

Duke,  Excellent  musick. 

John.  ^Woald  I  were  eten  amongst  *cai^ 
and  alone  now  I 
A  pallet  for  the  purpose  in  a  comer, 
And  eood  rich  wine*  within  me;  what  gay 
Could  I  make  in  an  hour  now !  [sport 

Fred,  Hark;  a  voice  too! 
Let's  not  stir  yet  by  any  means  *>• 

SONO. 

Welcome,  sweet  I  iberty,  and  Care  fare- 
I  am  mine  own  I  [well  \ 

She  is  twice  damn*d^  that  lives  m  Hell, 

When  Heav'n  is  shewn. 
Bndding  beauty,  blooming  years. 
Were  made  for  pleasure.     Farewell, 
fears.;  [mand. 

For  now  I  am  myself,  mine  own  cooi- 
My  fortune  always  in  my  band. 

John.  Was  this  her  own  voice  ? 
Duke,  Yes,  sure. 
Fred,  *ris  a  rare  one. 

Enter  Bawdy  above, 

Duke.  The  song  confirms  her  here  too;  for^ 
if  ye  mark  it, 
It  spake  of  libertv,  and  free  enjoying 
The  happy  end  ok  pleasure. 

Peter.  Look  you  there,  sir: 
Do  you  know  that  head  ? 

Fred,  Tis  my  good  Ijindtady. 
I  find  fear  has  done  all  this. 

John.  She,  I  swear ;  [hood^ 

And  now  do  I  know,  by  the  hanging  of  ht-r 
She's  parcel  drunk.    Shall  we  go  in? 

Dune,  Not  yet,  sir. 

Fetr.  No;  let  'em  take  their  pleasure! 


**  To  meddle  with  my  degamboys.]  Viol  de  gamho  is  often  mentioned  in  the  old  writers  ) 
i  musical  instrument,  played  on  at  the  time.        IL 
««  C.  C^.]  A  masicai  term.    Cliffe  is  a  key,  from  citf,  French.        R. 
n  Hark;  a  voice  too ! 
JM'tnot  itir,  &cl  Till  this  edition,  the  Song  was  inserted  before  this  speeds 
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Duke.  When  'tis  highest,  [Musick. 

We'll  step  in,  and  amaze  'em.    Peace;  more 
musick. 
John.  This  mnsick  mui*ders  me:    What 

blood  have  I  now  ! 
Fred,  I  should  know  that  face. 

[Fran,  panes  by. 
John,  By  this  light,  'tis  he,  Frederick, 
That  bred  our  first  suspicions;  the  same  fel- 
low, [too, 
Fred.  Ho  that  we  overtook,  and  overheard 
Discoursing  of  Constantia. 

John.  Still  the  same. 
Now  he  slips  in. 

Duke.  What's  that? 
Fred.  She  must  be  here,  sir  : 
This  is  the  very  fellow,  1  told  your  Grace 

Enter  Francisco. 
We  found  upou  the  way;  and  what  his  talk 
was.  ['tis  he ; 

Petr,  Why,  sure  T  know  this  fellow :  Yes, 
*  Francisco,  Anuinio's  boy,  a  rare  musician  ; 
lie  taught  my  sister  on  nie  kite,  and  is  ever 
(She  loves  his  voice  so  well)  about  her.  Cer- 
tain, 
Without  all  doubt,  she's  here:  It  must  be  so. 
John.  Here?   that's  no   question:    What 
should  our  hen  o'  th'  game  else 
Do  here  without  her  ?  If  she  be  not  here 
(I  am  so  confident)  let  your  Grace  believe 
We  two  are  arrant  rascals,  and  have  abus'd 
you.  , 

Fred,  I  say  so  too. 

John.  Why,  there's  the  hood  again  now ; 
The  card  that  guides  us**;   1  know  the  fa- 
brick  of  it. 
And  know  tlie  old  tree  of  that  saddle  yet; 
'Twas  made  of  a  hunting-hood  ;•  observe  it. 
Duke.  Who  shall  enur?  * 
Fetr.  ril  make  one. 
John.  I  another. 
Duke.  But  so  carry  it, 
That  all  her  joys  flow  not  together* 

John.  If  we  told  her, 
Your  Grace  would  none  of  her  ?  ' 

Duke.  By  ^o  means,  Signor; 
Twoflld  turn  her  wild,  stark  frantick. 
John.  Or  assur'd  her— 
Duke.  Notiiing  of  that  stem  nature.  This 
ye  may,  sir. 
That' the  conditions  of  our  fear  yet  stand 
On  nice  and  dangerous  knittings ;  or  that  a 

little 
I  seem  to  doubt  the  child* 


[Act  4.  Scene  S* 


John.  Would  I  could  draw  her 
To  hate  your  Grace  with  diese  things ! 

Petr.  Come,  let's  enter. — 
And  now  he  sees  me  not,    I'll  search  her 
soundly. 
Duke.  N  ovv  luck  of  all  sides ! 

[Exeunt  Petr.  and  John, 
•     Fred.  Doubt  it  not. — More  musick  ? 

[Musick. 
Sure  she  has  heard  some  comfort. 
Duke.  Yes;  htund  still,  sir'*. 
Fred.  This  is  the  maddest  song ! 
Duke,  Applied  for  certain 
To  some  strange  melancholy  she  is  loadea 
with.  [  dapping  of'  a  door. 

Fred.  Now  all  the  sport  begins.     Hark  ! 
Duke.  They  are  amongst  'em. 
The  fears  now,  and  the  shakings  I 

[Trampling  ahorot. 
Fred.  Our  old  lady 
(Hark  how  they  run)  is  even  now  at  thia 

instant 
Ready  to  lose  her  head-piece  by  Don  John, 
Of  creeping  thro'  a  cat-hole. 

Petr.  [within.']   Bring 'cm  down ; 
And  you,  sir,  follow  me. 

Duke.  He's  angry  with  'em. 
I  must  not  suffer  this. 

John  [within].  Bowl  down  the  Bawd  there; 
Old  Frra-mater.    You,  lady  Lechery, 
For  the  good-will  I  bear  to  th*  giuue,  most 

tenderly 
Shall  be  led  out,  and  lash'd. 

Enter  Petruchio,  John^  Whore,  and  Aawd, 
with  Francisco. 

Duke.  Is  this  Constantia? 
Why,  gentlemen,  what  do  you  mean?  Is  this 
she  ? 

Whore.  1  am  Constantia,  sir. 

Duke.  A  whore  you  are,  sir ! 

Whore.  Tis  very  true ;   I  am  a  whore  in- 
deed, sir. 

Petr.  She  will  not  lie  yet,  tho'  she  steal. 

Whore.  A  plain  whore, 
If  you  please  to  employ  me. 

Duke.  And  an  impudent ! 

Whore.  Plain-dcalmg  nr>w  is  impudence. 
One,  if  you  will,  sir,  can  shew  you  as  much 

s|H)rt 
In  one  half-hour,  and  with  as  much  variety. 
As  a  far  wiser  woman  can  in  half-a-year : 
For  there  my  way  lies.  , 

Duke.  Is  she  not  drunk  too  ? 


a6  The  guard  tliat  gtddes  us.]  In  eitlicr  sense  of  the  word  piard  as  a  watch  or  centinel^  or 
as  a  Jrin^e,  or  hem  of  a  garment,  the  word  is  intelligible  m  this  place ;  but  sure  'tis  not  a 
very  natural  expression,  and  I  have  therefore  ventured  to  discard  it,  to  make  room  for  what 
I  think  a  very  happy  conjecture  of  Mr.  Sympson's,  card,  i.  e.  the  chart  or  mariner's  compass. 

Seacard. 

In  p.  ?17,  Frederick. jays,  *  We're  all  like  aeti-cardi;  *  which  serves  to  confirm  Mr.  Symp- 
son's  conjecture. 

«7  Yes ;  stand  still,  sir.]  Tlicre  should  be  another  Song  here,  which  we  suppose  is  now 
lest. 
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Whore.  A  little  gilded  o'cr««,  sir. 
Old  sack,  old  sack,  boys! 
Pfir.  This  is  salianL 
John,  A  brave  bold  quean! 
Duke.  Is  this  your  certainty?  [men  ? 

Do  ye  know  tiie  man  ye  wrong  thus,  gcutle- 
Is  this  the  woidui\, meant? 
Fred.  No. 

Duke,  That  your  Landlady  ? 
John.  I  know  not  what  to  bay. 
Duke.  Am  I  a  person 
To  be  your  sport,  gentlemen  ? 
John,  I  do  believe  now  certain 

I  am  a  knatve !  But  how,  or  when - 

Duke,  What  are  you  ? 
Feir,  Bawd  to  this  piece  of  pye-meat. 
Bawd.  A  poor  gentlewoman, 
That  lies  in  town  about  iaw>business, 
Aii't  like  your  worships. 

Petr,  You  shiill  have  law,  believe  it. 
Btaed.  V\\  shew  your  mastership  my  case. 
Fetr.  By  no  means ; 
IM  rather  see  a  cu&tard. 

havd.  My  dead  husband 
Left  it  e'en  thus,  sir. 

John.  Bless  mine  eyes  from  blasting ; 
I  was  never  so  frighted  with  a  case. 

Bazcd,  And  so,  sir 

Fetr,  Enough ;  put  up,  good  velvet-head ! 
Duke.  What  are  you  two  now, 
By  your  own  free  confessions? 

Fred.  What  you  shall  think  us; 
Tho'  to  myself  I  am  certain,  and  my  life 
Shall  make  that  good  and  perfect,  or  fall 

with  it 

John,  We  are  sure  of  nothing,  Frederick, 
that's  the  truth  on*t: 
I  do  not  tliink  my  name's  Don  John,  por 
dire  not  [dcbls, 

Believe  any  thing  that  concerns  me,  but  my 
Mor  those  iu  way  of  payment.  Things  are  so 
carried,  [yon 

What  to  entreat  your  Grace,  or  how  to  tell 
Wc  are,  or  we  are  not,  is  past  mv  cunning ; 
But  I  would  fain  imagine  wc  are  honest, 
And,  o'  my  conscience,  [  should  hglit  in'U 
Duke,  'Thus  then; 

For  we  may  be  all  abus'd • 

Fetr,  Tis  possible; 
For  how  should  this  concern  them  ? 

Duke.  Here  let's  part, 
Until  tomorrow  this  lime ;  we  to  our  way, 


To  make  this  doubt  out,  and  yon  to  your  way ; 
Pawnini£  our  honours  then  to  meet  aj^ain  : 
When,  if  she  be  not  found 

Ft  ed.  We  stand  en^a^M 
To  answer,  any  worthy  wjiy  we're  call'd  to. 

Duke.  We  ask  no  more. 

Whore.  Ye've  done  with  us  then? 

Ff^tr.  No,  dame. 

Duke.  But  is  her  name  Coostantia? 

Petr.  Yes;  a  moveable  [fidler; 

Belonging  to  a  friend  of  mine.     Come  out, 
What  bay  you  to  this  lady  ?  Be  not  fearful. 

Ft  an.  Saving  the  revVence  of  my  master's 
pleasure,  [him, 

r  say,  she  is  a  whore,  and  that  sh'  has  robb'd 
Hoping  his  hurts  would  kill  him. 

Whore.  Who  provok'd  me? 
Nay,sirrah,squeak ;  Til  see  your  treble  strings 
Tied  up  Ux) :  If  i  hang,  Til  spoil  your  piping; 
Your  sweet  face  shall  not  save  you, 

Petr.  Thou  damn'd  impudence, 
And  thou  dried  devil !  Where's  the  officer? 

Peter,  He's  here,  sir. 

Enter  Officer. 

Petr.  Lodge  these  safe,  'till  I  send  for  'em : 
Let  none  come  to  'em,  nor  no  noise  be  heard 
Of  where  they  are,  or  why.     Away. 

John.  By  this  hand, 
A  hau'lsome  whore!  Now  will  I  be  arrested. 
And  bmuuiht  home  to  this  officers.  A  stout 
wliore;  [ness! 

r  love  such  stirring  ware ! — Pox  o'  this  busi- 
A  mauni'ist  hunt  out  morsels  for  another. 
And  starve  himself!    A  quick-ey'd  whore; 

that's  wildfire. 
And  makes  the  blood  dance  thro*  the  veins 

like  billows. 
I  will  reprieve  this*whore. 

Duhe,  Well,  good  luck  with  ye ! 

Fred.  As  mucli  attend  your  Grace. 

Petr,  Tomorrow,  certain ► 

John.  W  we  out-live  this  night,  sir. 

Fted.  Come,  Don  John, 
We've  something  now  to  do. 

John.  I'm  sure  1  would  have. 

Fred,  If  she  be  not  found,  wc  must  fight. 

John,  I'm  glad  on't ; 
I  have  not  fought  a  great  while. 

Fred.  Jfwedie 

Jo/tn.   There's  so  much  money  sav'd  is 
lechery.  [Exeunt. 

*  A  little  gilded  o*er,]  The  phrase  of  being  gilded  is  frequently  used  to  signify  being  tb^unk. 

hi  ihe  Tempest,  Alonzo  says, 

*  And  Trinculo  is  reeling  ripe ;  where  shiuld  they 

^  Find  this  grand  liquor,  that  hath  gilded  them  ? '  R. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  8. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Duke,  PeiruchiOf  behw;  and  Fecehio 
above, 

Duke.  TT  should  be  hereabouts. 

•*■  Fetr»  Your  Grace  bright; 
This  is  the  house,  1  know  it. 
Vec.  Grace? 

Duke.  Tis  further, 
Bj  the  description  we  rcceiv'd. 

Pelr,  Good  my  lord  the  Duke, 
Believe  me,  for  iknow  it  certainly, 
This  is  the  very  house. 

Vec.  My  lord  the  Duke? 

Duke.  I'ray  Heav'u  this  man  prove  right 
now !      ^  [scholar, 

Fttr,    Believe  it,  he*s  a  most  sufficient 
And  can  do  rare  tricks  this  way;  for  a  figure, 
Or  raising  an  appearance,  whole  Christendom 
Has  not  a  better :  Tve  heard  strange  won- 
ders of  him. 

Duke,   But  can  he  shew  us  where  she  is  ? 

Fetr.  Most  certain; 
And  for  what  cause  too  she  departed. 

Duke.  Knock  then ; 
For  I  am  great  with  expectation,      .  fards; 
'Till  this  man  satisfy  me.     1  fear  the  Spani- 
Yet  they  appear  brave  fellows;  Can  he  tell  us? 

Petr\  With  a  wet  finger,  whether  they  be 

Duke,  AvfViy  then.  [false. 

Pctr.  Who's  within  here? 

Enter  Vecchio, 
Fee.  Your  Grace  may  enter— • 
Duke.  How  can  he  know  me? 
Petr.  He  knows  all. 


Vec,  And  you,  sir. 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 


Enter  Don  John  and  Frederick, 

John.  What  do  you  call  his  name? 

Fred.  Why,  Peter  Vecchio. 

John.  They  say  be  can  raise  devils;  can 
he  make  'em                           [believe  it. 
Tell  truth  too,  when  h*has  rais'd  'em?  for, 
These  devils  are  the  lyiug'st  rascals 

Fred.  He  can  compel  'em. 

John.  With  what? 
Can  he  tie  squibs  i'  tlieir  tails^and  fire  the 

truth  out? 
Or  make  'em  eat  a  bawling  Puritan 
Whose  sanctified  zeal  shall  rumble  like  an 
earthquake  ? 

Fred.  With  spells,  man.  [think 

John.  Ay,  with  spoons  as  soon.  Dost  thou 
The  devil  such  an  ass  as  people  make  hira# 
8uch  a  poor  coxcomb  ?  such  a  penny  foot-post? 


Compeird  with  cross  and  pile  to  run  of  er- 
rands? 
With  Asteroth,  and  Behemoth,  and  Belfagor  ? 
Why  should  he  shake  at  sounds,  tliat  lives  ia 

a  smith's  forge  ? 
Or,  if  he  do 

Fred.  Without  all  doubt  he  does,  John. 
John.  Why  should  not  bilbo  raise  him,  or 
a  pair  of  bullions*? 
They  go  as  big  as  any ;  or  an  unshod  car, 
When  he  goes  tumble,  tumble,  o'er  the  stones. 
Like  Anacreon's  drunken  verses;— Make  us 
tremble?  [cbolick, 

These  make  as  fell  a  noise.    Methmks  die 

Well  handled,  and  fed  with  small-beer 

JVerf.  Tis  the  virtue 

John.  The  virtue?  nay,  an  goodness  fetch 
him  up  once,  [tiemau 

H'  has  lost  a  friend  of  me;  the  wise  old  gen- 
Knows  when,  and  liow.    I'll  lay  this  hand  te 

two-pence. 
Let  all  the  conjurers  in  Christendom, 
Witli  all  their  spells  and  virtues,  call  upon 

him, 
And  I  but  think  upon  a  wench,  and  follow  it. 
He  shall  be  sooner  mine  than  theirs :  Where's 
Virtue? 
I^ed,  Thou  art  the  most  sufficient,  (I'll  say 
for  thee) 
Not  to  believe  a  thing—— 

John.  Oh,  sir,  slow  credit  [you  ; 

Is  the  best  child  of  knowledge.    Ill  go  with 
And,  if  he  can  do  any  thing,  I'll  think 
As  you  would  have  me. 

Fred.  Let's  enquire  alone:; 
For  certain  we're  not  far  off, 
John.  Nor  much  nearer.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  IIL 
Enter  Duke,  Pctruchio,  and  Vecchio, 

Vee.  You  lost  her  yester-night. 

Petr.  How  think  you,  sir? 

Duke.  Is  your  name  Vecchio  ? 

Vec.  Yes,  sir. 

Duke.  And  you  can  shew  me 
These  things  you  promise? 

Vec.  Your  Grace's  word  bound  to  roe. 
No  hand  of  law  shall  seize  me. 

Duke.  As  I  live,  sir !  [too,  sir! 

Petr.  And  as  I  live,  that  can  do  something 

Vec.  1  take  your  promises.    Stay  here  a 
little,  »  [tisfvye. 

Till  I  prepare  some  ceremonies,  and  X*il  sa- 
The  lady's  name's  Coustantia  ? 

Petr.  Yes. 

Vec,  I  come  straight.  [Exit. 


*9  Bullions.]  This  word  occurs  in  Besgars'  Bush,  and  there  appears  to  mean  buttont, 
seems  here  to  signify  round  balU  or  bulteti* 
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Duke.  Sore  he's  a  learned  man  >*• 

Petr,  The  most  now  iiving^ 
Did  yoar  Grace  mark^  wlien  we  told  all  these 

drcumstanoes. 
How  ever  and  anon  he  holted  from  as. 
To  use  his  study's  help? 

Duke.  Now  i  think  rather 
To  talk  with  some  familiar. 

Peir.  Not  unlikely; 
For  sure  he  has  'em  subject. 

Duke.  How  could  he  else 
Tell  when  she  went,  and  who  went  with  her? 

Petr,  True.  [sure  me, 

Duke.  Or  hit  upon  mine  honour**?  or  as- 
The  lady  lov'd  me  dearly  ? 

Enter  Vecchio,  in  hi$  hMUmentt. 

Petr.  Twasso. 

Vec.  Now,  [sir: 

I  do  beseech  your  Grace,  sit  down;  and  you, 
Nay,  pray  sit  close»  like  brothers. 

Petr.  A  rare  fellow !  [a  word, 

Vec.  And  what  ye  see,  stir,  not  at,  nor  use 
Until  I  ask  you ;  for  what  shall  appear 
Is  but  weak  apparition,  and  thin  air. 
Not  to  be  held,  nor  spoken  to. 

\Kwkking  within. 

Duke.  We  are  counsell\l. 

Vec.  What  noise  is  that  without  there? 

Fred.  Twitkin,]  We  must  speak  with  him ! 

&rp.  {within.'iHe^s  busy,  gentlemen. 

John  [»i<Atn].  That's  all  one,  friend; 
We  must  and  will  speak  with  him. 

Duke.  Let  'em  in,  sir :  [own, 

We  know  their  tongues  and  business ;  'tis  our 
And  in  tliis  very  cause  that  we  now  come  for. 
They  also  come  to  be  instructed. 

rec.  Let  'em  in  then. 

Eater  Fredericky  JiAn^  and  Servant. 
Sit  down ;  I  know  your  meaning. 

Fred.  The  Duke  before  us? 
Now  we  shall  sure  know  somethings 

Vec.  Not  a  question; 
Bat  make  your  eyes  your  tongues. 

JoAfi.  This  is  a  strange  juggler ; 
Neither  indent  before-hand  for  his  payment. 
Nor  know  the  breadth  o'  tb'  business?  Sure 
his  deyil  [winds 

Comes  out  of  Lapland,  where  they  sell  men 
For  dead  drink  and  old  doublets. 

Fred.  Peace;  he  conjures. 

John.  Let  him ;  he  cannot  rais**  my  devil. 

Fred.  'Prithee  peace! 

Fee.  Appear,  appear| 

And  you  soft  winds  so  clear, 
That  dance  upon  the  leaves,  and  make 
them  sing 
Gentle  love*lays  to  the  spring. 


Gilding  all  the  vales  below 
With  your  verdure,  as  ye  blow, 
Raise  these  forms  from  under  ground. 
With  a  soft  and  happy  sound  1 

[Soft  muiick. 

John.  This  is  an  honest  conjurer,  and  a 

pretty  poet:  ['cm. 

I  like  his  words  well ;  tliere's  no  bombast  in 

But  do  3rou  think  now  he  can  cudgel  up  the 

deyil 
With  this  short  staff  of  verses? 
Fred.  Peace ;  the  spirits. 

[Tboo  tftapes  of  women  passing  by. 

John.  Nay,  an  they  be  no  worse 

Vec,  Do  you  know  these  faces? 
Duke.  No. 

Vec.  Sit  still,  upon  yonr  lives  then,  and 
mark  what  follows. 
Away,  away ! 

John.  These  devils  do  not  paint  sure? 
Have  tliey  no  sweeter  shapes  in  bell  ? 
Fred.  Hark  now,  John. 

Enter  Consiantia. 
John.  Ay,  marry,  this  moves  something  like; 
this  devil 
Carries  some  mettle  in  her  gsit. 

Vfc.  I  6 ad  you; 
You'd  see  her  face  unvell'd  ? 
Duke.  Yes. 
Vec.  BeuncoveAi. 
Duke.  Oh,Heay'n! 
Vec.  Peace! 

Petr.  See  how  she  blushes. 
John.  Frederick, 
This  devil  for  my  money !  tliis  is  she,  boy. 
Why  dost  thou  shake?"!  bum. 
rec.  Sit  still,  and  silent. 
Duke.  She  looks  back  at  me;    now  sbt 

smiles,  sir. 
Vec.  Silence! 
Duke.  I  must  rise,  or  I  burst. 

[Esit  Const  ant  ia. 
Vec.  Ye  see  what  follows. 
Duke.  Oh,  gentle  sir,  this  shape  again! 
Vec.  I  cannot; 
'Tis  all  dissolved  again.  This  was  the  figure? 
Duke.  Tlic  very  same,  sir.  No  hope  once 

more  to  see  it  ? 
Vec.  You  mi^ht  have  kept  it  longer,  had 
you  spar*d  it; 
Now  'tis  impossible, 

Duke.  No  means  to  find  it? 
Vec.  Yes,  that  there  is ;  sit  still  awhile ; 
there's  wine. 
To  thaw  the  wonder  from  your  hearts ;  drink 
well,  sir.  [Erit  Vecehio. 

John.  This  conjurer  is  a  right  good  fellow 
too. 


^  Sure  h^s  a  learned  man.^  The  ndicnlous  absurdity  of  belieying  in  conjurers  and  witches 
B  finely  exposed  both  here  and  m  Rollo;  yet  it  is  but  a  few  years  since  our  whole  legislature 
toave  freed  themselves  from  tlie  imputation  of  tliis  absurd  belief,  and  it  is  tq  tliis'day  far 
from  being  worn  out  of  the  minds  of  the  vulgar.        Seward^ 

9>  Upon  mine  hoqour.]  Meaqing  here,  my  rank  and  title. 


1S6 


THE  CHANCES. 


[Act  5.  Scene  9. 


A  lad  of  mettle ;  two  such  devils  more     [it? 
Would  make  mc  a  conjurer.      What  wine  is 

Fred.  Hocks*. 

John.  The  devil's  in  it  tlicn;  look  how  it 
dances. 
Well,  if  1  be 

retr.  We  are  all  liefore  ye, 
That's  your  best  comfort,  sir. 

JjHh.  By  tir  mass,  brave  wine  ! 
Nay,  an  tlic  devils  live  in  this  hell,  I  dare 

venture 
Within  tliese  two  months  yet  to  be  delivered 
Of  a  large  legion  of  *eni. 

Enter  Vccchio, 
Duke.  Here  be  comes. 
Silence  of  all  sicfes,  gentlemen. 

i'ec.  Good  your  Cirace, 
Observe  a  stricter  temper;  and  you  too,  gal- 
lants ; 
You'll  bo  deluded  all  else.    This  merry  devil 
That  next  appears,  (for  such  a  one  vou'll  find 

^^)  .      '       . 

Must  be  caird  up  by  a  strange  mcantntion; 

A  son*!,  and  1  must  sing  it:  Tray  bear  with 
mc,  [ing. 

And  pardon  my  rudo  pipe ;  for  yet,  ere  part- 
Twenty  to  one  1  please  ye. 

Duke.  We  are  arm 'd.  sir. 

retr.  Nor  shall  you  tee  us  more  transgress. 

Fred.  What  thinkVt  tlyiu 
Now,  John  ? 

John.  Why,  now  do  I  think,  Frederick, 
(And,  if  I  think  amiss,  ileav'n  pjirdon  me!) 
This  honest  conjurer,  with  some  four  or  five 
(if  his  good  ftliow-deviU,  and  myself, 
Shall  be  yet  drunk  ere  midnikiht. 

Fred.  Peace;  he  conjures », 


S0K9. 
Vec.  Come  away,  thou  lady  gay : 
Hoist  1  how  she  stumbles  ! 
Hark  how  she  mumbles. 
Dame  Gillian ! 

Antwer,  i  come,  I  come. 
Vec.  By  old  Claret  I  enlarge  tliee, 
]^y  Canary  thus  I  charge  thee. 
By  Britain  Mctheglin,  and  PeeterM, 
Appear,  and  answer  me  in  metre. 
Why  when? 
Why,  Gill ! 
Why  when  ? 
Antwer.  You'iltarry  till  Tain  ready. 
TVf.Oncc  again  I  conjure  thee, 
By  the  pose  in  thy  nose  ^\ 
And  the  gout  it)  thy  toes; 
By  thine  old  dried  skin, 
And  the  mummy  within ; 
By  thy  little,  little  ruff. 
And  thy  hood  that's  make  of  stufiT; 
By  thy  bottle  at  thy  breech. 
And  thine  old  salt  itch; 
By  the  stakes,  and  the  stones, 
That  have  worn  out  thy  bones, 
Appear, 
Appear, 
Appear ! 

Ansver,  Oh,  I  am  here,. 
John.  Wliy,  this  is  the  song,  Frederick. 
Twenty  pound  now, 
To  see  but  our  don  Gillian ! 

Fjnter  Land  lad  tf  and  the  child. 
Fred.  Peace  ;  it  appears.  * 
John.  I  cannot  peace !  Devils  in  Frcnck 
hoods,  Frederick? 
Satan's  old  syringes? 

5*  Holh)ck.]  The  difficulty  of  pronouncinjr  German  names  often  makes  great  confusion  in 
the  spelling.  Bachavach  and  Hochsty  two  neighbouring  towns,  one  upon  thr  Khme  and  tfie 
other  a  little  higher  upon  tlwj  Main,  give  names  to  the  two  wines  Bachrack  and  Hock ;  the  for- 
mer oftenest  occurs  in  our  Authors  s>nd  the  writers  of  their  age,  though  now  all  the  wines 
that  come  from  the  neighbourhood  of  Hochst  receive  their  name  from  thence.        Scitard. 

33  I  cace ;  he  conjures^  Hit'uerto  the  ^k>ug  preceded  this  speech;  the  absurdity  of  which 
must  be  obvious  to  every  one. 

8»  By  hritain-meiheclin,  and  peeter.]  Peeler  is  the  name  of  a  liquor  that  neitiier  Air. 
Sympsou  or  I  can  find  in  any  dictionary.  It  may,  perhaps,  be  a  wine  from  some  part  of  the 
Pope's  dominions,  or  Peters  Patrimony  ;  l)nt  this  is  a  mere  conjecture.  Another  has  since 
occurred  that  seems  more  probable.  We  find  the  Hhenish  wines,  Backrack  and  Hock  to  be 
in  much  repute  in  our  Authors'  a^e  :  Now  Hochst  stands  near  tlie  confluence  of  the  rivtr 
^¥eler  with  the  Main;  might  woxAVeeter  theretore  be  the  true  reading.^        Seward. 

We  apprehend  pteter  to  be  an  Knglish  liquor,  as  well  us  methegUn,  and  think  we  have 
somewhere  else  seen  it  mentioned. 

«5  B//  the  pose.J  The  potc  is  an  old  English  word  used  by  Chaucer  for  a  catarrh  or  dc- 
fluxion  of  rheum.  Mr.  Sympson  says  that  Hollinushcd  tells  us,  that  the  /xmc  is  a  distemper 
which  was  rarely,  if  ever,  known  among  the  English  till  chimneys  were  introduced,  which  was 
not  long  before  his  time;  that  before  tlicu  fires  were  made  against  rfrc-t/os^et,  and  the  smoke 
got  out  how  it  could.  This  may  be  true :  Rich  people  burnt  chiefiy  coke  or  charcoal  in 
the  middle  of  their  halls,  as  many  of  the  colleges  of  Cambridge  and  Oxford  do  still ;  but 
why  eitlier  this  or  smoky  Inmses^  should  so  euciieij  prevej^t  colds  and  rheums  in  the  head 
seems  somewhat  strange.  Hollingshed,  perhaps,  meant  no  more  than  that  catarrtis  were 
much  more  rife  than  formerly.  I  verily  iK^bcve  chhnneys  to  be  pernicious  to  health  in  general, 
and  could  wish  to  see  stoves  as  custouiary  here  as  they  are  both  ip  warmer  and  colder  cli* 
nates  abroad.        Seward^ 


Act  5.  Scene  8.J  THE  CHANCES. 

Duke.  What's  this? 

Vec.  Peace ! 

John.  Siie,  boy. 

Fred.  What  dobt  thou  ineaa? 

John.  She,  lioy,  I  say. 

Fred.  Ha? 

JciAn.  She,  boy; 
'the  very  child  too,  Frederick. 
~  Fred.  She  laughs  on  us 
Aloud,  John :  lias  the  devil  these  afTectiops  ? 
I  do  believe  'tis  sJjc,  indeed. 

f'er.  Stand  still. 

John.  1  will  not! 
*  Who  calls  JeronimoS^  frona  his  naked  bed  ?' 
Sweet  lady,  was  it  you  ?  if  thou  be'st  the 
de%'ii,  [wild  tire. 

First,   having  cross'd  myself,  to  keep   out 
Then  said  some  special  urayers  to  defend  me 
Against  thy  mobt  unhaliow'd  hood,  have  at 
thee ! 

Land.  Hold,  sir !  I  am  no  devil 

John.  That's  ail  one. 

Ijand.  I  am  your  very  Landlady. 

Joi^ii.  I  iicfy  thee ! 
Thus,  as  St.  Duastan  blew  the  devil's  nose 
With  a  pair  of  tongs,  even  so,  rif*ht  worsiiip^ 
ful 

Idind.  Sweet  son,  J  am  old  Gillian. 

Duke.  This  is  no  spirit. 

John.  Art  thou  old  Gillian,  ileshand  bone? 

Land.  I  am,  son. 
-     Vec.  Sit  still,  sir ;  now  I'll  shew  ye  all. 

John.  Where's  thy  bottle? 

Land.  Here,  I  beseech  you,  son     i" 

John,  For  1  know  the  devii  *    . 

Cannot  assume  that  stiape. 

Fred.  I'is  she,  John,  certain. 

John.  A  hog's  pox  o'  your  mouldy  chops ! 
what  makes  you 
Tumbli  ng  and  j  uggl  ing  here  ? 

Land.  I'm  quit  now,  Signor,  [me ; 

For  all  the  pranks  you  play'd,  and  railings  at 
For,  to  tell  true,  out  of  a  tridc  1  put 
Upon  your  high  behaviours,  (which  was  a  lie. 
But  tKen  it  serv'd  my  turn)  I  drew  the  lady 
Unto  my  kinsman's  here,  only  to  torture 
Your  dottships  for  a  day  or  two,  ftod  secure 
her 


Out  of  all  thoughts  of  danger, 
coines  now. 


isr 

Here  sh« 


Enter  Vecchioapd  Cunstantia, 

Duke,  ^ay  I  yet  speak? 

Ved.  Yes,  and  emorace  h^r  too, 
For  one  that  loves  you  dearer 

Duke.  Oh,  my  sweetest ! 

Petr.  Blush  not ;  I  will  not  chide  you. 

Con.  To  add  more 
Unto  the  joy  1  know,  I  bring  you  (see,  sir) 
The  happy  fruit  of  all  our  vows ! 

Duke,  ileav'u's  blessing 
Be  round  about  thee  ever ! 

John.  'Pray  bless  me  too; 
For  if  your  Grace  be  well  instructed  this  way, 
You'll  find  the  keeping  half  the  getting. 

Duke.  How,  sir? 

John.  Til  tell  you  that  anon. 

Con.  Tis  true,  this  gentleman 
Has  done  a  chanty  worthy  your  favour, 
And  let  him  have  it,  dear  sir. 

Duke.  My  best  lady,  [sir, 

He  has,  and  ever  sliali  have.  So  must  you. 
To  whom  I'm  equal  bound  as  to  my  being.  ' 

Fred.  Your  Grace's  humble  servant! 

Duke.  Why  kneel  you,  sir? 

Vec.  For  pardon  for  uiy   boldness;  yet 

'twas  harmless,  [saw. 

And  all  the  art  i- have,  sir.  Those  your  Grace 

Which  you  ttiought  spirits,  were  my  neigh 

hours'  children, 
^yhom  1  instruct  in  grammar  here.andmusick; 
Their  shapes  (the  people's  fond  opinions. 
Believing  1  can  conjure,  and  oft  repairing 
To  know  of  things  stol  n  from  'em)  1  keep 

about  me, 
And  always  have  in  readiness.  By  conjee tmre. 
Out  of  their  own  confessions,  loft  tell  'em 
Things  that  by  chance  have  falln  out  so; 
which  way  [Tor) 

(Having  t^e  persons  here,  I  knew  you  sought 
I  wrought  upon  your  Grace.  My  end  is  ninth. 
And  pleasing,  if  1  can,  all  parti<L!S. 

Duke.  I  believe  it,  [me. 

For  you  have  picas'd  me  truly ;  so  well  pleas'd 
That,  when  1  shall  forget  ii^^ 

Peir.  Here's  old  Antonio, 
(I  spied  him  at  a  window;  coming  mainly ; 


^  WhocalU  Jeronimo.]  This  play,  which  had  a  great  run  in  queen  Elizabeth's  reign,  is  the 
butt  which  Shakespeare,  Jonson,  and  our  Authors,  are  continually  shooting  their  wit  at.  For 
the  fullest  account  of  it,  see  Jonson's  Every  Man  in  his  (lunoour,  act  i.  sc.  5.  Seward* 

We  are  told,  that  it  was  the  production  of  Thomas  Kyd,  author  ol'  a  play  entitled  Cor- 
nelia. It  is  printed  in  Dodsleys  Collection  of  Old  Plays,  and  in  the  Origin  of  the  Drama, 
by  Mr.  Hawkins,  vol.  ii.  In  the  latter  work,  notice  is  taken  of  Langbaine's  asi^erlion,  that 
there  were  two  plays,  First  aud  Secoud  Parts;  *  But  this,'  says  Mr.  Hawkins,  *  is  amis* 
*  take:  Tbe}r  are  both  but  one  play,  with  varied  titles  by  diiferent  printers  the  tame  year/ 
In  this  particttiar,.  however,  Mr.  Hawkins  was  himself  mistaken ;  there  wece  two  dili'ereut 
plays,  but  whether  by  the  same  a.utbor  we  cannot  but  have  some  doubt.  Tiio  former  is 
entitled,  ^  The  First  Part  of  Jeronimo,  with  the  Warres  of  Portugal,  and  the  Life  and  Death 
'  of  Don  Andrea.  Printed  at  London  for  Thomas  Pauyer,  and  are  to  be  solde  at  his  shop 
'•at  the  entrance  into  the  Exchange,'  1605. 4to.  It  is  the  Second  Part  which  is  so  constantlj 
ibe  object  of  ridicule  bv  coutenporary  writers.        IL 

VOL.U,  T 


a» 


THE  CHANCES, 


{Act  5.  Scene  9« 


)  know,  about  his  whore ;  the  man  you  lit  on, 
As  you  discovered  unto  me.  Good  your  Grace, 
Let's  stand  by  all ;  'twill  be  a  mirth  above  all, 
T'  observe  his  pelting  fury, 

Fee,  About  a  wench,  bir? 

Petr.  A  young  whore  that  hasrobb*d  him. 

Vec,  But  d'you  know,  sir. 
Where  she  is  ? 

Pelr.  Yes,  and  will  make  that  perfect 

Vec,  I  am  instructed  well  then. 

John,  If  he  come 
To  have  a  devil  shewn  him,  by  all  means 
Let  me  be  he ;  I  cau  rour  rarely* 

Fetr,  Be  so; 
put  take  heed  to  his  anger. 

Vec.  Slip  in  quickly ; 
There  ypu^all  find  suits  of  all  sorts.   When 

.  I  call, 
£|e  ready,  and  come  forward.    Who's  tliere 
comes  in  ?         [iiieunt  all  but  Vecekiu, 

%  ^         Enter  Antonio, 

AnL  Are  you  the  coDjjurer.? 

Vec.  Sir,  I  can  do  a  little 
That  way,'  if  you  please  to  employ  me. 

Ant.  Presently, 
Shew  me  a  devil  tbat  can  tell 

Vec,  Wliereyour  v.ettch  is. 

Ant,  Yod  are  i'  th'  ri^Ut ;  as  also  w  here  the 
fidier^ 
That  was  consenting  to  her. 

Vec,  Sit  vou  there,  sir ;  [heartily  ? 

You  shall  know  preseutly.    /Can  you  pray 

Ant.  Why,  is  your  devil  so  furious? 

Vec,  I  must  shew  you 
A  form  may  chance  afirigbt  you^ 

Ant,  He  must  fart  fire  then :  ' 
Tidic  you  no  care  for  me. 

Vec,  Ascend,  ^Isht'roth ! 

*      Enter  Don  John^  like  a  spirit^ 
Why,  when  ?  appear,  I  say !— Now  question 
him. 

Ant,  Where  is  my  whore,  don  devH  ? 

John.  Gone  to  China, 
To  be  the  great  cham's  mistress. 

Ant.  That's  a  lie,  devil. 
Where  are  my  jewels? 

John.  Pawn'd  for  petticoats* 

Ant.  That  m^y  be.  Where's  ^e  fidler? 


John,  Condemn^  to  tb'  gallows 
For  robbing  of  a  mill. 

Ant,  The  lying'st  devil 
That  e'er  I  dealt  withal,  and  the  unlikeliest ! 
What  was  that  rascal  hurt  me  ? 

John.  I. 

Aut.  How! 

John,  T. 

Ant,  Who  was  he? 

John,  J, 

Ant.  Do  you  hear,  conjurer  ? 
Dare  you  venture  your  devil  ? 

Vec.  Yes. 

Ant,  Then  I'll  venture  ray  dagger. 
Have  at  your  devil's  pate !  D'  you  mew  > 

Enter  4li^ 

Fee.  Hold  !      ' 

Petr,  Hold  there  S 
I  do  command  you  bold. 

Ant,  Is  this  the  devil? 
Wliy,  conjurer 

Petr.  H'  has  been  a  devil  to  you,  ^ir ; 
But  now  you  sliall  forget  ail.    Your  irhoreli 
♦    safe, 
AnA  ail  your  jewels;  your  boy  too. 

John,  Now  the  devil  indeed 
Lay  his  ten  claws  upon  thee  !  for  my  pate 
Fmds  what  it  is  to  be  a  fiend. 

w^n/.  All  safe? 

Petr.  'Pray  ye  know  tbis  person;  all'i^ 
right  now. 

Ant.  Your  Grace  [whore  J 

May  now  command  me  then.  Bnt  whcre's  my 

Petr.  Ready  to  go  to  whipping. 
.  Ant,  My  wliore  whipped? 

Petr,  Yes,  your  where,  witliout doubt,  sir* 

Ant.  Whipp'd !  *Pray,  gentlemen 

Duke.  Why,  would  you  have  her  ouce 
more  rob  ye  ?  The  young  boy 
You  may  forgive ;  he  was  eut^c'd. 

John.  The  whore,  sir, 
Would  rather  cai  ry  pity ;  a  handsome  whore! 

Ant,  A  gentlemiio,  I  warrant  tliee. 

Petr,  Let's  in  all; 
And  if  we  see  contrition  in  your  whore,  sir, 
Much  may  be  done. 

Dvke.  Now,  my  dear  fair,  to  you. 
And  tlie  full  conbuminatioQ  of  my  vow ! 

[Exeunt^ 


EPILOGUE, 


We  have  not  held  you  long;  nor  do  1  5eo 
One  brow  in  diis  selected  company 
Assuring  a  dislike.     Our  pains  were  eas'd, 
Could  we  be  confident  that  all  rise  plcas'd; 


But  such  ambition  soars  too  high  3  Ifwt 
Have  satisfied  the  best,  and  tliey  agree 
In  a  fair  censure,  we  have  our  reward, 
And|  in  them  armM,  desire  no  ^ure  gt^c(>. 


TilE 

TRAGEDY 

OF 

ROLLO,  DUKE  OF  NORMANDY. 


llic  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardioer  and  Hills  ascribe  this  Play  wholly  to  Fletcher,  and 
his  name  aTone  appenrs  in  the  title  of  the  first  copy  we  meet  with,  which  was  printed  at 
Oxford  in  1640,  under  the  nnme  we  have  adopted ;  instead  of  Which  the  Editor  of  the 
second  folio  calls  it,  *  The  Bloody  Brother;  or,  Rollo.  A  Tragedy;'  which  variation  the 
subsequent  Editors  have  followed.  We  do  not  know  of  any  alterations  having  been  madtf 
to  this  tragedy;  and  it  has  been  neglected  at  tlie  Theatres  for  Tery  many  years  past4 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Hollo,'!  SfTni  to  tie  deceased  Duke  qf  Nor- 
Otto,   J      mundi/. 

Au breY,  their  Kinermri, 
GisBERT,  the  Chancellor, 
Baldwin,  the  Frincei  Tutor. 

Verd(>?j  \  Captain»  of  Rollo  §  Faction. 

DupVfcTE  S  CttptaimofOtto'i  Faction, 
Iatorcii,  Favourite  to  Rollo, 
Hamosp,  Captain  of  the  Guard  to  ttoUo. 
Allan,  his  Brother. 


NoRBRirrr,^ 

La  FfSK,    / 

Rupee,       >  Jive  cheating  Rogi^ 

DeBube,  \ 

PiPEAU,        -^ 

Cook. 

Yeoman  6f  the  Cellar. 

Butler, 

Pander. 

Lords,  Sheriff f  ijaard,  Officers,  and  ho^st 

SopniA,  th^,  old  Duchens. 
Matilda,  ^€r  Daughter. 
Edith,  Daughter  to  Baldwin: 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  T, 

£nter  Gishert  and  Baldwin. 

j&fl/</wi».nPHE  brothers  then  iire  met? 
■*■    Gfs.  They  are. 
Bald,  Tis  thought 
They  may  he  reconcii'd. 

(xis.  'tis  rather  wish'd  * 
For  such,  whose  reason  doth  direct  their 

thoughts. 
Without  selt-flattery,  dare  not  hope  it,  Bald- 
win, fliev'd 
The  firts  of  love,  which  the  dead  duke  be- 
His  equal  care  of  both  would  huve  united. 
Ambition  hath  divided  :  And  there  are 
Too  many  on  both  parts,  tfiat  know  they 

cannot 
Or  rise  to  wealth  or  honour,  (their  main  ends) 

x 


Unless  the  tempest  of  tiic  pr4nces*  furt 
Make  troubled  seas,  and  those  seas  yield  fit 

billows  fpractis'd 

To  heave  them  up ;  and  these  are  too  well 
In  their  bad  arts  to  give  Way  to  a  calm. 
Which,  yielding  rest  to  good  men,  proves 

their  ruin. 
Bald,  And  in  the  shipwreck  of  their  hopet 

and  fortunes, 
The  dukeddm  mitjht  be  sav'd,  had  it  hut  ten 
That  stood  affected  to  the  fi;eneral  good, 
With  that  con firm*d  zeal  which  bi^ve  Aubrey 

docs. 
Gis.  He  is  indecfd  the  perfect  character 
Of  a  good  mau,  and  so  his  actions  speak  him* 
Bald.    But  did  you  observe   the  many 

doubts  and  cautions 
The  brothers  stood  upon  befort  (h«y  niet^ 
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Gis,  I  did;  and  yet,  that  ever  brothers 
should 
Stand  on  more  nice  terms  than  sworn  enemies 
After  a  war  proclaimed,  would  with  a  stranger 
Wrong  the  reporter's  credit.  They  saluted 
At  distance;  and  so  strong  was  the  suspicion 
Each  had  of  other,  that,  before  they  durst 
Embrace,    they  were  by  several  servants 

search'd, 
As  doubtir^  conceaVd  weapons ;  antidotes  • 
Ta'en  openly  by  both,  fearing  the  room 
Appointed  for  the  interview  was  poison'd ; 
The  chairs  and  cushions,  with  like  care  sur- 
veyed; 
And,  in  a  word,  in  every  circumstance, 
So  jealous  on  both  parbj,  that  it  is  more 
Than  to  be  fear*d,  concord  can  never  Join  ' 
Minds  so  divided. 

Bald.  Yet  our  best  endeavours 
Should  not  be  wanting,  Gisbert. 

Gis,  Neither  shall  they. 

Enter  Grandpree  and  Verdon. 
But  what  are  these  ? 

Baid.  They  are  without  my  knowledge ; 
But,  by  their  manners  and  behaviours, 
They  should  express  themselves. 
Grand p»  Since  we  serve  RoUo, 
Tlie  eldest  brother,  we'll  he  RoUians,  [mans. 
Who  will  maintain  us,  Tads,  as  brave  as  Ro- 
You  stand  for  him? 
Verd,  I  do. 

Grandp,  Why  then,  observe  fsiness, 

How  much  the  business,  the  so-lon^'d-for  bu- 
By  men  that  are  nam'd  from  their  swords, 
concerns  yoti.  [under 

Lechery,  our  cojumon  friend,  so  long  kept 
With  whips,  and  beating  fatal  hemp,  shall  rise, 
And  Bawdry,  in  a  French  hood,  plead  before 

her; 
Where  it  shall  be  concluded,  after  twelve 
•  Virginity  shall  be  carted. 
Verd.  Excellent! 

Grandp.  And  Hell  but  grant,  the  quarrel 
that  s  between 
Tlie  princes  may  continue,  and  the  business 
That's  of  the  sword,  t' out-last  three  suits  in 

law! 
And  we  will  make  attornies  lancc-prizadoes*, 
And  our  brave  gown-men  practisers  of  back- 
sword; 
The  pewter  of  all  sergeants'  maces  shall 
Be  melted,  and  turn'd  into  common  flaggons. 
In  which  it  shall  be  lawful  to  carouse 
I'o  tlieir  most  lousy  fortunes. 

Bald.  Here's  a -statesman!  [petition, 

Grandp.  A  creditor  shall  not  dare,  but  by 
To  make  demand  of  any  debt;  and  that 
Only  once  every  leap-year,  in  which,  if 

^  LjBLn^'priwdoes,]  As  we  can  annex  no  meaning  to  lans^  we  have  varied  it  to  iance^  and 
•upposc,  from  the  context,  it  is  meant  they  should  fight  for  prizes  with  the  lance. — But  it  is 
not  improbable,  tliat  the  original  was  lancepesade,  which  Dr.  Johnson  tells  us  '  is  the  officer 
•  under  the  corporal.* 

*  Grand.  Your  idolater^  sirJ]  The  politeness  of  the  French  duellists  is  inimitably  bur« 
Jisqucd^  both  here  and  in  tlie  qrst  act  of  The  Little  French  Lawyer.        Seward, 


The  debtor  may  be  won,  for  a  French  crown 
To  pay  a  sous,  he  shall  be  register'd 
His  benefactor. 

Verd.  The  cl^ancellor  hears  you. 

Grandp.  Fear  not;   I  now  dare  speak  as 

loud  as  he, 

And  will  be  heard,  and  have  all  I  speak  law. 

Have  you  no  eyes?  There  is  a  reverence  due 

From  children  of  the  gown,  to  men  of  action. 

Gis.  How's  this  ? 

Grandp,  Even  so :  The  times,  the  times  are 
chang'd ; 
All  business  is  not  now  preferred  in  parch- 
ment, 
Nor  shall  a  grant  pass  which  wants  this  broad 

seal; 
This  seal,  d'you  see?  Your  gravity  once  laid 
My  head  and  heels  together  in  the  dur^eon. 
For  cracking  a  scald  officer's  crown,  for  which 
A  time  is  come  for  vengeance,  and  expect  it ; 
For  know,  you  have  not  full  three  hours  to 

Gis.  Yes,  somewhat  longer.  [Five* 

Gran<//i.  Towhatcnd? 

Gis.  To  hang  you,; 
Think  on  that,  ruffian ! 

Grandp,  For  you,  schoolmaster, 
You  have  a  pretty  daughter:  Let  me  see; 
Near  three  o'clock,  (by  which  time,  I  much 

foar, 
I  shall  be  tir'd  with  killing  some  five  hundred) 
Provide  a  bath,  and  her  to  entertain  me, 
And  that  shall  be  your  ransom. 

Bald.  Impudent  rascal ! 

Enter  Trevile  and  Duprete, 
Gis.  More  of  the  crew  ? 
Grandp.  What  are  you  ?  Rollians  ? 
IVev.  No ;  this  fur  RoUo,  aud  all  such  aa 
serve  him  1 
We  stand  for  Otto.  ^ 

Grandp.  You  seem  men  of  fashion,         ^ 
And  therefore ni  deal  fairly ;  you  shall  have 
The  honour  this  day  to  be  chronicled 
The  first  men  kiU'd  by  Grandpree.    You  see 

this  sword ; 
A  pretty  foolish  toy,  my  valour's  servant, 
And  I  may  boldly  say  a  gentleman. 
It  having  made;  when  it  was  Charlemaign's, 
Three  thousand  knights ;  this,  sir,  shall  cut 

your  throat. 
And  do  you  all  fair  service  else.- 

Trev.  I  kiss 
Your  hands  for  the  good  offer :    Here's  an* 
other,  [proud 

The  servant  of  your  servant,  which  shall  be 
To  be  scoured  in  your  sweet  guts;  'till  wheu, 
'Pray  you  command  me. 
'   urandp.  Your  idolater,  sir*. 

[Exeunt  omnes  prater  Gis.  4*  Bald. 
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Gis.  That  ever  such  shoald  bear  the  names 
of  men. 
Or  justice  be  held  cmelty,  when  it  labours 
To  pluck  such  weeds  up ! 

Aafd,  Yet  they  are  protected. 
And  by  the  great  ones. 

Gis,  Nut  the  good  ones,  Baldwin. 

Enter  Aubrey. 
Auh.  Is  tlii3  a  time  to  be  spent  thus,  by 

biich 
As  are  the  principal  ministers  of  the  state. 
When  they  that  are  tlie  heads  have  iill'd  the 

court 
With  factions,  a  weak  woman  only  left  [arm 
To  stay  their  bloody  hands  ?  Can  her  weak 
Alone  divert  the  dangers  ready  now 
To  fall  upon  the  commonwealth,  and  bury 
The  honours  of  it,  leaving;  uut  the  name 
Of  what  it  was?  Oh,  Gishert,  the  fair  trials 
Aud  frequent  proofs  which  our  late  master 

made,  [ranee. 

Both  of  your  love  and  faith,  gave  him  assu- 
To  chuse  you  at  his  death  a  guardian,  nay, 
A  father  to  his  sons;  and  that  great  trust 
How  ill  do  you  discharge !  I  must  be  plain. 
That,  at  the  best,  you're  a  sad  looker-on 
Of  those  bad  practices  you  should  prevent. 
And  wheru*8  the  use  of  your  philo*.(>phy 
In  this  so  needful  time?  Be  not  s|icure; 


For,  Baldwin ,  be  assurM ,  since  that  the  princes 
(When  they  were  young,  and  apt  for  any 
form)  [orderiuji;. 

Were  given  to  yo'ir  instruction  and  grave 
U*will  be  expected  liiat  they  should  be  good. 
Or  their  bad  manners  will  b' imputed  yours. 

Bald.  Twas  not  in  me,  my  lord,  to  alter 
nature.  [that  will  not 

Gis.  Nor  can  my  counsels  work  on  them. 
Vouchsafe  me  hearing. 

Aub.  Do  these  answers  sort 
Or  with  your  place,  or  persons,  or  your  years? 
Can  Gisbert,  being  the  pillar  of  the  laws. 
See  them  trod  under  foot,  or  forc*d  to  serve 
The  princes' unjust  ends,  and,  with  a  frown, 
Be  silcncM  from  esLclaiming  on  th' abuse? 
Or  Baldwin  only  weep  the  desperate  madness 
Of  his  seduced  pupils?  see  those  minds, 
(Which  with  good  arts  he  laboured  to  build  up. 
Examples  of  succeeding  times)  o'erturn'd 
By  undermining  parasites?  No  one  precept, 
Leading  to"  any  act  or  great  or  good. 
But  is  fbrc'd  from  their  memory ;  in  whose 
room  [ments 

Black  counsels  are  receivM,  and  their  retire- 
And  secret  conference  producing  only 
Dev'lish  designs,  a  man  would  shame  to  fa^ 

ther ! 
But  r  talk  when  I  should  do,  and  cliide  others 
I  or  that  I  now  offend  in  K 


3  But  I  talk  wlien  I  should  do/  and  chide  otkert 
For  that  I  nov)  offe/id  in :  SeeU  confirm  d^ 
Now  doy  or  nerer  speak  more, 
Gisb.  We  are  yours. 

Enter  Rollo^  Latorch,  8cc, 
RoHo.  You  shall  knom,  &c.]   Thus  the  two  last  editions,  without  any  regard  to  tht 
quarto,  which  prints  it  thus : 

*  But  I  talk  when  T  should  do,  and  chide  others 

*  For  tliat  I  now  offend  in.' 

SCENE  V. 
Rollo,  Latorchy  Trerile,  Grandpree,  Otto,  Vcrdon,  Duprete,  Gisbert,  Baldwin^  Aubrtj^^    , 
Gisb.  *  See't  confirmed : 

<  Now  do,  or  never  speak  more. 
*  We  are  vours. 
Roilo.  *  You  sliall  know/  &c. 
This  is  certainly  much  preferable  to  tiie  former,  but  yet  I  believe  there  is  a  small  mistake 
in  it.     '  Sec  it  conhrm'd,'  is  a  mere  pleonasm  either  in  Gisbert's  or  Aubrey's  mouth ;  but  io 
Rpllo's  it  is  a  fine  continuation  of  a  supposed  previous  dispute  between  the  brothers.     Otto 
having  insisted  upon  the  confirmation  of  his  father's  will,  which  appointed  him  coheir  of 
the  dukedom,  Rollo  with  indignation  replies, 

<Sce't  confirmed?'  " 

The  abrupt  opening  of  a  play  or  scene  in  this  manner  is  a  very  great  beauty*  Terence 
almost  always  introduces  his  characters  in  the  continuance  of  some  passion,  and  it  has  the 
same  effect  which  the  like  conduct  has  in  the  epic  poem, 

< . in  mcdias  res 

'  Non  scrus  ac  notas  auditorem  rapit/        Seroard. 
After  a  very  close  examination  of  this  passage  (which  is  a  very  difficult  one)  we  are  con^ 
▼inced  that  none  of  tiie  books  have  yet  exhibited  the  genuine  reading.     The  quarto  verj 
properly  finishes  Aubrey's  speech  with, 

'  But  1  talk  when  I  should  do,  and  chide  others 
'  For  that  I  now  offend  in.' 
Hie  two  dukes  and  their  several  followers  then  enteri  and  commence  a  new  Kcne,  wliich 

opens 
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Enter  )?/)//o,  Latnrchy  TrerilP,  GrandpreCy 
OttOy  VerdoHj  arid  Duprete, 

Trev.  Sce't  confinw'd. 
Kow  do,  or  never  speak  more  !  \Vc  are  yours. 

Rolh.  You  shall  know  who  I  am  ! 

Otto.  *I  do ;  my  equal ! 

Riflio.  Thy  prince.    Give  wa]^!— Were  we 
alonCf  I'd  force  thee*; 
In  thy  best  blood,  to  writn  thyself  rtiy  subject, 
And  glad  I  would  receive  it. 

Jub.  Sir! 

Gixb.  Dear  lord! 

Otlo,  Thy  subject?  [hie, 

Rolh.  Yes;  nor  shall  tnm<^  psttietice  liold 
A  minute  longer,  only  lialf  myself,  fsword 
My  birth  gave  nie  this  dukedom,  awl  my 
Shall  change  it  to  the  common  grnre  of  all 
That  tread  upon  her  bo^om,  ere  I  part  with 
A  piece  of  earth,  or  tiue,  that  is  mine  ! 

Otty.  I  need  it  not,  and  would  scorn  to  re- 
ceive, 
Tho*  offcr*d,  what  I  want  not:  Therefore 

know  , 

From  me,  ft  ho'  not  deliver'd  in  crrat  words. 
Eyes  red  with  rage,  poor  pride,  and  threatning 

action) 
Our  faCT.cf  at  his  death,  then,  when  no  accent 
(VVcTt  thou  a  son)  could  fnll  from  him  in  vain, 
Made  us  co-heirs,  our  part  of  land  and  ho- 
nours 
Of  equal  weight;  and,  to  see  this  confirm'd. 
The  oaths  of  these  are  yet  upon  record. 
Who,  tho*  they  should  forsake  me,  and  call 

down 
The  plagues  of  perjury  on  their  sinful  heads, 
I  would  not  leave  myself. 


IVev.  Nor  will  we  see 
Tlie  will  of  the  dead  duke  infring'd. 

iMt.  Nor  I  ^ 

The  elder  robb'd  of  what*s  his  right. 

Grandp.  Nor  you  ? 
Let  me  take  place !— I  say,  I  will  not  see't ! 
My  sword  is  sharpest. 

Afib,  Peace,  you  tinder-boxes. 
That  only  carry  matter  to  niake  a  flame 
Which  will  consume  you  ! 

RoUo.  You  arc  troublesome :  [To  baldwini 
This  i*  no  time  for  arguments !  JMy  title 
Needs  not  your  scliool-defences,  but  my 

sword, 
With  which  the  gordian  of  your  sophistry 
Being  cui;,  shall  shew  th*  imposture.— ^For 

your  laws, 
It  is  m  me  to  change  them  as  I  please, 

[ToGishert^ 
I  being  above  themi  Gisbcrt!  Would  yoil 
have  me  protect  them  ?  ['"'^o'*, 

Let  them  then  uow  stretch  their  extremcst 
And  seize  upon  tluit  traitor ;  and  your  tongue 
Make  him  appear  Brst  dangVous,  and  then 

odious ; 
And  after,  under  the  protcnce  of  safety 
For  the  sick  state,  the  land's  and  people's  quiet, 
Cut  off  his  head:  And  I'll  give  up  my  sword. 
And  ficht  with  them  at  a  more  certain  weapon 
To  kill,  arfd  with  authority. 

Gii.  Sir,  I  grant 
The  laws  are  useful  weapons,  but  found  out 
T'  assure  the  innocent,  not  to  oppress. 

Rollo,  Then  you  conclude  him  innocent? 

Gis.  The  power 
Your  father  gave  him  must  not  prove  a  criroet 

Aub  Nor  should  you  bo  receive  it. 


opens  abruptly,  it  is  true ;  but  the  first  line  and  half  haveipevcr  yet  been  assigned  to  thereal 
speaker.  From  all  that  has  gone  before,  it  is  absolutely  impossible  tliat  Gisbert,  Baldwin, 
or  Aubrey  should  utter  words  tendins  to  foment  the  dispute  which  they  had  shewn  themselves 
8o  anxious  to  extinguish :  They  certainly  belong  to  one  or  other  of  the  adherents  to  the  diffe- 
rent dukes.  If  the  point  of  interrogation  is  adopted,  one  of  Rollo's  captains,  Gran^pree 
or  Verdon,  is  (he  speaker,  advising  him  by  no  means  to  listen  to  the  confirmation  of  hid 
father's  will  (for  which  Otto  and  his  party  contend),  and  assuring  bim  of  their  entire  support 
in  opposing.  If  the  point  of  interrogation  is  rejected,  then  Trevileor  Duprete,  the  captains 
of  Otto,  must  be  the  speaker,  counselling  him  to  enforce  the  confirmation  of  the  late  duke's 
will.  As  Hollo  immediately  after  says,  *  You  shall  know  trho  lam  J*  asserting  his  right  of 
eldership,  had  the  quarto  exhibited  the  point  of  interrogation,  we  should  have  inclined  to 
tlie  first  of  these  conjectures,  and  have  assigned  the  speech  to  Grandpree ;  the  initial  letter 
of  whose  name  being  the  same  with  that  of  Gisbert,  might  have  occasioned  the  mistake. 
But  as  the  point  of  interrogation  occurs  in  no  edition  but  that  of  Mr.  Seward,  we  have  given  . 
the  words  to  one  of  Otto's  faction :  Their  proceeding  from  tliat  party,  and  TrevUe  in  parti- 
cular, we  think  confirmed  by  Otto  himself  saying  afterwards, 

*  tin^y  to  trethU  cmt firm  df 

*  The  oaths  of  these  are  yet  upon  record  f 
when  Trevile  immediately  subjoins,  ^ 

« -*Nor  will  we  see 

*  The  win  of  the  dead  duke  infringM.' 

The  words  *  See*t  corffirtn'd?*  do  not  want  spirit  coming  from  Rollo,  bttt  no  editions  wnrrftnt 
Mr.  Seward's  assigning  them  to  him,  nor  does  tlie  sense  render  it  necessary.  To  confifnf 
what  we  liave  said  relative  to  Gisbert  and  Aubrey,  we  cannot  dose  this  long  note  witturaC 
obser^'ing,  that  the  very  next  words  they  deliver  are  entirely  consonant  to  what  we  have  said 
of  them,  and  tending  to  make  peace  between  tiie  two  dukes,  not  to  enflame  their  disputes^ 
.iv^.'Sirl'  Gkb.' Dew  lord  V 
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Otto.  n:is  betUsr  guarded      ^ 

Eutfr  Sophia» 

Soph.  Make  way,  or  I  will  force  it !  WJio 
are  these?  [on  me. 

My  sons  i  my  shames !  Tom  all  your  swords 
'.And  make  this  wretched  body  but  one  wouncL 
8u  this  ummturai  quarrel  find  n  grave 
In  the  unhappy  womb  that  brought  ye  forth  ! 
Dare  you  rciuviuber  that  you  had  a  mother. 
Or  look  on  these  grey  hair&,  (made  so  with 
tears,  [yet 

For  both  vour  goods,  aud  not  with  age)  and 
Stand  doubtful  to  obey  her?  From  ine  you  hail 
Life,  nerves,  and  faculties,  to  use  those  yvea- 

pons; 
And  dare  you  raise  them  i^ainst  her,  to  whom 
You  owe  the  uieans  of  bein^  what  you  are? 

OUo,  All  peace  is  meant  to  vuu. 

Soph,  Why  is  ihis  war  then? 
As  il'  your  arms  could  be  advanc'd,  and  I 
Not  set  upon  the  rack?  Your  blood  is  mine, 
Vour  danger's  mine;  your  goodness  I  should 

share  in. 
And  must  be  branded  with  those  impioui 
marks  [mine. 

You  stamp  on  your  own  foreheads  and  oa 
If  you  go  ou  thus.    Z^or  uiy  good  name,  there- 
fore, 
Tho'  all  respects  of  honour  in  yourselves 
Be  in  your  fury  choak'd,  tlirow  down  your 

swords, 
(Your  duty  should  be  swifter  than  my  tongue) 
And  join  your  hands  while  they  are  innocent  1 
You've  heat  of  blood,  and  youth  ape  to  am-' 

bition> 
To  plead  an  easy  pardon  for  what's  past ; 
Bu(  all  tlie  ills  beyond  this  hour  committed^ 
From  gods  or  men  must  hope  for  no  excuso« 

GU,  Can  you  hear  this  uumoV'd  ? 

Jub,  No  sylUibic 
Of  tliis  so   pious  charm,  but  should  have 

power 
To  frustrate  all  the  juggling  deceits, 
With  which  the  devil  blinds  ^u. 

Otto,  .1  begin 
To  melt,  I  know  not  how. 

RoUo,  Mother,  Til  leave  you : 
And,  sir,  be  thankful  for  die  time  you  live, 
Till  wo  nMJCt  next,  (which  shall  be  soon  and 
To  her  persuasion  for^ou.  [sudden) 

Suph.  (Jh,  yet  stay,  [hearing 

And,  ratlier  than  part  thus,  vouclisafe  me 
As  enemies  ! — Iluw  is  my  soul  divided ! 
My  love  to  both  is  eijual,  as  my  wishes. 
But  is  returned  by  neither.    My  ^rievM  hearty 
llold^et  a  little  longer,  and  then  break  ! 
I  kneel  to  both,  and  will  Sf^cak  so,  but  this 
Takes  the  authority  OiTa  mothor^s  power*; 
And  therefore,  like  myself.  Otto,  to  ihce: 
(And  yet  observe,  son,  lk>w  thy  mother's  te%n 

*  Takei  from  me  th*  authority  of  ^  mother's  power.]  Quarto  rcads^ 
'  Tt^es  (lie  4^uthority  o/*  a  mother's  power:' 
If  this  latter  be  not  mor«  corrupt,  it  is  ^vioeut  tliat  ^  khould  b^  ^  ai  I  firsV  uit'jnded  fe 

read, 


Bald.  To  which  purpose, 
All  that  dare  challenge  any  part  in  goodness 
Will  become  suppliants  to  you. 

RoUo,  They  have'  none  [you  ! 

That  dare  move  me  in  this.     Hence !  1  defy 
lie  of  his  party,  bring  it  to  your  laws, 
And  thou  thy  double  heart,  thou  popular  fool, 
Your  moral  rules  of  justice,  aud  her  balance : 
1  stand  on  my  own  guai*d ! 

Otta,  Which  thy  injustice 
Will  make  thy  enemy's.     By  the  memory 
Of  him  whose  better  pari  now  suffers  for  thee, 
Whose  reverend  ashes,  wjth  an  impious  hand, 
Thou  tlirow'st  out  to  contempt,  (in  tl>y  repi- 
ning 
At  his  so  just  decree)  thou  art  unworthy 
Of  what  his  last  will,  not  thy  merit,  trave  diec ! 
That  art  so  swolu  witliin,  with  all  those  mis* 

chiefs 
That  e'er  made  up  a  tyrant,  that  thy  breast, 
The  prison  of  thy  purposes,  cauuot  hold  them, 
But  that  they  break  forth,  and,  in  thy  own 

words, 
Discover  what  a  monster  they  must  scr\'e 
That  shall  acknowledge  thee ! 
Rolio.  Thou  shalt  not  live 
To  b«  so  happy  !  [He  offers  hU  twordat  OltOy 
the  faction  joining, 
Aub,  [getting  between  tht;  brothcnJ]  Nor 

your  misery 
^gin  in  murder.    Duty,  allegiance, 
And  all  respects  of  what  you  aie,  forsake  me  ! 
Do  ye  stare  on  ?  Is  tliis  a  theatre  ? 
Or  shall  these  kill  themaclyes,  like  to  mad 

fencers. 
To  make  ye  sport?  Keep  them  ^asunder,  or, 
By  Heav  n,  I'll  charge  on  all  I 

Grandp,  Keep  the  peace !  [n)e, 

I  am  for  you,  my  lord ;  and,  if  you'll  have 
]'IJ  act  the  constable!s  part, 
Aub,  Live  I  to  see  this  ? 
Will  you  do  diatyour  enemies  dare  not  wish, 
And  cherish  in  yourselves  diose  furies,  which 
lleli  would  cast  out? — Do,  (I  am  ready)  kill 

mu. 
And  diese,  that  would  fall  willing  sacrifices 
'jI  Q  any  power  that  would  restore  your  reason. 
And  make  ye  men  again,  which  now  ye  are 

not! 
*  Rolio.  These  are  your  bucklers^  boy! 

Otto^  My  hindrances ; 
And,  were  I  not  confirm'd,  my  justice  in 
The  taking  of  thy  life  could  not  weigh  down 
The  wrong  in  shedding  the  least  drop  of  blood 
Of  these  whose  goodness  only  uow  protects 

thee,  [self 

Thou  shouldst  feel  I  in  act  would  prove  mv- 
Vyiiat  diou  in  words  dost  labour  to  appear  I 
lioilo.  Hear  this,  and  talk  again?  Til  br^ak 

thro'  all. 
But  1  will  reach  (by  heart. 
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Outstrip  her  forward  words,  to  make  way 

for  'em) 
Thou  art  the  younger,  Otto;  yet  be  now 
The  first  example  of  obedience  to  me, 
And  grow  the  elder  in  my  love. 

Otto,  The  meansr 
To  he  so  happy  ? 

Soph.  This;  yield  up  thy  sword, 
And  let  thy  piety  ?ive  thy  mother  strength 
To  take  that  from  thee,  which  no  enemies' force 
Could  e*er  despoil  thee  of! — ^Why  dost  thou 

tremble, 
And  with  a  fearful  eye,  lix'd  on  tliy  brother, 
Observ'st  his  ready  sword,  as  bent  against 

thee  ? 
I  am  thy  armour,  and  will  be  pierc'd  thro* 
Ten  thousand  times,  before  I  will  give  way 
To  any  peril  may  arrive  at  thee; 
And  therefore  fear  not. 

Otto,  'Tis  not  for  myself, 
But  for  you,  mother:  You  are  now  engag'd 
In  more  than  lies  in  your  unquestioned  vu'tue ; 
For,  since  you  have  disarmed  me  of  defence. 
Should  I  fall  now,  tho'  by  his  hand,  the  world 
May  say  it  was  your  practice. 
•    &)ph.  All  worlds  perish. 
Before  my  piety  turn  Treason's  parent ! 
Take  it  again,  and  stand  upon  your  guard. 
And,  while  your  brother  is,  continue  arm'd  : 
And  yet  this  fear  is  needless ;  for  I  know 
My  lloilo,  tho'  he  dares  as  much  as  man, 
So  tender  of  his  yet-untainted  valour. 
So  noble,  that  he  dares  do  nothing  basely. 
You  doubt  him ;  he  fears  you ;  I  doubt  ^od 

fear 
Both,  for  each  other's  safety  s,  not  mine  own. 
Know  yet,  my  sons,  when  of  necessity 
You  must  deceive  or  be  deceived,  'tis  better 
To  sutler  treason,  than  to  net  the  traitor ; 
And  in  a  war  like  this,  in  which  the  glory 
Is  his  that's  overcome — Consider  then 
^hat  'tis  for  which  you  strive !  Is  it  the 

dukedom? 
Or  the  command  of  these  so-ready  subjects  ? 


Desire  of  wealth  ?  or  whatsoever  else 
Fires  your  ambitioD,  'tis  still  desp'rate  mad- 

-    ness,  [of; 

To  kill  the  people  which  you  would  be  lords 
With  fire  and  sword  to  lay  that  country  waste 
Whose  role  you  seek  for ;  to  consume  the 

treasures, 
Which  are  the  sinews  of  youp  goyernmcnty 
In  cherishing  the  factions  that  destroy  it : 
Far,  far  be  tiiis  from  you !  Make  it  not  ques« 
tion'd  fdom 

•Whether  you  can  have  interest  in  that  auke« 
Whose  rum  both  contend  for. 

Otto,  }  desire 
But  to  enjoy  ray  own,  which  I  will  keep. 

Rolfo.  A  nd  rather  than  posterity  shall  have 
cause 
To  say  I  ruin'd  all,  divide  the  dukedom : 
I  will  accept  the  moiety. 

Otto.  I  embrace  it.  [limb. 

Soph,  Divide  me  first,  or  tear  me  limb  by 
And  let  them  find  as  many  several  graves 
As  there  are  villages  in  Normandy : 
And  'tis  less  sin,  than  so  to  weaken  it. 
To  hear  it  mention'd  doth  already  make  me 
Envy  my  dead  lord,  and  almost  blaspheme 
Those  powers  which  heard  my  prayers  for 
fruitfulness,     '  [womb ! 

And  did  not  with  my  first  birth  close  my 
To  me  alone  my  secoud  blessing  proves 
My  first,  my  first  of  misery®;  for  if  lleav'n. 
That  gave  me  Rollo,  there  had  staid  his  bounty. 
And  Otto,  my  dear  Otto,  ne'er  had  been. 
Or  being,  had  not  been  so  worth  my  love. 
The  stream  of  my  afifection  had  run  constant 
In  one  fair  current;  all  mv  hopes  had  beea 
Laid  up  in  one,  and  fruitlul  Normandy 
In  this  division  had  not  lost  her  glories: 
For  as 'tis  now,  'tis  a  fair  diamond. 
Which  being  preserv'd  entire,  exceeds  all 

value. 
But  cut  in  pieces  (though  these  pieces  are 
Set  in  fine  gold  by  the  best  workman's  euih* 
ning) 


read,  and  find  that  Mr.  Theobald  read  so  too :  But  there  is  a  pleonasm  and  impropriety  in 
taking  authn-ityfrom  powevy  whic^i  T  scarce  think  genuine,  and  I  therefore  insert  in  the 
text  what  seems  the  natural  expression.         ^tw^rd, 
Mr.  Seward  reads, 

*  Takes  from  mc  the  authority  of  a  mother.* 
Off  for  fi/'is  all  the  emendation  necessary.     Mr.  Seward  goes  too  far  in  rectifying  what  he 
thinks  *  pleonasm  and  impropriety ;'  for  which  he  substitutes  a  text  of  frigidity, 

*  Both ;  for  others  safeti/,  not  my  omn,"]  Mr,  Seward  added  the  word  each, 

•  To  me  alone  my  second  blessing  proves  myfinty 

My  first  of  misery ;  for  if  Heav'ny  &c.j  Soplna  says,  tJiat  her  second  blessing  made  her 
first  become  a  curse  to  her,  which  was  certainly  the  case,  as  Roilo  was  the  incendiary. 

•  •  Seward* 

We  do  not  think  she  means  to  reflect  on  either  Otto  or  Rollo  ;  but  to  say,  *  that  htr  ha- 
ving a  second  son,  rendered  it  unhappy  for  her  that  she  had  a  first;'  that  is,  tliat  her  misery 
aro^t:  from  her  havinir  more  than  one,  which  fruitfulness  was  to  other  women  commonly  % 
blessing.    This  is  plain  from  her  saying  immediately  before,  that  she  could 
< almost  blaspheme 

*  Those  powers  that  heard  her  prayers  fotfrviffitlnesi, 

*  And  did  not  with  her  first  birth  close  l^r  womb,* 
The  rest  of  the  speedi  confirms  this  interpretation.    ... 
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JHirts  with  all  estimation :  So  this  dukedom, 
AI  lis  y^t  whole,  the  neighbouring  kings  may 

covet, 
But  cannot  compass ;  which  divided,  will 
Become  the  spoil  of  every  barbarous  foe 
That  wiil  invade  it. 

Gis,  How  this  works  in  both !       ^     [fire. 

fiald.  Prince  Hollo's  eyes  have  lost  their 

Gis..  And  anger. 
That  but  cv'u  now  wholly  poiscss'd  good 

Otto, 
Hath  given  plat:e  to  pity* 

Jfib,  "E^d  not  thus, 
Afsldam,  but  }>erfect  what's  s^  well  begun. 

Soph.  I  sec  in  botli  fair  signs  of  reconcile- 
ment; [offer 
Make  them  sure  proofs  they  are  so:  The  fates 
To  your  free  choice,  either  to  live  exao^ples 
Of  piety,  or  wickedness  t  If  the  latter 

?iinds  soyoiir  understanding,  that  you  cannot 
ierce  thro'  herpnintedoutbide,  and  discover 
ITiat  she  is  all  deformity  witliin, 
Boldly  transcend  all  precedents  of  mischief. 
And  let  the  last  and  tlie  worst  act  of  tyrants', 
The  murder  of  a  mother,  but  begin 
The  scene  of  blood  you  after  are  to  heighten ! 
But  if  that  Virtue,  aud  her^ure  rewards, 
Can  win  you  to  accept  her  for  your  guide, 
To  lead  you  up  to  Heaven,  and  there  fix  yon 
The  fairest  stars  in  the  bright  sphere  of  ho^ 

noor; 
Make  me  the  parent  of  an  hundred  sons. 
All  brought  iiUo  the  world  with  joy^  not 

sorrow. 
And  every  one  a  father  to  his  country, 
iu  being  now  made  mother  of  your  concord  ! 
RoUo,  Such,  aud  so  good,  loiid  Fame  for 
.   ever  speak  you  ! 
Ba/</,  Ay,  now  they  meet  like  brothers. 

[^Fhe  hrotk^n  throw  dtwn  their 
twurdtf  and  embrace. 
.   G«.  My  heft rt*8  joy 
Flows  thro'  my  eyes. 
.   Aub.  May  never  woman^s  tons^ne 
Hereafter  be  accaa»*d,  for  this  one's  goodness ! 


Otto,  If  we  contend,  from  this  hour^  it 
shall  he 
How  to  ocrcome  in  brotherly  affection. 

Rollo.  Otto  is  Hollo  now»  and  Hollo,  Otto ; 
Or,  as  they  have  one  mind,  rather  one  name. 
From  this  atonement*  let  our  lives  begin ; 
Be  all  the  rest  forgotten ! 

Aub.  Spoke  like  Hollo !  [ment. 

Soph.  And,  to  the  honour  of  this  reconcile- 
We  all  this  night  will,  at  a  publick  feast. 
With  choice  wines,  drown  oar  late  fearsj  and 

with  musick 
Welcome  our  comforts. 

Bald.  Sure  and  certain  Ones.  [sons^ 

Soph.  Supported  thus,  I  amv  secure!  Oh, 
This  is  your  mother's  triumph ! 

B4tlU>.  You  deserve  it.  [ExcunU 

Manent  Grandpree,  Verdoa,   Trevile,  and 
Dupreie. 

Grandp.  Did  ever  such  a  hop*d-for  busuiesft 

.  end  thus?  [Grandpree; 

Vcrd.  'Tis  fatal  to  us  all;  and  yet  yon. 
Have  the  least  caus^  td  fear. 

Grandp.  Why,  what's  my  hope?  [hang'd  t 

Verd.  The  certainty  that  you  have  tO  be 
You  know  the  chancellor's  promise. 

Grandp.  Plague  upon  you! 

Verd.  What  jthink  you  bf  a  bAth,  and  A 
lord's  daughter. 
To  entertain  vou  ? 

Grandp.  ThOse  desires  are  of  . 

Frail  thoughts^.    All  ^friends;  no  Hollians 
now,  nor  Otto*s !  [vants 

The  several  court'sies  of  our  swords  and  ser^ 
JDef^r  till  apter  consequence ;  lei's  make  us^ 
Of  this  night's  freedom,  a  short  parliament 

KO  09) 

In  which  it  will  be  lawful  to  walk  freely  *^| 
Nay,  to  our  drink  wc  sli^U  have  meat  too, 

and  that's 
No  usual  business  to  the  men  o'th'  swOrd. 
Driuk  deep  with  me  to-tli^^ht,  we  ^hall  to^ 
Or  whip  or  hang  the  merrier.  [morrow 

Trev.^  Lead  the  way  then.  lExeunt* 


^  And  let  the  lasi  and  the  tcarst  act  o/"  tyrannies. 

The  ntuHher  of  a  moth^r^  &c.j  ^Ir.  Theobald  and  Mr.  $ympsOrt  both  concur  with  me 
in  preferriiiur  tyrants  to  t^anniei^  as  the  allusion  to  Nero's  murdering  liis  mother  become^ 
tnqre  evident.        Seward.  .        , 

*  Atonement,]  i.  e.  accordine  to  the  old  writers,  reconciliatitm. 

*  Thote  deiires  are  ot\ frail  tntwghts. 

Alljritndi,  no  Rullians  noWj  dec]  Quarto.    The  subsequent  editions  read, 

< Those  desires  are  ttfil 

*  Frail  thoughts,  no  Hollians  now,  nor  Otto's/ 
•  tt*i  nfake  tue 


Of  thii  night* if rctdom,  a  ih^rt  parliament  to  nty  ,       •    .   ,     *    . 

In  tohich  it  mil  be  lawjul  to  walk  freely. "]  Mr.  Sympson  tlilnks  that  to  Cari-y  on  the 
Inetapbor  from  Cfie  parUamefit  we  shodd  read,  '  talk  freely,'  and  indeed  I  at  fir»t  altered  it  so 
my^lf;  but  considering  the  privilege  of  parUumciit  exempting  the  members  from  impriboii- 
nicdt,  and  the  iVur  Graudpree  was  in  of  baviug  only  ou«  n#gbl'$  excuipuon  fiom  it)  t:j4l 
present  reading  seems  unexceptionable.        Seward* 
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ACT    11. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Latorch  and  Roih. 
Lat, T;y^IlY  should  tliis  trouble  you? 
^  ^  Rollo,  It  does,  and  must  do 
Till  I  6nd  ease. 

Lat.  Consider  then,  and  quickly ;  [you, 
And,  like  a  wise  man,  take  the  current  with 
Which,  once  turo'd  head,  will   sink  you. 

Blest  Occasion 
Offers  herself  in  thousand  safeties  to  you ; 
Time  standing  still  to  point  you  out  your 

purpose. 
And  Resolution  (the  true  child  of  Virtue) 
Ready  to  execute.   What  dull  cold  weakness 
Has  crept  into  your  bosom,  whose  mere 

thoughts,  [rests. 

Like  tempests,  ploughing  up  the  sailing  fo- 
£v'n  with  their  swing  were  wont  to  shake 

down  hazards  ? 
What  is't?  your  mother's  tears- 
RoUo,  Prithee  be  patient. 
Idit.  Her  hands  held  up  ?  her  prayers,  or 

her  curses  ?  [woman  "  ! 

Oh,  power  of  prayV  and  tears  dropp'd  by  a 
Take  heed  the  soldiers  see  it  not :  'tis  miserar 

ble,  [friends, 

In  Rollo  below  miserable ;  take  heed  your 
The  sinews  of  your  cause,  the  strength  you 

stir  by, 
Take  heed,  I  say,  they  frnd  it  not;  take  heed 
Your  own  repentance  (like  a  passine-bcll) 
Too  late  and  too  loud,  tell  the  world  you're 

perish'd  ! 
What  noble  spirit,  eager  of  advancement. 
Whose  employment  b  his  plough;  what  sword 

whose  sharpness 


Waits  but  the  arm  to  wield  it ;  or  what  hope. 
After  tlie  world  has  blown  abroad  this  weak- 
ness, 
Will  move  again,  or  make  a  wish  for  Rollo  } 
Rolio.  Are  we  not  friends  again,  by  each 
oath  ratified? 
Our  tongues  the  heralds  of  our  hearts  ? 
Lat,  Poor  hearts  then ! 

Rolio.  Our  worthier  friends- 

Tjat,  No  friends,  sir,  to  your  honour; 
Friends  to  your  fall !  Where  is  your  under- 
standing, 
The  noble  vessel  that  your  full  soul  sailM  in, 
Ribb'd  round  witli  honours  ?  where  is  that  i 

'tis  ruin'd. 
The  tempest  of  a  woman's  sighs  has  sunk  it. 
Friendship  (take  heed,  sir !)  is  a  smiling  harlot. 
That,  when   she  kisses,  kills!  A  solder'd 

friendship, 
Piec'd  out  witn  promises?  Oh,  painted  ruin ! 
Rollo,  Latorch,  he  is  my  brother. 
Lat.  The  more  doubted  ; 
For  hatred  hatcliM  at  home  is  a  tame  tiger. 
May  fawn  and  sport,  but  never  leave  his  nft* 

ture. 
The  jars  of  brothers,' two  such  mighty  ones, 
Are  like  a  small  stone  thrown  into  a  river. 
The  breach  scarce  heard,  but  view  the  beateA 

current. 
And  you  shall  see  a  thousand  angry  rings 
Rise  in  his  face,  still  swelling  and  still  growing : 
So  jars  circle  in  distrusts;  distrusts  breed 
dangers,  [shadow. 

And  dangers  death  (the  ^^eatest  extreme) 
^iU  nothing  bound  'em  but  the  shore,  their 

graves  »•, 
There  is  no  manly  wisdom,  nor  no  safety. 


"  Oh,  power  qfnrayery  draped  through  by  a  woman,']  I  suspect  that  there  is  a  mistake  in 
^e  latter  part  of  this  hne ;  for  what  is  the  antecedent  to  *  drop'd  through  by  a  woman  f  W# 
must  go  back  to  thoughts  or  resolution,  and  then  indeed  it  is  intelligible :  But  I  rather  think 
the  true  reading  to  be, 

*  Oh,  powV  of  pray'r  and  tears  drop*d  by  a  woman  I'  Seward, 

We  think  Mr.  Seward's  conjecture  so  right  that  we  have  given  it  a  place  in  the  text, 
Latorch  asks,  '  What  is't?  your  mother's  tears,  or  her  prayer*  V  and  then  exclaims, 

*  Oh,  pow'r  of  prayers  and  tears  drop'd  by  a  woman  !' 

This  reading  meets  with  a  stilt  stronger  confirmation  by  Rollo's  afterwards  saying  (p.  14T) 

*  My  mother's  tears,  and  womanish  cold  pravers. 

*  Farewell  1'  V    J     y 
»•  So  jars  circling  distrusts,  distrusts  breed  dangers, 

Aiid  dangers  death,  the  greatest  extreme  shadow, 

^Till  nothing  bound  *em  but  the  shore,  their  gravesJ]  The  old  quarto  reads, 

*  So  jars  circling  in  distrusts,  distrusts  puU  down  dangers, 
,     *  And  dangers  death,  the  greatest  extreme  shadow, 

'  'Till  nothing  bound  them  but  the  showers,  their  graves.'' 
Tlie  late  editions  have  corrected  showers  ri|;ht;  but  how  does  the  word  shadow  carry  on  the 
metaphor  ?  and  what  poor  measure  is  the  'first  line !  I  hope  I  have  restored  the  true  reading,, 
as  it  perfects  the  measure,  and  makes  the  whole  metaphor  consistent.        Seward, 
Mr.  Seward  thus  alters  this  passage  s 

*  So  jars  distrusts  encircle;  distrusts  dangers, 

*  And  dangers  death  the  greatest  extreme  follows, 

*  'Till  nothing  bound  'em  but  tlie  shoar,  tlieir  graves.* 

W«  apprehend  the  Jiditor  of  the  folio  made  a  mistake  when  intending  to  correct  thefin^ 
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In  leaning  to  this  league,  this  piece-patcht 

friendsliip, 
This  rear'ci-up  recoDcitement  on  a  billow; 
Which,  as  it  tumbles,  totters  down  your  for- 
tune, [ture 
Is't  not  your  own  you  reach  at,  law  ana  na- 
l/sheriog  the  way  before  you?  Is  nOt  he 
fiorn  and  bcqueath'd  your  subject  ? 
RoUo.  Ha! 
Lai.  What  fool 
Would  give  a  storm  leave  to  disturb  his  peace, 
When  he  oAy  shut  the  cas^enoent  ?  Can  tljat 

man 
Has  won  so  much  upon  you  by  your  pity, 
And  drawn  so  high '%  that  like  an  ominous 

comet  [lion 

He  darkens  all  your  light;  can  this  couch*d 
ffho'  now  he  licks  and  locks  up  his  fell  paws. 
Craftily  humming,  like  a  cat  to  cozen  ^ou) 
But  (when  ambitiou  whets  him,  and  time  fits 

him)  [heart  out  ? 

Leap  to  his  prey,  and  seiz'd  once,  subk  your 

D'you  make  it  conscience? 

KoUo.  Conscience,  Latorch !  what's  that  ? 

Lat,  A  fear  they  tie  up  fools  in.  Nature's 

coward,  [rits 

Taking  the  biood  **,  and  chilling  the  full  spi- 
With  apprehension  of  mere  clouds  and  sua* 

dows. 


Roiio,  I  know  no  conscience,  nor  I  fear  no 
sliadows ! 

Lat,  Or  if  you  did,  if  there  were  conscience. 
If  the  free  soul  could  suffer  such  a  curb  ■> ; 
The  fiery  mind  such  pnddle  to  put  it  out ; 
Must  it  needs,  like  a  rank  vine,  run  up  rudely, 
And  twine  about  the  top  of  all  our  happiness. 
Honour  and  Rule,  and  there  sit  shading  of 
us  **?  [satisfied, 

Rollo.  It  shall  not,  no^it  must  not!  I  am 
And  once  more  am  myself  again. 
My  mother's  tears,  and  womanish  cold  pray- 
ers, [Conscience, 
Farewell  I   I  have  forgot  you.    If  there  be 
Let  it  not  come  betwixt  a  crown  and  me, 
(Which  is  my  hope  of  bliss)  and  I  believe  it. 
Otto,  our  frieudsliip  thus  I  blow  to  air, 
A  bubble  for  a  boy  to  play  withal ;        [this. 
And  all  the  vows  my  weakness  made,  like 
Like  this  poor  heartless  rush,  I  rend  a-pieces. 

Lot,  Now  you  go  right,  sir !  now  your  eyea 
are  ouen.  [he  is, 

Kollo.  My  father's  last  petition's  dead  as 
And  all  the  promises  I  clos'd  his  eyes  with. 
In  the  same  grave  L  bury. 

Lot.  Now  you  are  a  man,  sir. 

Rallo,  Otto,  thou  shew'st  my  winding-sheet 

before  me,     ^  [fire. 

Which,  ere  I  put  it  on,  like  HeavVs  blest 


line,  and  left  circling  instead  of  alterhig  it  to  circle^  omitting  in,  which  should  have  remained. 
This  small  variation  from  the  second  folio  is  al!  which  seems  necessary,  instead  of  the  vio-i 
lent  alterations  made  by  Mr.  Seward,  His  asking, '  How  does  the  word  shadow  carry  on  the 
*  metaphor?'  must  have  arose  from  his  thinkipe  it  a  substantive,  instead  of  a  verb. 

*3And  drawn  so  high,]  Mr.  Seward,  thinking  the  sense  incomplete,  introduces  an  auxiliary 
verb,  reading, 

*  AwTs  drawn  so  high——' 
We  see  no  necessity  for  the  addition,  but  think  it  flattens  the  text* 

'^Tasting  the  bltHxl  1  So  quarto.    The  two  following  editions  rendj  palUng ;  and  Mr.  Sew* 
ard  proposes  either  tainting  or  tajung,  and  adopts  the  former.   We  think  the  latter  prefer-^ 
able ;  it  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters,  and  perfectly  agreeable  to  the  context.    An  ex-> 
plaiiation  of  taking  will  be  found  in  note  57  of  1  he  False  One. 
«  If  the  free  soui  could  suffer  such  a  curb 
To  thejiery  mind,  such  puddUs  to  put  it  aiif.l  The  old  quarto  reads  this  passage  thus: 

'  If  the  free  soul  could  suBfer 

^  The  fiery  mincj,  such  puddle  to  put  it  out/ 
Mr.  Sympson  thinks  that  we  should  strike  out  the  additions  of  the  late  editions,  and  that 
the  old  reading  is  right.  To  me  it  does  not  seem  so;  for  two  metaphors  are  confoundec) 
and  have  but  one  verb,  which  suits  to  the^ery  mindy  hut  not  so  well  to  the  former ;  or  if  it 
does,  the  Jree soul  Budjieru  mind  will  be  mere  tautology.  I  therefore  approve  the  additions 
of  the  late  editions,  and  believe  them  genuine,  however  they  came  by  them.  That  they 
had  them  from  some  manuscript,  and  not  from  conjecture,  I  am  persuaded :  Because  they 
have  so  printed  them  as  evidently  to  shew  that  they  did  not  understand  the  least  syllable  of 
them«    They  make  the  sense  thus; 

'  If  the  free  soul  could  suQer  such  a  curb 

•  To  the  fiery  mind  ? ' 

Here,  therefore,  is  all  the  tautology  and  confusion  of  metaphors  which  is  found  in  the  defi* 
cient  text  of  the  old  quarto:  but  how  infinitely  is  it  improved  when  each  metaphor. is* pre* 
served  distinct  and  separate  f 

'  If  th^  free  soul  could  suffer  such  a  curb; 

^  The  fiery  mind  such  puddle  t'  put  it  out; ' 
Mr.  Theobald  overlooked  the  corruptiojis  of  this  passage,  so  I  cannot  tell  his  sentiments;, 

Seward. 
^  Sit  shaking  qftts.]  Mr.  Sympson  proposes  the  variatioa  ia  the  tex,t,  and  we  think  it  a 
happy  conjecture. 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OP  ROLLO, 


[Act  S.  Scene  9. 


In  my  descent  1*11  make  it  blush  in  blood ! 
(A  crown,  a  crown !  Oh,  sacred  rule,  now 

fire  me!)  • 

Nor  shall  the  pity  of  thy  youth,  false  brother, 
Altho*  a  thousand  virgms  kneel  before  rae. 
And  every  dropping  eye  a  court  ofmercy, 
Tiie  same  blood  with  me,  nor  the  revere'nce 
Due  to  my  mother's  blessed  womb  that  bred 

us, 
Redeem  thee  from  my  doubts  i  Thou  art  a 

wolf  here. 
Fed  with  my  fears,  and  I  must  cut  thee  from 
No  safety  else  »7.  [^me* ; 

Lat.  But  be  not  too  much  stirr'd,  sir, 
Nor  too  high  in  your  execution  s  Swallowing 

waters 
Run  deep  and  silent,  Vill  theyVe  satisfied, 
And  smile  in  thousand  curls,  to  gild  their 
craft;  [wit  work. 

Let  your  sword  sleep,  and  let  my  two-edg'd 
This  happy  feast,  the  full  joy  of  your  friend- 
Shall  be  ins  last  1  [s^P> 
Hollo.  How,  my  Latorch  ? 
Lai.  Why  thus,  sir: 
I'll  presently  go  dive  into  the  offipers 
That  minister  at  table ;  gold  and  goodness*', 
WicI)  promise  upon  promise,  and  time  neces- 
sary, 
I*Jlpour  into  them. 

MaUo.  Canst  thou  do  it  neatly? 
Lat.  Let  nie  alone;  and  sCich  a  bait  it  shall 
Shall  take  off  all  suspicion.  [be, 

Rollo.  Go,  and  prosper ! 


Lat.  Walk  in  then,  and  your  smoothest 
face  put  OD,  sir.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  11. 
Ef^ter  ike  Matfer  Cook,  Builer,  Pantler^ 
YeQman  of  tke  Qellur,  wiih  a  jack  of'  bee^ 
and  a  dUk, 

Cook,  A  hqt  day,  a  hot  day,  vengeance 

hot,  boys !  *  [ter  f 

Give  me  some  drink  ;  this  lire's  a  plaguy  fret-^ 

Body  of  me,   I  am  dry  still!  give  me  the 

jack,  boy; 
This  wooden  skiff  holds  nothing. 

Pani.  And  Yaith,  master,  [eating. 

What  brave  new  meats.?  for  here  will  be  oicj 

Cook.  Old  and  young,  boy,  let  'em  all  eat, 

1  ^lave  it ;  [name. 

Fve  ballast  for  their  bellies,  if  they  eat  a  god's 

Let  *em  have  ten  tire  of  tectli  a^piece,  1  car© 

Bui,  But  what  new  rare  munition?      [not. 

Cook.  Pho  I  a  thousand : 

ril  make  you  pigs  speak  French  at  table  **, 

and  a  fat  swan  [lenge  ; 

Come  sculling  *•  out  of  England  with  a  ch'al-' 

ril  make  you  a  dish  of  calves'  feet  dance  the 

canaries,  Pem; 

And  a  consort  of  cramm'd  capons  fiddle  to' 

A  calf's  head  speak  ao  oracle,  and  a  dozei^ 

of  larks 
Rise  from  the  dish,  and  sii\g  all  supper-time : 
Tis  nothing,  boys.  I've  iVam'd  a  fortification 
Out  of  rye-pasto,  which  is  impr^nable ; 


♦  Fed  auVA  my  fears,  and  In^uti  cut  thee  from  me, 
A  crown,  a  crown,  oh,  sacred  rule,  now  fire  me! 

No  safefi/  else.]  We  believe  the  second  of  these  lioe^  tQ  be  improperly  repeated  here, 
by  some  accidental  interpolation.  •    • 

»7  No  safefi/ else. 
Lat.  But  he  not  too  much  stirr^dy  sir, 

Nor  too  high  in  your  execution :  Swallowing  water* 

linn  deep,  &c.J  Mr.  Seward  here*objects, '  the  measure  is  quite.lost/-  and  ^  the  senses 
very  stiff;'  and  then  prints  as  follows: 

*  No  safety  else.        Lai.  But  be  not  too  much  stirr'd,  sir, 
\  Nor  too  nigh'threatmng  in  your  execution, 

*  Ever  remember y  sir^  that  swallowing  waters,'  &c. 

In  which  interpolations  he  professes  to  have  copied  a  passage  in  Shakespeare's  Henry  VTTT-. 
But  we  see  bo  reason,  nor  slmdow  of  authority,  for  departing  from  the  old  text,  merely  to 
shew  Mr.  Seward's  talent  of  imitation, 

^^  Gold  and  goodness.]  As  goodness  seems  an  odd  motive  to  persuade  people  to  murder, 
I  at  first  thought  wc  should  read,  *  Gold  and  greatness,  or  goods;*  but  I  now  believe  the  old' 
reading  right  As  Vice  aUvays  assumes  some  pretence  of  good,  so  Latorch,  in  persuading 
the  servants  to  the  murder,  urges  the  good  of  the  state,  and  the  general  blessing.      Satard. 

Goodness  means  got}d  things :  Mr.  Seward  might  have  remembered  *  filling  the  hungry-' 
with  good  things.* 

*9  ril  make  you  pigs  speak  Fr^ncA  at  table,  and  a  fat  sraan.l  Mr.  Theobald  very  justly 
strikes  out  the  woros  at  table,  as  unnecessary  to  the  sense  and  injurious  to  the  measure. 

Seward. 

Wc  cannot  think  Theobald  had  any  right  to  strike  out  the  words,  which  are  not  foreign 
to  the  sense,  and  do  not  render  the  measure  more  irregular  than  it  is  in  many  other  places^ 
Editors  are  not  to  correct  their  Authors,  but  to  publish  them  as  the  Authors  left  cbcm.  The 
measure  tt>o  in  this  speech  is  particularly,  and  perhaps  purposely,  licentious.  *  ' 

••  Sculing.]  So  quarto.  Mr.  Sympson  reads  sculling,  which  Mr.  Seward  calls  an  *ineeni^ 
ms  emendation:'  To  be  sure,  if  modernizing  the  orthograj>hy  of  a  yrard  which  could  no% 
i)e  mistaken  is  itigentottf;  this  is  so,    Th^  folio  readS;  fai/ing. 


^ct  3.  Scene  3.] 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDT. 


U$ 


And  af^ainst  that,  for  two  long  hours  together, 
Two  dozen  of  marrow-bones  shall  play  con- 
ttnnally.  [white-broth. 

For  fish,  rU  make  ;|rou  a  standing  lake  of 
And  pikes  come  plowing  up  the  plums  before 

them; 
Arion  on  a  dolphin,  playing  Lachryme ! 
And  brave  king  herring  with  his  oil  and  onion 
Crown*d  with  a  lemon  peel,  hb  way  prepar'd 
With  his  strong  guard  of  pilcners. 

Fani,  Ay  marry,  master! 

Cook,  All  these  are  nothing :  Til  make  you 
a  stubble  goose  [scntly. 

Turn  o*  th'  toe  thrice,  do  a  cross  point  pre- 
And  then  sit  down  again^  and  cry,  '  Come 
eat  me ! '  [mourning, 

Tlicse  are  for  mirth.  Now,  sir,  for  matter  of 
Y4\  bring  you  in  the  lady  Loin-of-vetU, 
With  the  long  love  she  bore  the  prince  of 

Omnet,  Thou  boy,  thou  ?  [Orange. 

Cook,  I  have  a  trick  for  thee  too. 
And  a  rare  trick,  and  I  have  done  it  for  thee. 

Feo.  What's  that,  good  master  ? 

Cook.  Tis  a  sacrifice"! 
A  full  xnne  bending,  like  an  arch,  and  under 
The  blown  god  Bacchus,  sitting  on  ahogshead. 
His  aitar  here;  before  that,  a  plump  vintner 
Kneeling,  and  offering  ioocnse  to  his  deity, 
'Which  shall  be  only  this,  red  sprats  and 
pilchers.  [the  wine  on. 

But,  Thiswhen  the  table's  drawn,  todn^w 

Cook.  Thou  hast  it  right;  and  then  comes 
thy  song,  Butler. 

Pant,  This  will  be  admirable ! 

Yeo.  Oh,  sir,  most  admirable ! 

Cook,  if  youll  have  the  paste  speak,  'tis 
in  my  power ; 
I've  fire  enough  ^  work  it.  Come,  Stand  close, 
Ar«d  now  rehearse  the  song,  we  inay  be  per- 
fect, [thcrs. 
The  drinkiqe  song ;  and  say  I  were  tiie  bro- 

THE  SOKO. 

Drink  to-day,  and  drown  all  sorrow^ 
You  shall  perhaps  not  do  it  tomorrow, 
.pest  while  you  have  it  use  your  breath ; 
Thei'e  is  no  drinking  after  death. 

Wine  works  the  heart  up,  wakes  the  wit. 
There  is  no  cure  'gainst  age  but  it. 
It  lielps  tlie  head-ach,  cough  and  ptisick, 
And  is  for  all  diseases  physick. 

Then  let  us  swill,  boys,  for  our  health ; 
Who  drinks  well,  loves  the  commonwealth. 
And  he  that  will  to  bed  go  sober, 
Fal^s  with  tlie  leaf,  still  in  October. 

^ell  have  you  borne  yourselves.  A  red  deer 

pie,  boys, 
And  that  no  lean  one,  I  bequeath  your  virtues. 
What  friends  hast  thou  to-day7  no  citizens  ? 
Font.  Yes,  father,  the  old  crew. 


Cook.  By  the  mass,  true  wenches ! 
Sirrah,  set  by  a  chine  of  beef,  and  a  hot  pastyi 
And  let  the  joll  of  sturgeon  be  corrected : 
And  (do  you  mark,sir?)  stalk  me  to  a  pheasant. 
And  see  an  vou  can  shoot  her  into  th'  cellar. 

But.  God-a-mercy,  lad,  send  me  thy  roar- 
ing Ijottles'*, 
And  with  such  nectar  I  will  see  'em  fill'd. 
That  all  thou  speak'st  shall  be  pure  Helicon. 

Enter  Latorch, 
Monsieur  Latorch?  W^hat  news  with  him? 
Save  you !    ^  [men  ! 

Lat.  Save  you,  master !  save  you,  gentle* 
You're  casting  for  this  preparation. 
This  ioy ful  supper  for  the  royal  brodiers. 
I'm  glad  I've  met  you  fitly,  for  to  your  charge^ 
My  bountiful  brave  Butler,  I  must  deUver 
A  bev^  of  young  lasses,  that  must  look  on 
This  night*s  solemnity,  and  see  the  two  dukes. 
Or  I  shall  lose  my  credits  You  have  stowage  I 
But.  For  such  freight  111  find  room,  and 

be  your  servant. 
Cook.  Bring  them ;  they  shall  not  starve 
here;  I'lT send 'em  victuals 
Shall  work  you  a  good  turn,  thought  be  ten 
days  hence,  sir. 
Lat.  G(x]-a-mercy,  noble  master ! 
Cook.  Nay,  I'll  do't. 
Yeo.  And  wine  they  shall  not  want,  let  *em 

drink  like  ducks. 
Lai.  What  misery  it  is  that  minds  so  royal. 
And  such  most  honest  bounties,  as  yours  are^ 
Should  be  confiu'd  thus  to  uncertainties ! 
But.  Ay,  were  the  state  once  settled,  then 

we  had  places ! 

Yeo.  Then  we  could  shew  ourselves,  and 

help  our  friends,  sir.  [where  now 

Cook.  Ay,  tlien  there  were  some  savour  in'f, 

We  live  between  two  stools,  every  hour  ready 

To  tumble  on  our  noses;   and  far  aught  we 

know  yet, 
For  all  tins  supper,  ready  to  fast  the  next  day. 
Lat.  I  would  fain  speak  unto  you,  out  of 
pity. 
Out  of  the  love  I  bear  you,  out  of  honesty. 
For  your  own  goods;   nay,  for  the  general 
blessing.  rp"*y.  B^  forward ! 

Cook.  And  we  would  as  fain  hear  you ; 
Lat.  Dare  you  but  think  to  make  your- 
selves up  certainties,  [bled? 
Your  plcu:es  and  your  credits  ten  times  dou- 
Tbe  prince's  favour  ?  Hollo's  ? 
Bui.  A  sweet  gentleman  1 
Yeo.  Ay,  and  as  boiinteous,  if  he  had  hit 
-    right  too.                             [deed,  boyst 
Cook.  By  the  mass,  a  royal  gentleman  in<* 
He'll  make  the  chimnies  smoak  ! 

Lot.  He  would  do,  friends  ;  [ers. 

And  you  too,  if  he  had  bis  right,  true  courti* 
What  could  you  want  then  ? — Dare  you? 

•»  Pant.  God-a-mercy,  lad,  $tnd  me  ihy  roaring  bottlet.]  Mr.  Seward,  we  think  properly, 
jjSves  this  speech  to  the  Butler,  instead  of  the  *  sober,  grave,  honest  Pander,  to  whom  it  be* 
longs  neither  by  character  nor  ofl&ce.'  For  Ood-^i-mercy  he  reiMis,  Gramercy^  which  we 
fannot  thank  allowable.    The  ({U9X%o  i^js,  dad  s  the  folio^  i^(/^ 
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TBdfe  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLD, 


[Act  S.  Scene  S» 


CooXr.  Tray  be  short,  sir*  [sufe  you^ 

Lot,  And  this,  roy  soul  upon*t,  I  dare  as- 

If  you  but  dare  your  parts 

Oiok.  Dare  not  roe,  monsieur; 
For  I  that  fear  neither  fire  nor  water,  sir. 
Dare  do  enough*  a  man  would  think. 

Yeo.  Believe%  sir, 
Butniake  this  good  upon  us  you  have  promised, 
You  shall  not  find  us  flinchers. 
Lat,  Then  I'll  be  sudden. 
Pant,  What  may  this  mean  ?  and  whither 

would  he  drive  us? 
Lot,  And  first,  for  what  you  must  do  (be- 
cause all  danger 
Shall  be  apparently  tied  up  and  muzzled, 
The  matter  seeming  mighty)  there's  your  pai^ 
dons !  [God,  dct'rnd  us ! 

Pant.  Pardons  ?  is't  come  to  that  ?  Good 
Lot.  And  here's  five  hundred  crowns,  in 
bounteous  earnest: 
And  DOW,  behold  the  matter. 

[Givet  each  a  paper. 
But,  What  ate  these,  sir? 
Yeo,  And  of  what  nature?  to  what  use? 
Lat,  Imagine.  [abominably) 

Cook.  Will  they  kill  rats?  (diey  eatmy  pies 
Or  work  upon  a  woman  cold  as  Christmas? 
I  have  an  old  jade  sticks  upon  my  fingers. 
May  I  taste  them  ? 

Lot,  Is  your  will  made  ?  [pay  you. 

And  have  yo\i  said  your  prayers  ?  for  thiey'll 
And  now  to  come  up  to  you,  for  your  know- 
ledge. 
And  for  the  good  you  never  shall  repent  you. 
If  you  be  wise  men  n6w— - 
Ckfok,  Wise  as  you  will,  sir, 
iMt,   These  must  be  put  then  into  th' 
8ev*ral  meats 
Young  Otto  loves;  by  you  into  his  wine,  sir, 
Into  his  bread  by  you  ;  by  you  into  his  linen. 
Now,  if  you  desire,  you  have  found  the  means 
To  make  yo ;  and.  if  ye  dare  not,  ye  have 
Foimd  your  ruin :  Resolve  me  ere  I  go« 
But,  You'll  keep  faith  with  us? 
Lat,  May  I  no  more  see  light  else! 
Cook.  Why,  'tis  done  tlien. 
But.  Tb  done. 
Pant,  It  is  done  which 
Sliali  be  undone. 

Lat,  About  it  then !  farewell ! 
Ye'rc  aU  of  one  mind  ? 
Cook.  All. 
Omnes.  All,  all. 
.  lat.  Why  then,  all  happy !  [Erit. 

But,  What  did  we  promise  him  ? 
Yeo.  D'you  ask  that  now? 
But,  I  would  be  glad  to  know  what  'tis. 
Pant,  ni  tell  you; 
It  is  to  be  all  villains,  knaves,  and  traitors. 
Cook.  Fine  wholesome  titles ! 


JBit^.  But,  if  we  dare  go  forward 

Cook.  We  may  be  hang'd,  drawn,  and  quar« 

Pant,  Very  true,  sir !  [ter'd. 

Cook.  Oh,  what  a  goodlv  swing 
Shall  I  give  tlie  gallows !  Yet  I  think  too 
This  may  be  done,  and  we  may  be  rewarded. 
Not  with  a  rope,  but  with  a  royal  master: 
And  yet  we  may  be  hang'd  too. 

Yeo.  Say  'twere  done ; 
Who  is  it  don^for?  Is  it  not  for  RoUo, 
And  for  his  right? 

Cook.  And  yet  we  may  be  hang'd  too. 

But.  Or  say  he  take  it,  say  we  be  disco* 
ver'd  ?  [protect  us  f 

Yeo.  Is  not  the  same  man  bound  still  to 
Are  we  not  his? 

But.  Sure  he  will  never  fail  us. 

Cook,  If  he  do,  friends,  we  shall  find  that 

will  hold  us.  [pose. 

And  yet,  methinks,  this  prologue  to  our  pur- 

These  crowns  should  promise  more.   Ti&  ea« 

sily  done. 
As  easy  as  a  man  would  roast  an  egg. 
If  that  be  all :  For,  look  you,  gentlemen  ! 
Here  stand  my  broths ;  my  finger  slips  a  little, 
Down  drops  a  dose;  I  stir  him  with  my  ladle. 
And  there  s  a  dish  for  a  duke;  oUa  podrida. 
He/e  stands  a  bak'd  meat,  he  wants  a  little 

seasoning ; 
A  foolish  mistake !  my  spice-box,  gentlemen. 
And  put  in  some  of  this,  the  matter's  ended; 
Dredge  you  a  dish  of  plovers,  there's  the  arl; 
Or  in  a  ^ingale,  a  little  does  it"».       [on't;' 

Yeo,  Or  as  I  fill  my  wine 

Cook,  Tis  very  true,  sir,  [neatly  first. 
Blessing  it  with  your  hand,  thus  quick  and 
Tis  past. 

Yeo.  And  done  once,  'tis  as  easy 
For  him  to  thank  us  for  it,  and  reward  os« 

Pant.  But  'tis  a  damned  sin ! 

C^A;.  I  never  fear  that;  [boys. 

The  fire's  my  play-feUow.  Now  I'm  resolv'd^ 

But,  Why  then,  have  with  you. 

Yeo.  The  same  for  me.  • 

Pant,  For  me  too. 

Cook.  And  DOW,  no  more  our  worships,  but 
our  lordships. 

Pant,  [aiide.j  Not  this  year,  on  my  know^ 
ledge  2  I'll  unlord  you.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Servant  and  Sewer. 

Serv,  Perfume  the  room  round,  and  pre* 
pare  the  table. 
Gentlemen  officers,  wait  in  your  places. 

Sewer.  Make  room  there ; 
Room  for  the  dukes'  meat!  Gentlemen,  be 
bare  there ;  Fg^P^i^ ; 

Clear  all  the  entrance.  Guard,  put  by  those 


^  Or  in  a  ealingale,  a  littU  doet  i/.]  Tinh  line  is  restored  from  the  old  qoarto.  Gatingak^ 
the  dictionaries  tell  us,  is  an  Indian  herb,  verv  savoury.  It  was  probably  eaten  either  as  a 
salhid,  or  pickle,  or  used  in  some  sauce ;  otkerwiie  it  is  scarcely  intelligiblo  in  this  phice. 
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And,  gentlemen-ushers^ see  Uie gallery  dear; 
The  dukes  are  coming  on. 

Hautboys ;  a  banquet. 

Enter  Sophia,  between  Rolh  and  Otto,  Au^ 
brey,  Latorch,  GUbert,  Baldwin^  attendr 
ants,  Hamondy  Matilda^  and  Edithm 
Serv,  Tis  certainly  infonn'd. 
Otto,  Reward  the  fellow,  a 
And  look  you  mainly  to  it. 
Serv,  My  life  for  yours,  sir  ! 
Soph.  Now  am  I  straight,  ray  lords,  and 
youne  again ;  [aoms, 

My  long-smce-blasted  hopes  shoot  out  in  blos;- 
The  fruits  of  everlastiue  love  appearing. 
Oh !  my  blest  boys,  thelionour  of  my  years. 
Of  all  my  cares  the  bounteous  fair  rewarders, 
Oh !  let  me  thus  embrace  you,  thus  for  ever 
Within  a  mother's  love  loci  up  your  friend- 
ships! [twinings. 
And,  my  sweet  sons,  once  more  with  mutual 
As  one  chaste  bed  begot  ye,  make  one  body  I 
^ssings  from  ileav'n  in  thousand  show  rs 
fall  on  ye!  [equall'd! 
Aub.  Oh,  woman's  goodness  never  to  be 
May  the  most  sinful  creatures  of  tliy  sex, 
But  kneeling  at  thy  monument,  rise  saints ! 
Soph.  Sit  down,  my  worthy  sons ;  my  lords, 
your  places. 
Ay,  now  methinks  the  table's  nobly  fumisb'd ; 
Now  the  meatnourisbesi  the  wine  gives  spirit; 
And  all  the  room,  stuck  with  a  general  plea- 
sure. 
Shews  like  the  peaceful  bower  of  happiness. 
Aub.  Long  may  it  last !  and,  from  a  heart 
fiird  with  it 
Full  as  ray  cup,  I  give  it  round,  roy  lords. 
Bold.  And  may  that  stubborn  heart  be 
drunk  with  sorrow 
Refuses  it !  Men  dying  now  should  take  it. 
And,  by  the  virtue  of  this  cerefbony. 
Shake  off  their  miseries*  and  sleep  m  peace. 
ildUo,  You're  sad,  my  noble  brother. 
Otto.  No,  indeed,  sir. 
Soph.  No  sadness,  my  sweet  son,  tliis  day. 
Rollo.  'Pray  you  eat; 
Something  is  here  youVe  lov'd ;  taste  of  this 
It  will  prepare  your  scdmach.  •  [dish. 

Otto.  Thank  ^ou,  brothers 
I  am  not  now  dispos'd  to  eat«    ' 

Rollo.  Or  that; 
(You  put  us  out  of  heart,  man)  come,  these 

bakM  ineats 
"Were  ever  your  best  diet, 
OttQ   None,  J  thank  you. 
Soph.  Are  you  well,  lioble  child? 
Otto.  Yes,  gracious  mother. 

^  Rollo.  And  will  you  keep  it  in  this  general  freedom ; 
A  little  health  preferred  before  ourfriendship  f 
Otto.  I  pray  you  excuse  me,  sir.]  These  lines  are  not  found  in  the  old  quarto,  yet  no 
•ne  can  well  doubt  of  their  being^cnuiue.        Seward. 

•4  For  a  foul  knave,  &c.'J  The  octavos  of  1711  and  1750  omit  this  line ;  not,  as  we  suppose, 
meaning  to  reprobate  it,  but  through  inatteniioa  in  tb«  £ditors  of  1711,  not  sutficiently 
aiikerted  to  by  those  of  1750* 


RoUo.  Give  him  a  cnp  of  wine,  then* 
Pledge  the  health; 
Drink  it  to  me;  I'll  give  it  to  my  mother. 

Soph.  Do,  my  best  child. 

Ottof^  I  must  not,  my  best  mother, 
Indeed  I  dare  not ;,  for,  of  late,  my  body 
Has  been  much  weakened  by  excess  of  diet; 
The  promise  of  a  fever  hanging  on  me. 
And  e'en  now  ready,  if  not  by  abstinence— » 

RoUo.  And  will  you  keep  it  in  this  general 
freedom  •*? 
A  little  health  preferr'd  before  our  friendship  ? 

Otto.  I  pray  yoa  excuse  me,  sir. 

RoUo.  Excuse  yourself,  sir; 
Come, 'tis  your  fear,  and  not  your  fever, 
brother,  [ncss ! — 

And  you  have  done  me  a  most  worthy  kind-* 
My  royal  mother,  and  you,  noble  lords, 
Hear,  for  it  now  concerns  me  to  speak  boldly : 
What  faith  can  be  expected  from  his  vows; 
From  his  dissembling  smiles,  what  fruit  of 

friendship; 
From  all  his  full  embracesy  what  blest  issue ; 
When  he  shall  brand  me  here  for  base  suspi- 
He  takes  me  for  a  poisoner——  [cion  f 

Soph.  Gods  defend  it,  son  ! 

Rollo.  For  a  foul  knave,  a  villain,  and  am 
fears  me**. 

Otto.  I  could  say  something  too. 

Soph,  You  must  not  so,  sir. 
Without  your  great  forgetfuUiess  of  virtoe: 
This  is  your  brother,  and  your  honoured  bro« 
Indeed  your  loving  broth^.  [ther, 

Rollo.  If  he  please  so. 

Soph.  One  Dofale  father,  with  as  noble 
thoughts,  [you ; 

Begot  your  minds  and  bodies;  one  care  rocked 
And  one  trutli  to  you  both  was  ever  sacred. 
Now  fy,  my  Otto !  whither  flies  your  eood- 
ness?  [tinpf 

Because  the  right-hand  has  the  pow^r  of  cut- 
Shall  the  left  presently  cry  out  Tis  maim'df 
They're  one,  my  child,  one  power,  and  on« 

performance. 
And,  join'd  togetlier  thus,  one  love,  one  body. 

Aub.  I  do  beseech  your  Grace,  take,  to 
your  thoughts 
More  certain  counsellors  than  doubts  and 
fears ;  [selves 

They  strangle  nature,  and  disperse  them- 
(If  once  believ'd;  into  such  fogs  and  errors. 
That  the  bright  truth  herself  can  never  sever. 
Your  brother  is  a  royal  gentleman. 
Full  of  himself,  honour,  and  honesty; 
And  take  heed,  sir,  how  nature  bent  t« 

goodness, 
So  straight  a  cedar  in  itself,  uprightuess, 
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Being  ttrrrstcd  from  its  true  base,  prove  not 
dangerous  «5.  f  too  patient. 

Roih.  Nay,  my  good  brother  knows  J  am 
Lat.  Why  should  your  Grace  think  him  a 
poisoner  f 
lias  he  no  more  respect  to  piety? 
And,  but  he  Ims  by  oath  tied  up  his  fiiry, 
AVho  durst  but  think  that  t^iougbt? 
Aub.  Away,  thou  firebrand !  [place, 

Lai,  If  men  of  his  sort,  of  his  power,  and 

The  eldest  son  in  honour  to  this  dukedom 

Bald,  For  shame,  contain  thy  tongue,  thy 

poisonous  tongue^       ' 

That  with  her  burning  venom  will  infect  all, 

And  once  more  blow  a  wild6re  tliro'  tli^ 

dukedom  I  [man, 

Gis,  Latorch,  if  thou  be'st  honesty  or  k 

Contain  thyself. 

Jub.  Goto;  no  more!  byllcav'n, 
You'll  find  you\-e  plaid  the  fool  else !  not  a 
word  more ! 
Soph.  Prithee,  sweet  son ! 
RoUo.  Let  him  alone,  sweet  mother.  And, 
my  lords,  ' 

To  make  you  understand  how  mnch  I  honour 
This  sacred  peace,  and  next  my  innocence. 
And  to  avoid  all  further  difference 
Discourse  may  draw  on  to  a  way  of  danger, 
I  quit  my  place,  and  take  my  leave  for  this 

night, 
Wisliing  a  general  joy  may  dwell  among  you. 
Jub.  Shall  we  wait  on  your  Grace? 
Rolio.  1  dare  not  break  you. 
Latorch !  [Exeunt  RoUo  and  Lat. 

Soph^  D'  you  now  perceive  your  brother's 
sweetness**?  [had  eyes, 

Otto,  Oh,  mother-,  that  your  tenderness 


Discerning  eyes,  wbat  wdiild  this  man  appesir 

then! 
The  tale  of  Sinon,  when  he  took  upon  him 
To  ruin  Troy ;  with  what  a  cloud  of  cunninjg 
He  hid  his  heart,  nothing  appearing  outwaros 
But  came  like  innocence  and  dropping  pity, 
Si(rhs  thtit  would  sink  a  navy,  and  bad  talcs 
Ah\h  to  take  the  ears  of  Saints'  belief  too ; 
And  what  did  all  these?  blew  the  fire  tcf 

Ilium ! 
His  crafty  art  (but  more  refif)*d  by  study  •») 
My  brother  has  put  oh  s  Oh,  I  could  tell  yon^ 
But  for  tlie  reverence  I  bear  to  nature. 
Things  that  would  Make  ^our  honest  blood 
move  backward; 

Soph,  You  dare  tell  nie  ? 

Otto.  Yes,  in  your  private  closet^ 
Where  I  will  presently  attend  you.    Rise ! 
I  am  a  little  troubled,  but  'twill  off. 

Soph.  Is  this  the  joy  I  look'd  for? 

Otto.  All  will  mend;  .  v 

Be  not  disturb'd,  dear  mother ;  I'll  not  fail 
ydu.  [Exeunt  Sophia  und  Otto: 

Bald,  I  do  not  like  tliis. 

Anb.  That's  still  in  our  powers ; 
But  how  to  make  it  so  that  we  may  like  it-^ 

B€Ud,  Beyond   us    ever  !-^Latorch,   me^ 
thought,  was  busy; 
That  fellow,  if  not  look'd-to  narrowly. 
Will  do  a  Sudden  mischief. 

Avb,  Hell  look  to  him  I 
For  if  there  may  be  a  devil  above  all  yet,' 
That  rogue  will  make  him.    Keep  you  ttf^ 

this  night ; 
And  so  \t\\i  I,  for  much  I  fear  a  danger. 

Bald,  I  willy  and  in  my  watches  use  mt 
prayers;  [Exeunti 


«s  And  take  heed,  ur^  ham  Nature  bent  to  goodneitj 
(So  straight  a  cedar  to  himself)  uprightneu  , 

Be  wrettedfrom  his  true  use,  prove  not  doflgerout.]  'This  passage,  Which,  as  it  has  beeA 
hitherto  printed,  seemed  to  Mr.  Sympson  quite  unintelligible,  like  a  crystal  stream  disturbed 
in  a  bright  day,  contains  the  glittenng  fragmenls  of  a  most  poetic  sentiment.  I  strike  out 
the  parenthesis,  and  read  ittelffor  himtelf\  it  being  evident  that  uprighineu  is  the  straight 
cedar.  Being  for  be  restores  tlie  grammar,  and  line^  growth^  or  coune,  instead  of  use^  will 
either  of  them  carry  on  the  metaphor :  so  will  base ;  and  as  that  is  nearest  the  trace  of  tiie 
letters,  thuugh  it  but  this  instant  occurred,  I  shall  venture  it  into  the  tciLt.        Seward. 

*  ^  Soph.  Do  you  fiow  perceixeyour  brother^i  iofeetneu  f]  This  line  is  restored  from  the  old 
quarto.        Seward. 

*7  His  r^rafty  art  {but  more  r^d  by  study).]  This  line,  so  necessary  to  the  sense  and 
lindoubtedly  genuine,  is  not  in  tlie  quarto,  but  in  the  folio  ef  1679:        Setoardi 


ACT  IIL 


SCENE  1. 

JEnf«r  Sophia,  Otto,  Matilda^  and  tldith. 

Qtto»  "VTOU  wonder,  madam,  that,  for  all 

^      the  shows 
My  brother  Rollo  makes  of  hearty  love,  [us. 
And  free  possession  of  the  dukedom  'twixt 
I  notwitlistanding  should  stand  still  suspicious; 


As  if,  beneath  those  veils,  he  did  convef 

Intents  and  practices  of  hate  and  treasod^ 
Soph.  It  breeds  indeed  my  wouder. 
Otto,  Which  makes  mine, 
Since  'tis  so  safe  and  broad  a  beaten  way,- 
Beneath  the  name  of  friendship  to  betray. 
Soph.  Tho',  in  remota  and  furthcr^ffa^ 
fe«UQns^ 
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Tbese  (akhoods  are  so  oosunoiii  yet  in  lum 

They  cannot  so  force  nature. 

(Ato.  The  more  near  [seveTy 

The  bands  of  truth  bind,  the  more  oft  they 
Being  better  cloaks  to  cover  faUhood  evej. 

Soph,  It  cannot  be,  that  fruits  the  tree  so 
blasting**. 
Can  grow  in  nature.  Take  heed,  gentle  Sony 
Lest  some  suborned  suggester  of  t|iese  trea^ 

sons. 
Believed  in  him  by  you,  provoke  the  rather 
Ilis  tendfrr  envies  to  such  foul  attempts ; 
Or  that  yoor  too-much  love  to  rule  alone 
Breed  not  in  him  this  jeidous  passion^: 
There  is  not  any  ill  we  might  not  bear, 
Were  not  our  good  held  at  a  price  too  dear. 

Otto,  So  apt  is  Treachery  to  be  excus'd, 
That  Innocoiice  is  still  alood  abas*d ; 
The  fate  of  Virtue  ev'n  her  friends  perverts. 
To  plead  for  Vice  oftrtimes  agaiost  their 

hearts: 
HeavVs  blessing  is  her  curse,  which  she  must 

bear. 
That  she  may  never  love  herself  too  dear^. 


Soph.  AlaSy  my  sob,  apr  fate,  nor  Heav'n 
itself,  [good 

Can  or  would  wrest  my  whole  care  of  your 
To  any  least  secureness  in  your  ill : 
What  I  urge  issues  from  my  curious  fear. 
Lest  you  wo  aid  make  your  meaiis  to  'scape 

your  snare : 
Doubt  of  sincereness  is  the  only  mean, 
Not  to  incense  it,  but  corrupt  it  clean. 
OUo,  I  rest  as  far  from  wrong  of  all  sin- 
cereness, [madam^ 
Aft  he  flies  from  the  practice<»    Trust  me, 
I  know  by  their  confessions  he  suborned. 
What  I  should  eat,  drink,  touch,  or  only  have 

scented^ 
This  evening- feast,  was  poisonM :  But  I  fear 
His  open  violeuce  more,  that  treHclterous 

Which  ho,  in  his  insatiate  thirst  of  rule, 
Is  like  to  execute^ 

Soph.  Believe  it,  son, 
If  stiU  his  stomach  be  so  foul  to  feed 
On  such  gross  objects,  and  that  thirst  to  rule 
The  slate  alone  be  yet  unquench*d  in  him. 


Mr.  Theobald,  from  the  old  quarto, 


*  le  cannot  he,  that  fruiti^  the  tree  9Q  blaitingJ] 

puts -{'  the  tree  so  blastina*)  in  a  parenthesis  a  andf  Mr.  Sympson  would  read  blasted  }  botk 

join  in  the  same  sense,  *  the  tree  being  so  blasted,  or  of  such  a  blasting  nature.*  But  if  the 
tree  is  so  blasted,  or  blasting,  where  is  the  wonder  that  it  should  produce  bad  fruit  ?  I  strike 
out  even  the  comma,  and  understand  it  in  this  sense,  *  It  cannot  be  that  fruits  so  blastinj^ 
the  tree  from  whence  they  sprunj^  should  grow  in  nature.'  Here  Rollo  is  the  fruit,  she 
herself  the  tree,  one  of  whose  natural  branches  Rollo  would  blast,  and  by  consequence  the 
tree  itself.        Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  is  certainly  ri^it  in  his  reading  and  explanation;  and  yet,  by  a  strange 
confusion  of  ideas,  quite  wrong  in  his  commentary.  It  is  plain  from  the  speech  of  Otto^ 
to  which  this  is  an  iniroediatc  answer,  that  falshood  is  the  supposed  fruity  and  Truth  the 
tree ;  Rollo  bein;;  here  accused  of  engrafting  treachery  on  fdeudsliip^  ajid  murder  oo  th# 
shews  of  natural  affection  and  consanguinity. 

«  Take  heed,  gentle  son f 

I^est  some  stibom*d  suggester  of  these  treasons, 
Believ'd  in  him  by  yojt,  provok'd  the  rather 
His  tender  envies  to  suck  foul  attempts; 
Or  that  your  too  much  loroe  to  rule  alone, 

Bred  not  of  hi/n  this  jealous  passion,]  So  quarto.    The  t#o  following  editions  read  thi 
last  line, 

'  Breed  not  in  him  this  jealous  passion.' 
Mr.  Seward,  in  the  third  line,  rcAda  provoke  instead  at  provok*d ;  *  which  word,*  says  be| 
*  would  imply  Sophia^s  belief  of  Rollo  s  attempt,  which'  she  4lid  not  give  credit  to/  In  this 
variation  we  ihink  him  perfectly  right;  but  not  in  his  restoring  the  last  line  from  the  quarto^ 
which  appears  evidently  corrupt.  The  meaning  of  the  passage  is,  '  Take  care  lest  youi* 
suspicion  should  provoke  his  violence,  or  vour  ambition  breed  his  jealousy.' 
»*  Hefiv'n's  biessirig  is  her  curse,  which  she  must  bear, 

That  she  may  never  lore. 
Soph.  Alas,  my  sou,  &c.j  The  second  line  is  left  thus  imperfect  in  sense  and  measure  In 
all  the  editions.  By  observing  the  tendency  of  the  sense  one  may  ask,  What  is  the  moral 
reason  why  Virtue  in  this  life  should  be  permitted  by  Heaven  to  fall  under  obloquy  and  di^ 
grace?  Lest  self-approbatinn  and  self-love  should  puff  up  the  heart  of  the  virtuous  man  tO 
pride  and  vanity.    The  following  words  give  this  sense,  and  complete  the  rhime : 

* which  she  must  bear, 

'  That  she  mfvy  never  love  herself  too  dear? 
After  this  had  oceurred,  by  looking  back  I  found  this  made  a  direct  parody  to  the  coacluiioa 
Of  Sophia's  last  speech : 

'  There  is  not  any  ill  we  might  not  bear, 
'  Were  not  onr  good  held  at  a  price  Utn  dear  J 
This  therefore  adds  greatly  to  the  probability  of  Uie  conjecturtt.        Smaird* 
Vol.  IL  X 
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Poisons,  And  such  close  treasons,  ask  more 

time 
Than  can  suffice  his  fiery  spirit's  haste : 
And,  were  there  in  him  such  desire  to  hide 
So  false  a  practice,  there  would  likewise  rest 
Conscience  and  fear  in  him  of  open  force; 
And  therefore  close  nor  open  you  need  fear. 
Mat.  Good  madam,  stand  not  so  inclined 

to  trust 
What  proves  his  tendVest  thoughts  to  douht 

it  just. 
Who  knows  not  the  unbounded  flood  and 

sea3«, 
In  which  my  brother  Bollo's  appetites 
Alter  and  rage?  with  every  puff  and  breath, 
His  swelling  blood  exhales;  and  therefore 

hear,  [use 

What  gives  my  temperate  brother  cause  to 
His  readiest  arcumspection,  and  consult 
For  remedy  'gainst  all  his  wicked  purposes. 
If  he  arm,  arm  ;  if  lie  strew  mines  of  treason. 
Meet  him  with  countermines:  Tis  justice 

still 
(For  goodness^  sake)  t*  encounter  ill  with  ill. 
Soph,  Avert  from  us  such  justice,  equal 

Heav'n  *», 
And  all  such  cause  of  justice'! 
y  Otto.  Past  all  doubt 
(For  all  the  sacred  privilege  of  ni^ht) 
This  is  no  time  for  us  to  sleep  or  rest  in : 
Who  knows  not  all  things  holy  are  prevented 
With  ends  of  all  impiety  ?  all  but 
Lust,  gain,  ambition  33  ? 

Enter  Rolio  armedy  and  Latorch, 
Rolfo.  Perish  all  the  world 
Ere  I  but  lose  one  foot  of  possible  empire, 


By  sleights  and  colonr  us'd  by  slaves  and 

wretches ! 
I  am  exempt  by  birth  from  both  those  curbs. 
And  sit  above  them  in  all  justice,  since 
I  sit  above  in  power :  Wliere  power  is  giv'n^ 
Is  all  the  right  suppos'dof  earth  and  lienv'n. 

Lat.  Prove  both,  sir  ;  see  the  traitor  1 

Otto.  He  comes  armM ; 
See,  mother,  now  your  confidence  ! 

Soph,  What  rage  affects  this  monster  f 

Hollo.  Give  me  way,  or  perish ! 

Soph.  Make  thy  way,  viper,  if  thou  thos 
affect  it ! 

Otto.  This  is  a  treason  like  thee  ! 

RoUo.  Let  her  go ! 

Soph.  Embrace  me,  wear  me  as  thy  shield, 
my  sod; 
And  thro*  my  breast  let  his  rude  weapon  run. 
To  thy  life's  innocence  ! 

Otto.  Play  not  two  parts, 
Treacher  and  coward  both,  but  yield  a  sword. 
And  let  thy  anuing  thee  be  odds  enough 
Against  mv  naked  bosom  ! 
•  Rollo.  Loose  his  hold  ! 

Mat.  Forbear,  base  murderer ! 

Hollo.  Forsake  our  mother ! 

Soph.  Mother  dost  thou  name  me. 
And  put  off  nature  thus? 

Hollo,  Forsake  her,  traitor. 
Or,  by  the  spoil  of  nature,  thorough  hers, 
This  leads  unto  thy  heart ! 

Otto.  Hold  ! 

Soph.  Hold  me  still.  [not  hazard 

Otto.  For  twenty  hearts  and  lives,  I  will 
One  drop  of  blood  m  yours. 

Soph.  Oh,  thou  art  lost  then  ! 
'    Otto,  Protect  my  innocence,  Heav'n ! 


s<  Who  knows  not  the  unbounded  flood  andseoy 
In  which  wy  brother  RolU/i  appetites 
Alter  and  rage  with  every  puff  and  breath  f 
His  so)elling  blood  exhales.]  *  Tliis  punctuation,'  Mr.  Seward  truly  remarks,  *  greatly 

*  diminishes  the  extreme  beauty  of  the  metaphors.     Exhales  signifies  boils  aad  flings  off  va- 
'  pours,  as  the  sea  in  storms  does  its  spray.    This  is  the  true  meaning  of  the  word,  from 

*  the  Latin  exhalare.    We  corrupt  it  when  we  say  the  sun  exhales  vapours  from  the  sea.' 

3"  Eaual  Heav^nli  Equal  is  here  used  in  the  sense  of  the  Latin  word  aquus,  and  means 
firoourable,  propitious. 
•«  Who  knows  not  all  things  holy  are  prevented. 
With  ends  of  all  impiety,  all  but 

Lust,  gainy  ambition  ?]  When  a  passage  is  utterly  darkened,  as  this  before  us,  and  almost 
evidently  by  the  loss  of  a  whole  sentence,  it  is  impossible  to  restore  it  with  certainty;  but 
a  due  observance  of  the  tendency  of  the  context,  the  character  that  utters  it,  and  the  genius 
and  spirit  of  the  Author,  may  lead  us  with  high  probability  to  the  sentiment,  though  not  to 
the  exact  words  of  the  original.  I  suppose  a  mall  corruption  both  in  the  first  and  second 
line.  The  good  Otto  is  in  all  his  speeches  full  of  moral  and  political  reflections,  and  there- 
fore the  following  one  seems  to  suit  both  what  precedes  and  follows  it : 

*  Who  knows  not  all  things  holy  are  perverted 

*  To  th'  ends  of  all  impiety  ?  thus  darktuss 
'  Lulls  all  things  in  security,  all  but 

*  Lust,  gain,  ambition/        Seward. 

These  variatrons  and  additions  Mr.  Seward  inserts  in  the  text;  but  though  the^ passage 
really  seems  to  be  corrupt,  we  cannot  venture  to  adopt  them.-  It  has  been  suggettcd,  that, 
by  understanding  the  word  preren^fi/ in  a  sense  which  it  not  unfrequently  bears,  that  of  being 
beforehand,  or  taking  place.  Otto  here  inculcates  the  doctrine,  •  That  impiety  aversmays 
rightcousuess,  and  all  considerations  but  those  of  lust,  gain,  and  ambition.' 


ActS.Scettel,] 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDY. 


15i 


Soph,  CaII  out  ^Murder !' 

Mat,  Be  murdered  aU,  but  saTC  him! 
.•  Ediih,  Murder !  murder  ! 

Rolh,  Cannot  I  reach  you  yet? 

Otto,  No,  fiend. 

Ritllo.  Latorcby 
Rescue !  I'lo  down. 

Lat.  Up  then ;  your  sword  cooU,  sSr : 
Fly  it  i*  th'  flame,  and  work  your  ends  out. 

RoUo,  Ha! 
Jlave  at  you  there,  sir! 

Enter  Aubrey, 

Anb.  Author  of  prodigies^ 
"What  siglits  are  these  ? 

Otto,  Oh,  give  rae  a  weapon,  Aubrey ! 

Soph.  Oh,  part  'em,  part  em  ! 

Aub,  For  lleav*n's  sake,  no  more ! 

Otto.  No  more  resist  his  fury ;  no  rase  can 
Add  to  his  mischief  done !  [Di«. 

Soph,  Take  spirit,  niy  Otto ; 
lieav'u  will  not  see  thee  die  thus. 

Mat,  He  is  dead, 
And  nothing  lives  but  death  of  every  goodness, 

Soph.  Oh,  he  hath  slaiu  his  brother ;  curse 
him.  Heaven ! 

EoUo,  Curse  and  be  curs*d !  it  is  the  fruit 
of  cursing. 
Latorch,  take  off  here;  bring  too  of  that 

blood 
To  colour  o'er  my  shirt ;  then  raise  the  coqrt, 
And  give  it  out  how  he  attempted  us. 
In  our  bed  naked.  Shall  the  name  of  Brother 
Forbid  us  to  enlarge  our  state  and  powers? 
Or  place  affects  of  blood  above  our  reason, 
That  tells  us  all  things  good  against  another. 
Are  good  ii|  the  same  line  against  a  brother  ? 
[Exeunt  Rolh  and  I^ torch. 

Enter  GUbert  end  Baldwin, 
Gi$.  What  fear3W  inforaa  these  outcries? 
Aub,  See,  and  griet'e. 
Git.  Prince  Otto  slain  ? 
'  Batd,  Oh,  execrable  slaughter ! 
What  hand  hath  authored  it? 
Aub,  Your  scholar's,  Baldwin. 
Bald.  Unjustly urg'd, lord  Aubrey;  as  iPI, 


For  being  his  scboolmaster^  must  teach  tlii« 

doctrine. 
You  are  his  counsellor ;  did  you  ailvise  bim 
To  this  foul  parricide?  [live 

Gis,  If  rule  affects  this  licence,  who  would 
^To  worse  than  die,  iu  force  of  his  obedience? 
Bald,  Heav'u's  cold  aud  liugViug  spirit  to 
punish  sin, 
And  human  blood  so  fiery  to  commit  it. 
One  so  outgoes  the  other,  it  will  uever 
Be  turn'd  to  fit  obedience. 

Aub.  Burst  it  then  [bound, 

With  his  fuU  swing  given.  Where  it  brooks  uq 
Complaints  of  it  are  vain ;  and  uU  that  rests 
To  be  our  refuge  (since  our  powers  aro 

streugthless) 
Is,  to  conform  our  wiMs  to  suffer  freely  >$ 
What  with  our  murmurs  we  can  never  master. 
Ladies,  be  pleas'd  with  what  IIeav'n*s  ple»* 

sure  suffer ; 
Erect  your  princely  countenances  and  spirits, 
And,  to  redress  tlie  mischief  now  resistless. 
Sooth  it  in  show,  rather  tlian  curse  or  cross 

Wish  all  amends,  and  vow  to  it  your  best. 
But,  'till  you  may  perform  it,  let  it  reat. 
Gis.  Those  temporizings  are  too  dull  and 
servile 
To  breathe  the  free  air  of  a  manly  soul. 
Which  shall  in  me' expire  in  execrations, 
Before  for  any  life  I  sooth  a  murderer ! 
Bald,  Pour  lives  before  him,  'till  his  own 
be  dry 
Qf  all  life  s  services  and  human  comforts ! 
Nqne  left  that  loQks  at  Heav'u*s  left  half  so 

base  3^ 
To  do  thqse  black  and  hellish  actions  grace  ! 

Enter  RollOf  Latorch,  Hamond,  and  Guard, 

Rollo.  Haste,  Latorch, 
And  raise  the  city,  a9  the  court  is  raised, 
Proclaiming  the  abhorr*d  conspiracy 
In  plot  against  my  life. 

tat.  I  shall,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Rollo,  You  there   that  mourn   upon  tins 
justly  slaiu^ 
Arise  and  leave  it,  if  you  love  your  lives ! 


9*  What  affairs  inform  ihe$^  outcries  9]  Varied  by  Mr.  Theobald. 

•*  Js  to  conform  our  wills  to  suffer  freely.^  Passive  obedience  and  non-resistance  to  princes 
bejng  the  absurd  bu(  almost  uiiiversal  doctrine  of  our  Authors'  age,  Aubrey  is  upon  that 
principle  a  very  complete  chan^jter.  And  every  reader,  who  wants  to  form  a  true  taste  of 
any  poem,  should  always  use  an  occasional  conformity  to  the  doctrijies  and  iciicts  of  the  age 
the  Poet  wrote  ia.  Without  this,  the  characters  of  Amintorin  The  Maid's  Tragedy,  of  Aecius 
in  Valentinian,  and  Aubrey  here,  together  witli  many  inferior  charncters,  wiii  not  be  near  so 
interesting  as  they  really  de5er\'e  to  be.  Seward. 
3*  None  less  that  looks  at  Heaven  is  half  so  base 

To  do  those  black  and  heUlsh  actions  grace,]  Th^r^  is  a  stiffness  in  the  first  line  which 
gives  suspicion  oi  a  mistake.     The  old  quarto  reads, 

<  None  left  tha,t  looks  ^t  Heavtn  's  Ir  ft  half  so  base.' 
This  was  evidently  wrong,  and  the  folio  and  octavo  are  only  the  conjectural  emendation  of 
the  former.    Mr.  Sympson  has,  I  believe,  restored  the  original,  a:9  he  gives  it  a  strongejc 
connexion  witli  the  foregoing  lines,  and  renders  the  sentence  natural  and  easy : 

'  *TiU  none  that  looks  at  Heaven 's  left  half  so  base.*        Seufard^ 
We  thii\k  the(][uarto  right,  and  perfectly  intelligible. 
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And  hear  fitMi  me  what  ^ept  by  you)  may 

8aveyou.  .[stir. 

Mat .  What  will  the  butcher  ^  ?  I  will  not 
Rollo,  Sur,  and  unforc'dstifyOr^rnev^ 

more !  [better 

Command  her,  you  grave  beldame,  that  ktiow 
My  deadljr  resolutions,  5ince  I  dne^  them 
From  the  infective  fountain  of  your  own; 
Or,  if  you  have  forgot,  this  fiery  prompter 
Shall  6x  the  fresh  impression  on  your  »eart ! 
Soph,  Rise,  daughter!  serve  his  will  in 

what  we  may. 
Lest  what  we  may  not  he  enforce  the  father. 
Is  this  all  you  command  usf 

Rolh.  This  addition 
Only  admitted  ;.  that,  when  I  <eDdea\X)ilkr 
To  quit  me  of  tliis  slaughter,  you  presume 

not 
To  cross  me  with  a  syllable,  nor  your  souls 
Murmur 37  uor  thiuk.  against  it;  but  weigh 

well, 
It  will  not  help  your  ill,  bat  help  to  more, 
And  that  my  hand,  wrought  thus  far  to  my 

will, 
Will  check  at  nothing  'till  his  circle  fill. 
Mat.  Fill  it,  so  I  consent  not;  but  who 

sooths  it  {it. 

Consents,  and  whp  consents  to  tyranny,  does 
Rolb.  False  traitress,  die  then  with  him ! 
Aub,  Are  you  mad. 
To  ofier  at  more  blood,  and  make  yourself 
More  horrid  to  your  people  ?  I'll  prdclaim, 
It  is  not  as  your  instrument  will  publish. 
Rollo,  Do,  and  take  that  along  with  you.—* 

So  nimble !  \^Aub,  disantu  him. 

Resign  my  sword,  and  dai'e  not  for  thy  soul 
To  oJQFer  what  thou  insolently  threat'fiest, 
One  word  proclaiming  cross  to  what  Latorch 
Uath  in  commission,  and  intends  to  publish. 
Auh.  Well,  sir,  not  for  your  threats,  but 

for  your  good. 
Since  more  hurt  to  you  would  more  hurt  your 

country, 
And  that  you  must  make  virtue  of  the  need 
Tliat  now  compels  you,  I'll  consent,  as  tlur 
As  silence  argues,  to  your  will  proclaimed. 
And  since  no  more  sons  of  your  princely  fa- 
ther 
Survive  to  rule  ^ut'  you,  and  that  I  wish 
you  should  rule  like  your  father,  with  the  We 
And  zeal  of  all  your  subjects,  this   foul 

slaughtet 
That  now  you  have  committed,  made  asham'd 


[Act  S.  Scene  1. 


of 


With  that  fair  blessitig,  that,  in  place 

plagues,  

Heav'n  tries  our  mending  disposition  witn. 
Take  here  your  sWord ;  which  now  use  like 

a  prince, 
And  no  more  like  a  tyrant* 

Rollo,-  Tiiis  sounds  well ; 
Live,  and  be  {gracious  with  os, 

Gu,^'  Bald,  Oh,  lord  Aubrey  ! 

Mat,  He  flatter  thus  ? 

Soph,  He  temporizes  fitly. 

GU,  Sf  Bald.  Wonder  invades  me" ! 

Rollo.  Do  yon  two  think  much 
That  he  thus  wisely,  and  with  need,  consei\t$ 
To  what  I  author  for  your  country's  good, 
You  being  my  tutor,  you  my  chancellor? 

Gis,  Your  cliancelior  is  not  ycur  flatterer, 
sir.  [buch  doctrine. 

Bald,  Nor  is't  your  tntor'S  part  to  shield 

Hollo,  Sir,  flrstknow  you, 
In  praise  of  your  pure  oratory  that  raised  you^ 
That  when  the  people  (who  I  know  bjj  this 
Are  rais'd  out  ot  their  rests,  and  hast'uing  hi- 
ther 
To  witness  what  is  done  here)  are  arrived 
With  our  Latorch,  that  you,  ex  tempore, 
Shall  fashion  an  oration  to  acquit 
And  justify  this  forced  fact  of  mine ; 
Or  for  the  proud  relusai  lose  your  head. 

Gis,  I  fashion  an  oration  to  acquit  you  ? 
Sir,  know  you  then,  that  'tis  a  thing  less  easy 
T'  excuse  a  parricide  than  to  commit  it. 

Rollo,  I  do  not  wish  you,  sir,  to  excuse 
me, 
But  to  accuse  my  brother  as  the  cause 
Of  his  own  slaughter,  by  attempting  mine. 

^Gis.  Not  for  the   world;  I  should  poor 
blood  on  blood ! 
It  were  another  murder,  to  accuse 
Him  that  fell  innocent. 

Rollo.  Away  with  him  1 
Hence,  hale  him  straight  to  execution ! 
'  Aub.^M  fly  such  rigour  your  amendful  hand. 

Rollo,  lie  perishes  with  him  that  sjpeaks 

for  him  !  LP*'"- 

Guard,  do  your  office  on  him,  on  your  lives* 

Gis.  Tyrant,  'twill  haste  thy  own  death. 

Kollo.  Let  it  wing  it ! 
He  tlircatens  i^e ;  Villahis,  teat  him  piece-* 
meal  hence! 

Guard.  Avant,  sir. 

Ham.  ForcO  him  hence ! 

kollo^  Dispatch  hin^,  captain : 


8'  To  cross  me,  &cj  W^  have  here  followed  the  quarto.  All  other  copies  exhibit, 
^  To  cross  me  with  a  syllable,  for  your  souls ; 
'  Murmur,  nor  think,  &c.' 

*  Rollo.  Wonder  in'iQades  me;  do  you  two  think  mvch,  &c.3  The  word*^  Woiider  invades 
me,'  which  express  a  person  wrapt  up  in  wonder  and  horror,  seemed  at  tirst  sight,  both  to 
Mr.  Sympson  and  me,  to  be  out  of  character  in  Rollo's  mouth,  and  by  joint  consent  we  give 
it  to  Sophia,  though  it  would  he  equally  proper  to  Matilda,  Baldwin,  or  Gisbert.  As  the 
Verses  are  often  divided  between  the  speakers,  this  alone  has  produced  several  hundred 
mistakes  in  speakers  in  our  Authors*  plays.        Seward, 

We  think  the  speech  should  he  placed  to  Oisbert  and  BaldwiUi  as  the  words  '  Ob^  lord 
Aubrey !'  are.    ttqllo's  reply  authorizes  it« 
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And  bring  me  mstant  word  lie  is  dispatchViy 
And  how  his  rhetorick  takes  it* 

Hum,  lit  not  fai],  sir.  [chief; 

Jt(Mo.  Capuin,  besides  remember  this  in 
That,  being  executed,  yoa  den^ 
To  all  his  friends  the  rites  of  iuneral, 
And  cast  his  carcase  out  to  dogs  and  fowls* 

Ham,  Tis  done,  my  lord. 

Rollo^  Upon  your  life,  not  fail ! 

[Rxeunt  Ham,  GU,  €md  Guard. 

Bald.  What  impious  daring  is  there  here 
of  Heav'n !  •  [the  people 

Hullo,  Sir,  now  prepare  yourself,  against 
Make  here  their  enti*y,  to  discharge  th' oration 
He  hath  denied  ray  will. 

Bald,  For  fear  of  death  .^ 
Ha,  ha,  ha! 

RoUo,  Is  death  ridiculous  with  you  ? 
Works  misery  of  age  this,  or  thy  judgment? 

Bald,  Judgment,  false  tyrant ! 

Itollo.  Yoall  mak«  no  oration  then  f 

Bald.  Not  to  excuse, 
Buit  aggravate  thy  murder,  if  thou  wilt ;    fit 
Which  I  will  so  enforce,  ril  make  tliee  wreak 
fWith  hate  of  what  thou  win'stby't)  on  thyself, 
With  such  another  justly-merited  mnrder! 

RoUo.  Ill  answer  you  anon  1 

Enter  Latorch, 

Lai.  The  citizens 
Are  basting,  sir,  in  heaps,  all  full  resolv'd, 
By  my  persuasion,  of  your  brother's  treasons. 

BoiUo,  Honest  Latorch ! 

Enter  Hamcnd. 

Ham.  See,  sir,  here's  Gisbeft's  head. 

Rollo.  Good  speed.  Was't  with  a  sword  ? 

Hum,  An  ax«,  my  lord.  [have  bad 

Rollo,  An  axe  ?  'twas  vilely  done !  I  would 
My  own  fine  headsman  done  k  with  a  sword. 
G(»,  take  this  dotard  here,  and  take  his  bead 
Off  with  a  sword. 

Ham^  Your  schoolmaster  } 

Rollo.  Ev'n  he.  [best 

BtUd.  For  teaching  thee  no  better ;  'tia  the 
Of  all  thy  damned  justices!  Away> 
Captain;  Til  follow. 

Edith.  Oh,  stay  there,  duke ; 
And,  in  the  midst  of  all  thy  blood  and  fury, 
Hear  a  poor  maid's  petitions,  hear  a  daughter, 
The  only  daughter  of  a  wretched  fttther ! 
Oh,  stay  your  haste,  as  you  shall  need  this 
mercy! 

Rollo,  Away  with  this  fond  woman ! 

Edith.  You  must  hear  me, 
If  there  be  any  spark  of  pity  in  you, 


If  «weet  humanity  and  merry  rule  yon ! 
I  do  confess  you  are  a  prince,  your  anger 
As  great  as  you,  your  execution  greater—— 

Rollo.  Away  with  him ! 

Edith.  Oh,  captain,  by  thy  manhood. 
By  her  soft  soul  that  bare  thee — I  do  con- 
fess, sir,  [righteous^ 
Your  doom  of  justice  on  -your  U)es  most 
Good  noble  pHfice,  look  on  me ! 

Rollo.  Take  her  from  me  \  [me ! 

Edith,  A  onrse  upon  his  life  that  hinders 
May  father's  blessing  never  fall  upon  him. 
May  Heav'n  ne'er  hear  his  prayers !  I  beseech 
you,  [hands  wooe  you» 

Oh,  sir,  these  tears  beseech  you,  tlK^sc  chaste 
That  never  yet  were  heav'd  but  to  things  holy. 
Things  like  yourself!  You  are  a  god  above  us; 
Be  as  a  god  them,  full  of  saving  mercy! 
Mercy,  oh,  mercy,  sir,  for  his  sake  mercy, 
That,'when  your  stout  heart  weeps,  shall  giw 

yr>u  pity  I 
Here  f  must  «!;row. 

Rollo.  By  Hvav'A,  I'll  strike,  thee,  woman ! 

Edith.  Most  willingly ;   let  all  thy  anger 

seize  me,  [man, 

Alt  the  most  ^udied  torments,  so  this  good 

This  old  man,  and  this  innocent,  escape  thee  I 

R/tllo.  Carry  him  away,  I  say  1  [pity> 

Edith.  Now  blessing  on  thee!  Oh,  sweet 
I  see  it  in  ttiy  eyes.  1  charge  you,  soldiers, 
Ev'n  by  the  prince's  power,  release  my  father! 
The  prince  is  merciful ;  why  do  you  hold  himf 
The  prince  forgets  his  fury ;  why  do  you  tu^ 
him  ?  [speaky  sir  1 

He  is  dd;  why  do  you  hurt  him?  Speak,  oh. 
Speak,  as  you  are  a  man !  a  man's  life  hanga, 

sir, 
A  friend's  life,  and  a  foster  life,  upon  yoa. 
'Tis  but  a  word,  but  mercy  quickly  spoke,  sir. 
Oh,  speak,  prince,  speak ! 

Ro/lo.  Will  no  man  here  obey  me? 
Have  I  no  rule  yet }  As  I  live,  he  dies 
That  does  not  execute  my  will,  and  suddenly  f 

Bald,  All  thou  canst  do  takes  but  one  short 
hour  from  me. 

Rollo,  Hew  off  her  hands  1 

Ham,  Lady,  hold  off! 

Edith.  No,  hew 'era; 
Hew  off  my  innocent  hands,  as  he  commandt 
you !  [Exit  Bald,  with  the  Guard. 

They  11  hang  the  faster  on  for  death's  convul- 
sion— [then? 
Thou  seed  of  rocks,  will  nothing  move  thee 
Are  all  my  tears  lost?  all  my  righteous  prayers 
Drown'd  in  thy  drunken  wrath  ?  I  stand  up 
thus  then>0, 


'I stand  up  thus  then; 


Thus  boldfyy  bloody  tyrant^ 

And  to  thy  face  in  Heav^n^  high  name  defy  thee,]  I  am  far  from  thinking  it  necessary 
to  fill  up  hemistichs  iMhere  the  sehse  does  not  require  it:  Here  it  does  not,  and  yet  I  verily 
think  there  has  been  an  omission.  This  is  one  of  the  noblest  and  most  correct  scenes  in 
the  %ho)e  play,  and  a  repetition  of  her  defiance  filling  up  the  measure,  and  giving  a  fine 
climax  to  the  workings  of  her  -passion,  I  have  ventured  to  msert  it,  and  to  divide  die  sen- 
tence into  separate  parts,        Sewurd. 

Mr« 
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[Act  d.  Scene  1, 


Thus  boldly,  bioody  tyrant,  [thee ! 

And  to  thy  face,  in  Heav*u's  high  name,  defy 
And  may  sweet  Mercy,  when  thy  soul  sighs 

for  it ;  [trembles  ; 

When  under  thy  black  mischiefs  thy  flesh 
When  neither  strength^noryouth^nor  friends, 

nor  gold,  [conscience, 

Can  stay  one  hour;  whpn  thy  most  wretched 
Wak'd  f'rom  her  dream  of  death,  like  fire  shall 

melt  thee;  [wounds, 

When  all  tliy  mother's  tears,  thy  brother's 
Tliy  people's  fears,  and  curses,  and  my  loss, 
My  aged  father's  los>s,   shall  stand  before 

thee [her  father ; 

Rollo,  Save  him,  T  say ;  run,  save  him,  save 
Fly,  and  redeem  his  head !      [Exit  Laturch. 

Edith,  May  then  that  pity, 
That  comfort  thou  expect'st  from  Hcav'n, 

that  Mercy,  [thee. 

Be  hwk'd  up  from  thce,fly  thee !  howlinns  find 

Despair,  (oh,  my  sweet  father !)  st  rns  of 

Blood  till  thou  burst  attain  !  [terrors, 

Rollo*  Oh,  fair  sweet  auger ! 

Enter  Latorch  and  Hamondy  with  a  head. 

Lnt.  I  came  too  late,  sir;  'twas  dispatch'd 
Xlis  head  is  here,  [before; 

Rollo.  And  my  heart  there !  Go,  bury  him  ; 
Give  him  fair  rites  of  funcral,dccent  honours. 

Edith.  Wilt  thou  not  take  me,  monster? 
Highest  Hcav*n, 
Give  him  a  punishment  fit  for  his  mischief ! 

Lat.  I  fear  thy  prayer  is  beard,  and  he 
rewarded. 
Lady,  have  patiepce ;  'twas  unhappy  speed ; 
Bl&me  not  the  duke,  'twas  not  his  fault,  but 
Fate's;  [ed. 

He  sent,  you  know,  to  stay  it,  and  command- 
In  pare  of  you,  the  heavy  object  hence 
^oon  as  it  came :  Have  better  thoughts  of  him! 

Enter  the  Citizens. 
1  C*/-  Where's  tliis  young  traitor? 
Lat.  Noble  citizens,  here ;  [lord. 

And  here  thtt  wounds  he  gave  your  sovereign 
1  Cit.  This  prince,  of  force,  must  be 


Belov'd  of  Heev'o,  whom  Heav'n  hath  thus 
preserv'd.  [know, 

2  PU.  And  if  he  be  belov'd  of  Heav'n,  you 
He  musi  be  just,  and  all  his  actions  so. 

Rollo.  Concluded  like  an  oracle.  Oh,  how 

A  grace  of  Heav'n  is  a  wise  citizen !     F  just, 
For  Heav'n  'tis  makes  'om  wise,  as't  maae  me 
As  it  preserv-d  me,  as  I  now  survive 
By  hii  strong  hand  to  keep  you  all  alive: 
Your  wives,  your  children,  goods  and  land^ 

kept  yours,  [power, 

That  had  been  else  prey  tq  his  tyrannous 
That  would  havo  prey'd  oq  me,  in  bed  asr 

saulted  me, 
In  sacred  time  of  peace.     My  mother  here, 
My  sister,  this  just  lord,  and  all  had  fill'd 
The  Cpftian  gulf  of  this  conspjracyl^ 
Of  which  my  tutor  and  iny  chancellor    [nest, 
(Two  of  the  gravest,  and  most  counted  ho« 
In  all  my  dukedom)    were  the   monstrous 

heads. 
Oh,  trust  no  hoqest  m^n  for  their  sakes  ever. 
My  politick  citizens;  but  those  that  bear 
The  na(nes  of  cut-throats,  usurers,  and  ty« 

rants,  [worid 

Oh,  those  believe  in;  for  the  foul-mouth'4 
Can  give  no  better  terms  to  simple  goodness. 
£v'n  me  it  dares  blaspheme,  and  thinks  me 

tyrannous  [tber : 

For  saving  my  own  life  sought  by  my  bra- 
Yet  tliosc  that  sought  his  life  before  by  poison 
(Tho'  mine  own  servants,  hoping  to  please  me) 
I'll  lead  to  death  for't,  which  your  eyes  shall 

1  Cit.  Why  what  a  prince  is  here !     [see, 

2  Cit.  Ho v' just  S 

3  Cit,  How  gentle !       , 

RqIIo.  Weil,  uow,  my  dearest  subjects,  or 
much  rather 
My  nerves,  my  spirits,  or  my  vital  blood. 
Turn  to  your  needful  rest,  tmd  settled  peace, 
Fix'd  in'this  root  of  steel,  from  whence  it 

<•    sprung, 
In  Heav'n 's  great  help  and  blessing  ^^:  But| 

ere  ^leep 
Bind  in  his  sv^eet  oblivion  your  dull  sense^ 


Mr.  Seward  reads, 


-1  stand  up  thus  then; 


*  Thus  boldly,  bloody  tyrant,  I  defjtjf  thee; 

*  And  to  thy  lace;  in  Heav'n's  high  name  defy  thee.' 

But  were  it  necessary  to  fill  up  the  hemistich,  we  should  recommend  this  mode; 
* T  stand  up  thus  then, 

*  Thus  boldly,  bloody  tyrant,  I  stand  up ^ 

*  And  to  thy  face,'  &c. 

which  supposes  an  omission  easily  accounted  for;  viz,  the  transcriber  taking  the  words  for 
an  accidental  repetition;  or,  finding  words  be  had  but  just  wrote,  hastily  passing  on  to  the 
following  line. 

40 And  all  had  feh 

The  Curtian  gulf  of  this  conspiracy.]  To  feci  a  gidf  is  certainly  fipoor  if  not  an  absurd 
expression ;  but  to  Jill  the  gulf,  as  Mr.  Symps'on  reads,  is  the  exact  poetical  idea  which  tlie 
metaphor  demands.        Sczcard. 

4*  In  Heavens  great  help.]  The  particle  in,  which  renders  this  passage  stiff  and  obscure^ 
seems  only  to  have  slipt  from  the  tonncr  line,  and  excluded  the  true  ODe«        Seward, 
'  Either  particle  is  sense* 


An  d.  i6ene  1.] 
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Which,  tho*  deatfi  stop  jouf  ears,  mediiukt 

should  ope  'em. 
Assay  to  forget  death. 

Edith .  Oh,  slaughtered  father ! 
Lat.  Cast  off  what  caiinot  be  redressM, 
aud  bless 
The  fate  that  yet  you  curse  so ;  since,  for  that 
You  spake  so  movingty,  and  your  sweet  eyes 
With  so  much  grace  6ird,  that  you  set  on  fire 
The  duke*s  affection^  whom  you  now  may  role 
As  he  tixlci  allhis  dukedom:  Is't  not  sweet  ? 
Does  it  not  shine  away  your  sorrows'  cio  ids  f 
Sweet  lady,  take  wise  heart,  and  hear,  and 
Edith,  1  hear  no  word  you  speak,  [telimc^ 
Lat.  Prepare  to  hear  then. 
And  be  not  barr*d  up  from  yourself  nor  add 
To  your  ill  fortune  with  your  far  worse 
judgment.  [joys 

Make  me  your  servant *•,  to  attend  with  all 
Your  sad  estate,  till  they  both  bless  and  speak 
it;  [cominand  me 

Sec  how  they'll  bow  to  you;  make  me  wait, 
To  watch  out  every  minute.   For  the  stayo 
Your  modest  sorrow  fancies,    raibc  vour 
graces,  [tion 

And  do  my  hopes  the  honour  of  your  mo- 
To  all  the  offer'd  heights  that  npw  attend  you. 
Oh,  how  your  touches  ravish!  how  the  duke 
Is  slain  already,  with  your  flames  enibrac*dM! 
I  will  botli  serve  and  visit  you,  and  often. 
Edith.  I  am  not  fit,  sir. 
Lat,  Time  will  make  you^  lady.  [Ereunt, 


The  name  and  yirtue  of  Heav'o's  king  ad'* 

vance 
Pbr  vours  (in  chief),  for  my  deliverance ! 
Citizens,  Heav'n  and  his  king  save  our  most 
pious  sovereign  !  [l2cfunt  Citizent. 

Hollo,  Thanks,  my  good  people. — Mother, 
and  kind  sister,  [thus 

And  you,  my  noble  kinsman,  things  borne 
Shall  make  ye  all  command  whatever  I 
£njoy  in  this  mv  absolute  cmpery. 
Take  in  the  body  of  ray  princely  brother. 
For  whose  death,  since  his  fate  no  other  way 
Would  give  ray  eldest  birth  his  supreme  right. 
We'll  mourn  the  cruel  influence  it  bears. 
And  wash  his  sepulchre  with  kindly  tears! 
Auh.  If  this  game  end  thus,  HeavVs  will 
rule  the  set! 
What  we  have  yielded  to,  we  could  not  let*. 
[Exeunt  omnet  prater  Latorck  and  Edith, 
Lot.  Good  lady,  rise;  and  raise  your  spi- 
rits withal. 
More  high  than  they  are  humbled :  You  have 

cause, 
As  much  as  ever  honoured  happiest  lady ; 
And  when  your  cars  are  freer  to  take  in 
Your  most  amendfuland  uiunatchcd  fortunes, 
I'll  make  you  drown  a  hundred  helpless  deaths 
]  n  sea  of  one  life  pour'd  into  your  bosom ; 
With  which  shall  flow  into  your  arms  the 

riches. 
The  pleasures,  honours,   and  the  rules  of 
princes : 

•  Let  A  u  e.  prevent. 

<•  Afake  me  your  servant  to  attend  with  all,;p^ 
Your  tad  estate,  till  they  both  bless  and  speak  it : 

See  how  theifll  bow  toym,  make  me  wait,  &c.]  This  strange  chaos  has  just  light  enough 
left  to  shew  the  general  tendency  of  the  passage :  viz.  That  both  he  and  all  the  courtiers  by 
their  humblest  obeisance  (if  she  would  accept  it)  would  endeavour  to  tarn  her  sorrow  into 
joy.  From  the  word  amendful,  in  Latorch's  first  speech  to  her  above,  -it  is  highly  probable 
that  attend  should  be  amend;  that  the  word  courtiers,  or  some  one  of  the  same  import,  is 
left  out,  seems  almost  evident,  and  a  whole  sentence  must  have  accompanied  it.  We  may 
hope  to  come  very  near  the  sense,  however  wide  we  are  in  guessing  at  the  words  of  the  on- 

ginal.     But  what  is  * till  they  both  bless  and  speak  it  ?/    It  seems  probable  that  a 

Diistake  in  the  points  having  joined  tfie  two  verbs  together,  the  former  part  was  changed, 
and  both  falsely  inserted  to  make  out  something  that  looked  like  grammar.  I  read  the  whole 
thus,  marking  in  Italicks  what  I  suppose  only  to  contain  something  like  the  sciise  of  thk 
original. 

*  Make  me  your  servant,  make  the  courtiers  all 

*  Your  servants,  studious  to  amend  with  joys 

*  Your  sad  estate,  till  You  ARE  BLEST ; and  speak  it, 

*  See  how  they'll  bow  to  yoii,'  &c.        Seward, 

Thus  runs  Mr.  Seward's  reading :  but  we  cannot  follow  it,  because  the  text  is  not  in  our 
opinion  corrupt,  and  means  (tl-.ough  perhaps  with  some  little  inaccuracy  of  expression,  not 
unusual  in  our  Authors)  *  Let  me  attend  your  melancholy  with  amusements,  'till  they  both 
*  remove  your  sorrows,  and  make  it  manifest  that  tliey  dot>o.' 

« for  the  stay 

Your  modest  sorrow  fancies,  &c.]  Mr.  Seward,  we  think  improperly,  substitutes^a//  for 
stmf.  Stay  and  ^notion  are  plainly  opposed  to  each  other :  He  desires  Her  '  not  to  remain  in 
her  present  humble  rank,  but  to  let  mm  have  the  honour  of  promoting  her.' 

M how  the  duke 

h  slain  already  with  your  flames  imbrac*t!]  So  quarto.    Folio : 
*  Is'slain  already  with  your  flames  embraced!* 
This  Mr.  Seward  treats  as  corrupt,  and  prints^ 

'  Is  slain  already  with  yufr  flames !  embrace  it/ 
Bat  surely;  the  duke  *  embraced  with  her  flames/ is  not  at  all  uointelligible* 
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[Acta^Sbelief. 


SCENE  11. 


For  now  he  thall  be  hang'd  first,  tfast's  Kift 

comfort :  [rascal ! 

A  place  too  good  for  tbee,  thou  nieal-motttK'd 

Cook,  Hang  kandsoKDelvyfor  shame  ^  Comey 

leave  your  praying,  [courtier  ! 

You  peaching  knave,  and  die  like  a  pood 

Die  honestly,  and  like  a  roan.  No  preaching. 

With  *  I  heseech  jon,  take  example  hy  me; 

'  I  liv'd  a  lewd  man,  good  people ! '  Pox  oa't« 

Die  me  as  thou  hadst  din'd;  say  grace,  and 

God  be  wi*  you  ! 

Guard,  Come,  will  you  forward  ? 

Cook*  Good  master  Sheriff,  your  leave  too  ; 

This  hasty  work  was  ne'er  done  well :  Give*9 

so  much  time  [no  man. 

As  but  to  sing  our  own  ballad,  for  we'll  trust 

Nor  no  tune  but  our  own;  'twas  done  in  al« 

too. 
And  therefore  cannot  be  refus'd  injustice. 
Yourpennv-pot  poets  are  such  pelting  thieves, 
Tfiey  ever  hangmen  twice ;  we  have  it  hcre,sir. 
And  so  must  every  merchant  of  our  voyage  ; 
He'll  make  a*sweet  return  else  of  his  credit  I 
Yen,  One  fit  of  our  own  'mirth,  and  then 

we're  for  you. 
Guard.  Make  haste  then,  and  dispatch. 
Feo.  There's  day  enough,  sir. 
Cook,  Come,  boys,  sing  chearfuUy;  we 
shall  ne'er  sing  younger.         [like  well. 
We've  chose  a  loud  tune  too,  because  it  should 

SONG. 

Teo.  Come,  Fortune's  a  whore,  I  care  not 

who  tell  her,  [cellar. 

Would  offer  to  strangle  a  page  of  the 

That  should  by  his  oath,  to  any  man's 

thinking,  [drinking ; 

And  place,  have  had  a  defence  for  hia 

But  thus  slie  does  still  when  she  pleases 

to  palter,  [halter. 

Instead  of  his  wages,  she  gives  him  9 

Chorus,  Three  merry  boys*,  and  three  merry 

,  boys. 

And  three  merry  boys  are  we, 

•  Three  merry  boyf,  &c.]   In  Shakespeare's  Twelfth  Night,  act  ii.  scene  3,^ir  Toby,  re- 
peating the  names  and  some  scraps  of  old  songs,  mentions  "  Three  vneriy  men  we  be;'' 
which  Mr.  Steevens  asserts  to  he  a  fragment  of  some  old  song,  which  he  found  repeated  in 
Westward  Hoe,  by  Decker  and  Webster,  1607  : 
'  Three  merry  m^, 

*  And  three  merry  men, 

*  And  three  merry  men  be  we.* 

And  Sir  John  Hawkins,  in  the  Appendix,  produces  the  following  passage,  but  without  no- 
ticing from  whence  it  is  taken : 

*  The  wise  men  were  but  seaven,  ne'er  more  shall  be  for  me; 

*  The  muses  were  but  nine,  the  worthies  three  times  three ;  ' 

*  And  three  merry  boyes,  and  three  merry  boyes,  and  three  merry  boyes  are  wee. 
'  The  vertues  they  were  seaven,  and  three  the  greater  bee; 

*  The  C^sars  they  were  twelve,  and  fatall  sisters  three. 

*  And  three  merry  girles,  and  three  merry  girles,  and  three  merry  girles  are  wtt/ 
To  these  proofs  we  shall  add  another,  taken  from  Ram-Alley,  or  Merry  Tricks ; 

*  Did  I  not  bring  you  off,  you  arrant  drub, 

*  Without  a  counterbuff?  looke  who  comes  here, 

*  And  three  merry  men^  and  three  merry  men^  ^ 

*  And  three  merry  men  be  weeJ        R. 

Tlic  Editor  of  the  second  folio  thus  varies  the  latter  p^rt  of  the  eboras, 
A$  ever  did  sing  in  a  hempen  siring  under  the  gallowWrct.^ 


Enter  Guard,  three  or  four  Boyt ;  then  the 
Sheriff,  Cook,  Yeoman  of  the  Cellary  But- 
ler,  and  Pantler,  to  execution, 

1  Guard.  Come,  bring  these  fellows  on; 

away  with  'em  \ 
t  Guard,   Make  room  afore  there !  room 

there  for  the  prisoners! 

1  Boy,  Let's  run  afore,  boys;  we  shall  get 
no  place  else. 

fi  Boy,  Are  these  the  youths  ? 

Cook,  These  are  the  youths  you  look  for : 
And  pray,  my  honest  friends,  be  not  so  hasty ; 
There'll  be  nothing  done  'till  we  come,  I  as- 
sure vou.  y    [no  more  ? 

3  Boy.  Here's  a  wise  hanging !  Are  there 

But,  D'  you  hear,  sir?  Fyou. 

You  may  come  in  for  your  share,  if  it  please 

Cook,  My  friend,  if  you  be  unprovided  of 
a  hangmg,  [you 

(You  look  like  a  good  fellow)  I  can  a&rd 
A  reasonable  pennyworth. 

2  Boy,  Afore,  afore,  boys ! 
Here's  e'en  enough  to  make  us  sport. 

Yeo,  Pox  lake  you,  [tions? 

D'you  call  this  sport?  are  these yonr  recrea- 
Hust  we  be  hang'd  to  make  you  mirth? 

Cook,  D'  you  hear,  sir  ?  [son, 

ou  custard- pate  !  we  go  to't  for  high  trea- 
An  honourable  fault;  vtiy  foolish  father 
Was  hang'd  for  stealing  sheep. 

Boyt,  Away,  away,  boys !        [looks  now  ? 

Cook,  Do  you  see  how  that  sneaking  rogue 

You  chip  pander,  you  peaching  rogue,  that 

provided  us  [rogue  you ! 

These  necklaces ;  you  poor  rogue,  you  costive 

Pant,  Pray, pray,  fellows! 

Cook.  Pray  Xox  thy  crusty  soul?  Where's 

your  reward  now,  [very  ? 

Good  goodman  manchet,  for  your  fine  disco- 

I  do  heseech  you,  sir,  where  are  your  dollars? 

Draw  with  your  fellows,  and  be  hang'd  ! 

Yeo.  He  must  now ; 


let  4.  Scene  1.] 

As  ever  did  sing  three  |>art8  in  tC  fitring 
All  under  the  triple  tree ! 

'^.  But  I  that  was  bo  lost^^ 

And  ever  kept  mj  bottleSy 
That  neither  they  were  mustTy 

And  seldom  less  than  potUes; 
For  roe  to  be  thus  stopt  now, 

With  hemp  instead  of  cdrk,  sir^ 
And  from  the  |;allowS  lopt  now. 

Shews  that  there  is  a  tdrk,  sir. 
In  death,  and  this  the  token  ; 

Man  may  be  two  ways  killed^ 
Or  like  the  bdttle  broken, 

Or  like  the  wine  be  spilled. 
Chomt,  Three  merry  boys,  &c. 

Cook.    O  h ,  yet  bat  look 

On  the  master  cook. 
The  glory  of  the  kitcheil, 

In  sowinc;  whose  fate, 

At  so  lofty  a  rate. 
No  taylor  e*er  had  stitching  5 
For  though  he  make  the  man, 

The  cook  yet  makes  the  dishes^ 
The  which  no  taylor  con, 

Wlierem  I  have  my  wishes, 
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That  lyirho  at  to  iafnf^  ftast 
Have  pleas'd  so  many  tasters, 

JIbould  now  myself  come  to  be  dreltp 
A  dish  fbr  you,  my  masters. 
ChonU.  Three  merry  bo/Sy  6k. 

Pani,    Oh,  man  or  beast^ 

Or  yoa  at  least,'  , 

That  wears  or  brow  or  antler, 

t^rick  up  your  ears 

Unto  the  tears 
Of  me,  pddr  P^ul  the  Pander^ 

That  thus  am  dipt, 

Because  I  chipt  * 
The  cursed  crust  of  treasoii 

With  loyal  knife. 

Oh^  doleful  strife, 
To  hang  thus  without  reason! 

Charta,  Three  merry  boys,  &c. 

Cook,  There's  a  fet»  copies  for  you.  No#j 

farewell. 

Friends;  and^  eodd  master  Sheriff,  let  me  not 

Be  printed  with  a  brass  pot  on  my  head. 

But.  March  fair,  maroh  fair!  afore, good 

captain  Pantler!  [Bstunt^ 


ACT   iVi 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Aubrey  and  Latorck, 
Aui.i  ATORCIl,  I  have  waited  here  to 
■"    Speak  with  you,  [legs 

And  you  must  hearken — Set  ndt  forth  your 
Of  haste,  nor  put  your  face  of  busine^  <m; 
An  honester  affair  than  this  1  arge  too, 
You  will  not  easily  (bink  dn;  and  'twill  be 
Beward  to  entertain  it;  'tis  your  fortune 
To  have  our  master's  ear  above  the  rest 
Of  us  that  foUo\V  him,  but  Uiat  uo  man  en- 
vies <* —  » 
For  I  have  well  cuiisider'd,  truth  sometimes 
^ay  be  conveyed  iu  by  tlie  same  conduits 
Tbttt  fiilshoodis.  These  courses  Uutt  he  takes 


Cannot  but  end  in  ruin ;  empire  got 
By  blood  and  violence,  must  So  be  held  i 
And  how  unsafe  thdt  is,  he  first  will  prove^ 
That,  toiling  still  to  temove  enemies, 
Makes  himself  more.  It  is  not  now  a  brother^ 
A  faithful  counsellor  of  state  or  two, 
That  are  his  danger ;  they  are  fair  dispatch'd  i 
It  is  a  multitude  that  'i^n  to  feiir, 
And  think  whatb^an  tliere  mu^t  end  in  theni^ 
For  all  the  fine  oration  that  wris  made  'em;  . 
And  thry  al%  not  an  easy  mdnster  qucU'd. 
Princes  may  pick  their  suffering  nobles  out^ 
And  one  by  due  employ  ^em  to  the  block  ^; 
But  v^hen  they  dnce  crow  formidable  to 
Their  clowns,  and  coblcri,  ware<tfaen !  guard 
tbemselvci*'. 


^but  that  no  mm  Envies; 


For  I  have  veU  consider  d,  &c.J  By  this  reading,  Audrey's  desigri  €tf  empidyiti^  tatorch 
to  convey  a  trudi  to  Hollo  was  the  reason  why  no  man  envied  Latorch  the  favour  of  his  mas- 
ter ;  whereas  tlie  real  reason  was  the  knowledge  of  the  vile  means  he  had  used  to  obtain  it^ 
and  this  will  be  implied  by  changing  the  particTeybr  into  and.  Se&ard. 

From  the  yi^ord  hearken  in  the  second  line,  to  the  particle/or  in  tlie  ninth,  deems  to  b«. 
only  a  collectidn  of  different  parentheses,  and  that  particle  to  be  genuine:  *  Latorch,  I 
'  have  waited  here  to  speak  with  yuN,  and^oic  mustheilrken (pretend  ndt  haste^  (th^ 

*  business  is  honest,  and  reward  uticuds  it)  (you  are  in  possession  of  the  king's  ear^  ana  viritiW 

*  out  envy^ FOft  I  have  well  consi<ieren,  truth  tometinics,'  Ike. 

*  And  one  by  one  employ  'em  to  the  block.]  ^  Convoy  'em'  seems  a  more  natural  eipres* 
>ion ;  but,  as  the  other  ]3  sense,  I  do  not  change  the  text.        Sewardi  ' 

ware  then,  guard  thansclves,]  The  omission  of*  a  letter  in  the  quartb  hai  mad» 
the  subsequent  editiuns  turn  a  nMe  sentiment  into  a  \erj  poor  one.  The  quarto  has  n(j 
(tomma  between  then  and  ^uUrd;  undoubtedly,  therefore,  instead  of  closiu)^  Aobrey*s  fine 
ipeenh  with  '  Then  is  their  danger,  ware  then,  let  them  then  guard  thenucltess'  we  slioald 
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[Act  4.  Scene  1. 


If  tlioii  durst  tcUliim  this,  Latorch,  the  ser- 
vice 
Would  not  discredit  the  good  name  you  hold 
With  racn,  besides  the  profit  to  your  master, 
Aud  to  tlio  public. 

I^t.  I  conceive  not  so,  sir:  [them 

They're  airy  fears;  and  why  should  I  object 
Unto  his  fancy  ?  wound  what  is  yet  sound  ? 
Your  counsels  colour  not  with  reason  orstate. 
Where  all  that's  necessary  still  is.just. 
The  actions  of  the  prince,  while  they.succeed, 
Should  be  made  good  and  glorified,  not  ques- 
tioned.        ^ 
Men  do  but  shew  their  ill  affections, 
That 

Avb,  What?  Speak  our! 

Lut,  Do  murmur  'gainst  their  masters. 

Aub.  Is  this  to  me  ? 

Lat»  It  is  ta  whomsoever 
Mislikes  of  the  duke's  courses. 

Aub.  Ay  !  is*t  so? 
At  your  stateward,  sir? 

Lat,  1  am  sworn  to  hear 
>9othing  may  prejudice  the  prince. 

Aub.  Why,  do  you? 
Or  have  you,  ha  ? 

Lat.  I  cannot  tell;  men's  hearts 
Shew  in  their  words  sometimes. 

Aub.  I  ever  thought  thee 
Knave  of  the  chamber ;  art  thou  the  spy  too  ? 

Lat,  A  watchman  for  the  state,  aud  one 
that*s  known, 
Sir,  to  be  rightly  affected. 

Aub.  Bawd  o*  th'  state, 
No  less  than  of  thy  master's  lusts  !  I  now 
See  nothing  can  redeem  thee.     Dar'st  thou 

mention 
Affection,  or  a  heart,  that  ne'er  hadst  any  ? 
Know'st  not  to  love  or  hate,  but  by  the  scale, 


As  thy  prince  does't  before  thee?  That  dost 

never  [gather'st 

Wear  thy  own  face,  but  put'st  on  his,  and 
Baits  for  his  cars;  liv'st  wholly  at  his  beck, 
And  ere  thou  dar'st  utter  a  thought  tliinc  own, 
Must  expect  his ;   creep'st  forth  and  wad'st 

into  him 
As  if  thou  wert  to  pa«ss  a  ford,  there  proving 
Yet  if  thy  tongue  may  step  on  safely  f  r  no ; 
Then  sing'st  his  virtue  asleep^,  and  stay'st 

the  wheel 
Both  of  his  reason  and  judgment,  tliat  they 

move  not ; 
White'st  over  all  his  vices;  and  at  last 
Dost  draw  a  cloud  of  words  before  his  eyes, 
'Till  he  can  neither  see  thee  nor  himself? 
Wretch,  I  dare  give  him  honest  counsels,  I, 
And  love  him  while  I  tell  him  truth  !  Old 

Aubrey 
Dares  go  the  straightestway,  which  still's  the 

shortest. 
Walk  on  the  thorns  thou  scatter'st,  parasite, 
And  tread  'em  unto  nothing;;  and  if  thou 
Then  let'st  a  look  fall,  of  the  least  dislike, 
I'll  rip  thy  crown  up  with   my   sword   at 

height^, 
And  pluck  thy  skin  over  thy  face,  in  sight 
Of  him  thou  flalter'st!  Unto  thee  I  speak  it, 
81ave,  against  whom  all  laws  should  now  con- 
spire. 
And  every  creature  that  hath  sense  be  arm'd, 
As  'gainst  the  common  enemv  of  mankind ; 
That  creep'st  witliin  thy  master's  earso^  and 

whisper'st 
'TIS  better  for  him  to  be  fcar'd  than  lov'd  ; 
Bid*st  him  trust  no  man's  friendship,  spare  no 

blood 
That  may  secure  him;  *  'tis  no  cruelty 
'  That  hath  a  specious  end;  for  sovereignty 


read,  ' ware  then  guards  themselves ; '  L  e.  When  a  prince  is  hated  by  all  his  sub- 
jects, his  veiT  guards  will  become  liis  enemies,  and  be  the  first  to  destroy  him.  The  histo- 
ries of  almost  all  tyrants  in  the  world  contrrm  this  observation.  And  it  is  a  sort  of  prophecy 
of  Hollo's  late,  a  hfnt  of  which  Aubrey  in  thir  next  scene  gives  Rollo  himself,  when  he  tells  him, 
-  *  You  make  your  guards  your  terrors  by  these  acts.'        Sercard, 

We  think  the  old  reading  right,  and  means  simply,  *  that  it  is  then  time  for  them  to  be- 
'  ware,  and  to  gitard  themselves;'  a  sentiment  wliich  is  familiarly  enough  expressed,  after 
the  mannef  of  our  Authors,  by  the  words, 

'  Ware  then,  guard  themselves! ' 

«•  Then  brlug'st  his  virtue  asleep,']  That  brinu'U  is  a  corruption  seems  evident ;  but  I  was 
doulitful  whether  I  should  read  rinf^'st  or  sinust ;  the  fonner  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  let- 
ters, the  latter  the  more  obvious  metaphor.  l\Ir.  Sympson  sending  me  the  latter  as  his  cou- 
je«*turp  too,  determined  me  to  give  it  the  preference.  ^       Seward. 

^  ril  rip  thi/  erovn  up  with  my  szrord  at  heightj 

Andpiuc):  thy  skin  over  thy  face,  &c.]  I  much  suspect  the  first  line,  to  which  I  can  affix 
no  clear  idea.  What  would  Aubrey  do  to  him?  It  snould  seem,  that  he  would  with  his 
sword  strip  open  the  crown  of  his  head,  and  pluck  his  skin  over  his  face.  I'he  following 
conjecture  will  give  this  reading  more  clearly  than  the  former,  ,but  not  so  clearly  as  I  could 
wish,  and  therefore  I  do  not  put  it  into  tlie  text. 

*  I'll  strip  tliy  crown  ope  with  my  sword  at  height.'        Seward. 

*®  That  slecp'st  within  thy  master^s  car.']  Mr.  Scward,  in, his  Postscript,  says,  *  The  tale- 

*  bearer,  whisperer  and  sycophant,  cannot  be  said  to  sleep  within  their  master's  ear,  since 

*  they  are  generally  vigilimt  and  eajicr  to  instil  their  poisonous  counsel.'  I  read,  therefore, 

*  That  creep'st  within  tliy  master's  ear.' 
We  think  this  a  happy  emendation. 


Act  4.  Sceae  1.] 
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To  which  he  can  add  nought  to  equal  Nero, 
But  killing  of  his  mother. 

Aub.  Pence,  brave  fool, 
Thou  valiant  ass !— Here  is  his  brother  too, 

sir, 
A  captain  of  your  guard,  hath  serv'd  you  long, 
With  the  most  noble  witness  of  his  truth        ^ 
Mark'd  in  his  face,  and  every  part  about  him  ; 
That  turns  not  from  an  enemy.  But  view  him; 
Oh,  do  not  grieve  him,  sir,  if  you  do  mean 
That  he  shall  hold  his  place:  It  is  not  safe 
To  terapt  such  spirits,  and  let  them  wear 
their  swords;  [acts. 

You'll  make  your  guards  your  terrors  by  these 
And  throw  more  hearts  otT  from  you  than  you 

hold. 
And  I  must  tcllyou,sir,  (with  my  old  /recdora, 
And  my  old  faith  to  boot)you  have  not  liv'd  so 
But  that  your  state  will  need  buch  men,  such 

hands, 
Of  which  here's  one,  shall  in  an  hour  of  trial 
Do  you  more  certain  service,  with  a  stroke. 
Than  the  whole  bundle  of  your  flatterers. 
With  all  th*  unsavory  unction  of  their  tongues. 

jRvUo.  Peace,  talker ! 

Auh.  One  that  loves  you  yet,  my  lord, 
And  would  not  see  you  piill  on  your  own  ruins. 
Mercy  becomes  a  prince,aud  guards  him  best; 
Awe  and  affrii;hts  are  never  ties  of  love; 
.And  when  men  'ghi  to  fear  the  prince,  they 
'  hate  him. 

Hillo.  Am  I  the  princ?,  or  you  ? 

Aub,  My  lord,  I  hope 
I  have  not  utter'd  aught  should  urge  that 
question. 

Bollo,  Then  practise  your  obedience.  See 
him  dead ! 

Aiib.  My  lord ! 

Rotlo.  I'll  hear  no  word  more ! 

Aub.  I  am  sorry  then. 
There  is  no  small  despair,  sir,  of  their  safety, 
Whose  ears  arc  blocked  up  agaiust  the  truth. 
Come,  captain. 

Hum.  I  do  thank  you,  sir. 

Aub.  For  what  ? 
For  seeing  thy  brother  die  a  man,  and  honest? 
Live  thou  so,  captain;   I  will,  I  asbure  thee, 
Altho'  I  die  for't  too.     Come. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Rollo  and  Lat. 

9>  Mjf  lordj  this  makes  not 

YoT  loving  of  my  master,']  IIow  do  Latorch*s  words  express  his  sentiments?  '—This 
*  makes  not  for  loving  of  my  master,'  should  seem  to  imply,  that  Aubrey's  speech  shewed  no 
love  to  Rollo ;  but  Aubrey  s  answer  plainly  shews  that  Litorch  spoke  something;  of  his  own 
love  to  his  master,  and  not  of  Aubrey's.  Perhaps  the  reader  may  think  the  old  reading  may 
be  construed  to  this  sense ;  and  tlierefore,  witliout  disturbing  the  text,  I  shall  only  ptfer  a  con* 
jecture  of  which  I  am  myself  very  dubious. 

hut.  *  My  lord,  this  rating^s 

*  For  loving  of  my  niaster.' 
».  e,  '  The  real  cause  of  your  anger  to  me  is  my  love  to  my  master.'        Seward, 
The  simple  change  of  for  to  from  gives  an  easier  and  more  natural  reading : 
'  My  lord,  thi^  makes  not 
'  From  loving  of  my  master.' 
i  e.  'All  tRis  docs  not  disprove  my  affection  to  my  master;'  to  which  Aubrey's  answer  is 
a  proper  and  apposite  reply.        ^  ' 


'  Break  all  the  laws  of  kind ;  if  it  succeed, 
*  An  honest,  noble,  and  praise- worthy  deed.' 
>Yliilehc  that  takes  thy  poisons  in,  shall  feel 
Their  virulent  workings  in  a  point  of  time 
When  no  repentance  can  bring  aid,-  but  all 
His  spirits  shall  melt,  with  what  his  conscience 
burn'd,  [mouru'd. 

And  dying  in  a  flatterer's  arms,  shall  fall  un- 
Tliere's  matter  for  you  now. 

Ijiit,  My  lord,  this  makes  not 
From  loving 'of  my  master**. 
Aub,  Loving?  no; 
.  They  hate  ill  princes  most  tlmt  make  them  so. 

Enter  Rollo,  'Hamond,  Allan,  and  Guard. 

Rollo,  I'll  hear  no  more  ! 

Ham,  Alas,  'tis  for  my  brother 
I  beseech' your  highness. 

Rollo.  How!  a  brother? 
ilad  not  I  one  myself?  did  title  move  me 
When  it  was  fit  that  he  should  die  ?  Away  ! 

Allan.  Brother,  lose  no  word  more;  leave 
my  good  cause 
T  upbraid  the  tyrant :  I  am  glad  I'm  fall'n 
Now  in  tho«e  times,  that  wilfd  some  great 

example 
T*  assure  men  we  can  die  for  honesty. 

Rollo.  Sir,  you  are  brave ;  'pray  that  you 
hold  your  neck 
As  bravely  forth  anon  unto  the  headsman. 

AUan.  *Would  he  would  strike  as  bravely, 
and  tliou  by ! 
Rollo,  'twould  make  thee  quake  to  see  mc  die. 

Aub.  What's  his  offence? 

Ham,  For  giving  Gisbert  burial, 
Who  was  some  time  his  master. 

Allan.  Yes,  lord  Aubrey, 
My  gratitude  and  humanity  are  my  crimes. 

Rollo.  Why  bear  you  him  not  hence  ? 

Aub.  My  lord — (Stay,  soldiers)— 
I  do  beseech  your  highness,  do  not  lose 
Such  men  for  so  slight  causes.  This  is  one 
,    Uath  still  been  faithful  to  you  ;  a  tried  soul 
Jn  all  your  father's  battles;  1  have  seen  him 
Bi^stride  a  friend  a';;ainst  a  score  of  foes : 
And  look,  he  looks  as  he  would  kill  his  hun- 
For  you,  sir,  were  you  in  dan^jer.  [dred 

Allan.  'TUlhekiU'd  [tor; 

His  brother,  his  chancellor,  and  then  his  mas- 
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[Act  4.  Scene  i; 


Roiro,  Now,  Latorcb, 
What  do  you  think  ? 

Lat.  That  Aubk-ey's  speech  apd  m^nnerf 
Sound  somewhat  of  the  Doldest. 
Mollo.  Tis  his  custom. 
lat.  It  may  be  so,  and  yet  be  worth  n  fear. 
tlollo.  U  we  thought  sOy  it  slioujd  be  wortii 
his  life,  ■* 

And  quickly  too. 

Lat,  1  dare  not,  sir,  be  ^uthof 
Of  what  I  would  be,  'tis  so  dangerous.; 
Buty  with  your  highness*  favoW  and  your'Ii; 

cence 

Rolio.  He  talks,  'tis  true;  ipd  he  is  lir 
cens'd :  tpave  him, 
^e  now  are  duke  alone,  Latprch,  secui^d; 
Kothine  leftstanding  to  obsciirfe  our  prospect; 
We  look  right  furth^  beside,  apd  round  about 

us. 
And  see  it  ours  with  pleasure:  Oplyqne  [it, 
WishM  joy  there  wants  to  make  us  so  possess 
And  that  is  Edith,  Edith,  she  that  got  roe 
In  blood  and  tears,  in  such  an  opposite  minute. 
As  had  I  not  at  qpce  felt  all  the  flames 
And  shafts  of  Love  shot  in  ^e,  his  whole 

armory,  .  ' 

I  should  have  thought  him  as  far  o^a^  death. 
J4it,  Mylord,  expect  a  while,  your  hiippi- 
ness 
Js  nearer  than  you  think  it;  yet  her  griefji 
Are  green  and  fresh;  vour  vigilant  Latorch 
Hath  not  been  idle;  I  nave  leay^  already 
To  visit  her,  and  scud  to  her.     " 
Rolio.  Mvlife! 

Lat,  And  if  I  find  nqt  oqt  as  speedy  ways. 

And  proper  instruments,  \o  worV.  and  bring 

her  '    ^ 

To  your  fruition,  that  she  be  not  watcIiM 

TfOne  to  your  highness*,  say  you  have  no 

servant 
Is  capable  of  such  a  trust  about  yovi. 
Or  worthy  to  be  groom  of  your  delight  ••. 
Rollo,  Oh,  my  Latorch,  what  shall  I  ren* 
def  th^ 
For  all  thy'tn^yels,  care  and  love? 

Lot,  Sir,  one  suit,  •  [me. 

Which  I  will  ever  importune,  'till  you  grant 
Rollo,  About  your  mathematicians? 
Lat.  Yes,  to  have 
The  scheme  of  your  nativity  ju^g'd  by  Uiem ; 
J  hftve't  already  erected.  Oh,  my  lord. 
You  do  not  know  the  labour  of  my  fears; 
)jy  doubts  for  you  lire  such  as  cannot  hope 


Any  security  boffrom  the  stars; 
Who,  being  rishtlv  ask'd,  can  tell  man  more 
Thin  all  powr  else,  there  being  no  pow'r 
beyond  them. 

Rollf/,  All  thv  petitions  still  are  care  of  us ; 
Ask  for  thv^lf. 

Lat'.  ^yhat  more  can  concern  me 
Than  this?  [then; 

Rollo,  Well,  rise,  true  honest  man,  and  go 
We'll  study  ourselves  a  met^ns  l)Ow  to  reward 
^hee. 

L4t>  Yoi^r  Grace  is  now  inspir'd ;    now, 
now,  your  highness 
Begins  to  live  Tfrom  this  hour  count  your  joys  I 
Biit,  sir,  I  must  have  warrants,  with  blaulU 

'    figur'd, 
40  put  in  pames  such  as  I  like. 

Jw//o.  You  shall.  [figure. 

L(tt.  They  dare  not  else,  sir,  ojfer  at  your 
Oh,  I  shall  bripg  you  wdnders  J  there's  a  Iriarj, 
Rusee>nn  admirable  man;  another, 
A  geutleinan ;  and  then  lai  Fiske, 
The  mirror  of  his  time ;  'twas  he  that  set  it. 
But  ^here's  one  Norbret  (him  I  never  saw) 
flas  made  a  mirror,  a  mere  looking-glass, 
In^how  you'd  tbink't  no  other ;  the  form  oval. 
As  I  am  given  to  understand  by  letter. 
Which  renders  you  sqch  shapes,  and  those  sq 
diSering,  [swers; 

And^me  that  will  be  questioned  and  give  an* 
Then  has  he  set  it  in  a  frame,  that  wrought 
Unto  the  revolutions  of  tlie  stats, 
And  so  compact  by  due  pi'oportions 
Unto  their  harmony,  dotn  miove  alone 
A  true  automaton ;  Uius  Dsfedalus'  statues. 
Or  Vulcan's  stqols-^ " 

'Rollo,  Dost'tfaou  believe  this? 

Lat.  Sit  f 
Why,  what  should  $tay  my  faith,  or  ^m  my 

•   seiis^?     '■•      ^     •■'  "       ■  "^ 

H*  haf  been  about  it  above  twenty  years, 
Three  sevens,  the  powerfill,  and  the  perfect 
'  numbers';    '  ' 

And  art  and  timf ,  sir,can  produce  such  things. 
What  do  wc  read'thereoflliarbas'  bahquet; 
(I1ie  great  gymnosophiu)  that  had  his  butlers 
And  ^arvexs  of  pure  gold  'Waiting  at  table  ?  ' 
The  iipages  of  Mercury,  too,  that  spoke  ? 
The  Wooden  doVe  that  Hew  ?  a  snake  of  braA$ 
That  hiss*d  ?  and  birds  of  silver  that  did  sing  j^ 
All  these  were  done,  sir,  by  the  mf^thematickb. 
Without  wliich  there's  no  science,  nor  nql 
truth. 


*  Tame  to  your  highness,  icy,  &c.]  The  foKo  reads, 

*  Tame  to  your  A^Anest' iviM,  say,' &c. 

IB  Or  worthy  to  (e  secretary  qjfyour  pleasure.]  This  indeed  is  ^pod  sense,  but  it  is  tmly  th« 
conjectural  reading  ot  the  late  editions,  and  departs  too  much  irom  the  trace  of  the  letterfe 
10  be  Hi^owed  to  stand.    The  old  quarto  reads, . 

*  *  Or  wdi^y  to  be »  of  your  delight.' 

Here  a  word  was  lost :  ^awd  or  pimp,  which  are  his  true  character,  are  too  coarse  names  for 
a  man  to  o^  himself;  $ecreta)ry,  iteward,  and  all  words  but  monosyllables  are  excluded  by 
|he  measure.    Groom  therefore  seems  to  bid  fairest  for  being  the  9rtginal.        Seward. 

We  believe  the  original  to  have  been  a  coarst  vtoYd^  which  occasiuucd  (he  omission,  as  im 
•pise  other  instances,   -         .... 


Act  4.  Setae  ft.] 


DUKE  Ot  NOSMAKDT. 


16^ 


Rolla.  Ton  are  in  yoor  owa  sphere.  La- 
torch ;  and  ralher 
Than  1*1]  ooatend  w* je  for  it,  111  bdiere  it: 
You've  won  apon  me  that  I  wish  to  see 
Mj  fate  before  me  now,  whate'er  it  be. 
Idti.  And  111  endeaTour,  yoii  shall  know*t 
with  speed;  [me. 

For  which  I  should  hare  one  of  trust  gp  with 
(If  you  please,  Uamohd)  that  I  may  bv  him 
Send  yoQ  my  tir&t  dispatches ;  after,  I 
Shall  bring  you  more**,  and  as  they  fA>mc 

still  more, 
And  accurate  forth  from  thepft. 

RoUo,  Take  your  way, 
Chuse  yoor  owa  means,  and  be  it  promrous 
to  us !  lExeunt. 

scENp  n. 

Enter  Baief,  die  Buke,  U  JVifo,  Norhret,  tmd 

Rutee.  Come,  bear  up,  sirs ;  we  shall  hare 
better  days, 
)fy  almanack  tells  me. 

Bube.  What  is  that?  Tpur  rump? 

Rutte,  It  nerer  itch'd  in  vain  yet.    'Slid, 
laFiske, 
Throw  off  thv  slu^sb  face ;  I  can't  abide 
To  see  thee  look  hke  a.poor  jade  i'th'  pound, 
'That  saw  no  meat  these  three  days. 

fUke*  'Slight,  to  me 
It  seems  thirteen  days  since  I  saw  any, 

•  Rttfee.  How  !  ' 
FUke.  I  can't  remember  that  I  ever  saw 

Or  meat,  or  money ;  you  may  talk  of  both, 
1*0  open  a  man's  stomt^h  or  bis  purse, 
3ut  teed  'em  still  wj^'air. 

•  Bube.  Friar,  I  fear 

You  do  not  say  your  office  well  nrdays  j 
I  cannot  hear  your  beads  knack. ' 
■    Nt^.  Pox,  he  feeds 

g^ich  lechery,  and  lives  upon  th*  e^chanef 
f  bis  two  esgs  ahd  pudding  with  the  market- 


women 
Rusee.  And  what  dp  jou,  sir,  witl)  the 

advocate's  wife'. 
Whom  you  persuade;  upen  your  doctoral  bed. 
To  take  the  mathems^tical  trance  fo  often  ?  - 


Kke,  Come,  we  arestark  naught  all;  Inid'is 
the  best  of  us : 
Four  of  the  seven  deadly  spots  we  are: 
fiesides  our  lechery,  we  are  envious. 
And  most,  most  gluttonous  when  we  hav« 

it  thus. 
Most  covetous  now  we  want  it ;  then  our  boy. 
He  is  a  fifth  spot,  sloth,  and  he  undoes  us. 
Bubc  Tis  true  the  child  was  wont  to  b^ 
industrious. 
And  now  and  then  sent  in  a  merchant's  wif« 
Sick  of  the  (lusband,  or  a  swearing  butler 
That  miss'd  one  of  bis  bowls,  a  crjring  maid 
Had  lost  a  silver  spoon ;  the  curry-comh 
Sometimes  wa&waiiting ;  there  was  somcthiqg 
But  now——  [gotten ; 

Pip.  What  now?  Did  I  notyester-moming 
Bring  you  in  a  cardect  H  there  from  the  pea- 
sant 
Whose  ass  I'd  driven  aside,  and  hid,thafy«^ 
Might  conjure  for  him  ?  and  again,  last  night,'' 
Six  sous  from  the  cook's  wife  you  shar'd  amon^ 
To  set  a  figure  for  the  p<»tle  I  stole ;    [you. 
It  is  not  at  home  yet  These  things,  my  mas- 
ters, [You 
In  a  hard  time,  they  would  be  thought  on ; 
Talk  of  your  lands  and  castles  in  the  air, 
Of  your  twelve  houses  ther^;  but  it  is  I 
That  bring  you  in  vour  rents  for  'em,  'tit 
That  is  your  bird-call.                     [Pippeau 

Norh,  'faith,  lie  does  well. 
And  cuts  thro'  the  elements  for  us,  I  must 

needs  say. 
In  a  fine  dextrous  line. 

Fake,  But  not  as  he  did 
At  firsts  then  he  would  sail  with  any  wind^ 
Ii)to  every  creek  and  corner. 

Pip.  1  was  light  then,  [gentlemen  * 

New  built  and  rigg'd,  when  I  came  to  you, 
But  noW|  with  often  and  far  venturing  for  you, 
Here  be  leaks  sprung,  and  whole  planks 

wanting,  see  you. 
If  you'll  new-sheath  me  again,  yet  I  am  for 
you  [send  inc '; 

To  any  gulf  or  strcights^,  where-e'cr  you'll 
for  as  I  am,  where  can  this  ragged  bark 
Put  in  for  any  service,  'less  it  1^ 


A  Shall  bring  jftm  mort^  a»  ihej  com^  more^ 

And  aiecifrate  forth  from  them.]  So  quarto.    Tbo  two  following  editions  exhibit, 
*  Shall  brine  you  more^  and  as  they  cpme  still  more,' 
and  omit  th^  last  line.    Mr.  Seward  ^eads, 

'  :     ..    *  gjj^jj  jj^jQg  yQ^  more,  and  as  they  comeftfrthfrom  'fin, 

<  Mor^  and  move  accurate.' 
I*  Cardertf.]  A  corruption  of  qnafi  ttecu,  ^  quarter  part  of  a  crown-pxeee. 
A  yet  I  amjor  you   ' 

To  any  ySft  or  sleighu.]  Mr.  Theobald  proposed  reading  bog  or  tloush$ ;  Mr.  Seward 
introduced  ^^ for  bog;  and  he  and  Mr.  Syinpson  concurred  in  altering i^^A/s  to sfref>A/|^ 
and  quote  the  ttmowing  passage  from  Jonson's  Underwoods  as  a  confirmation  of  its  proprietv : 
'    '^      '  « their  very  trade  r    r      j 

*  Is  borrowing;  that  but  stopt,  tliey  do  invade 

*  All  as  their  prize,  turn  pirates  here  at  land, 

f  Have  their  Bermudas  and  their  ttreights  in  the  Strand. 
f  Man  out  their  boats  to  th'  Temple,  and  not  shift 
f  Mow  bnt  cofomund— ^f 


1^ 


lllE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLO, 


[Act  4.  Scene  S. 


\ 


^ 

V 


O'th'  isle  of  rogues,  and  there  turn  pirate  for 
you?  [roust  leave 

Nort.  Tatth,  he  says  reason,  friar;  you 
Your  iipat  crisp  claret,  and  fall  to  your  cyder 
A  while  ;  and  you,  la  Fiske,  your  larded  ca- 
pons 
And  turkies  for  a  time,  and  take  a  good 
Clean  tripe  in  your  way  ;  de  Bube  too  must 

content  him 

With  wholesome  tyko-sous'd  pettitoes s**;  no 

more         *  [fant. 

Crown  ordinaries,  till  weVe  clotVd  our  in- 

Bube,  i5o  youMl  keep  [self. 

Your  own  fcood  motions,  doctor,  your  dear 

Fiske.  Yes,  for  we  all  do  ko6w  the  latitude 

Of  your  concupiscence. 

i^^ee.  Here  about  y^r  belly.  [sey, 

Bube,  You'll  pick«,bottieopcn,orawhJm- 
As  soon  as  tlie  hest^f  us. 

iiW/r^.  And  dip  your  wrist- bands 

^or  cuffs  you've  none)  as  comely  in  the  sauce 

As  any  courtier  — [Be//i-in^s.]llark,thcbell ! 

Who's  there? 

Rusee.  Good  luck,  I  do  conjure  thee!  Boy, 

look  out.      [Exit  Pip.  and  enter  a^ain. 

Pip.  TheyVe  gallants,  courtiers;  one  of 

Of  the  duke's  bed-chamber.  ['era  is 

Rusee.  Latorch.— Do*vn ! 
On  with  your  gown  [to  Norb.'] ;  there's  a  new 

suit  arriv'd. 
Did  1  not  tell  you,  sons  of  hunger?  Crowns, 
Crowns,  are  coming  toward  you;  wine  and 

wenches 
You  shall  have  once  ogain,  and  fidlers ! 
^^Into  yoar  studies  close  ;  each  lay  his  ear 
^  To  his  door,  and  as  you  hear  me  to  prepare 

So  come,  and  put  me  on  that  vizard  only. 
lEd-eunt  ofmt^s  prater  Kusee  and  Pippeau. 

Eater  Latorch  and  Huniond. 

JLat.  You'll   nut  be  far  hence,   captain. 
When  the  business 
Is  done,  you  shall  receive  present  dispatch. 

Ham.  I'll  walk,  sir,  in  the  cloister.  [Exit. 

Rusee.  Monsieur  Latorch  ?  Tiiy  son, 
The  stars  arc  happy  ^tiil  that  guide  you  hither. 

Lat.  I'm  glad  to  hear  their  secretary  say  so, 
M y  leartied  tather  K usee.  W  here's  la  Fiske.? 
Monsieur  de  Bul/e  ?  how  do  they  ? 

Rusee,  At  iheir  studies; 
They  arc  the  secretiiriesof  the  stars,  sir. 
Still  at  their  books,  tlicy  will  not  be  puU'd 

off. 
They  suck  like  cupping-glasses.  If  ever  men 
Spoke  with  the  tongue  of  destmy,  'tis  they. 

Lat.  For  love's  sake,  let's  salute  'em. 

Rusee,  Boy,  go  see;  I 


Tell  them  who*s  here;  uy,  that  their  friends 

do  challenge 
Some  portion  of  their  time ;  this  is  our  minute. 
Pray  'em  they'll  spare  iL    They  are  the  sun 

and  moon  [Exit  Pip. 

Of  knowledge ;  pity  two  such  noble  lights 
Should  Hve  obscured  here  in  an  university. 
Whose  beams  were  fit  t'iilumine  any  court  • 
Of  Christendom ! 

Enter  la  Fiske,  de  Bube,  and  Pippeau^ 

Lat.  Tlie  duke  will  shortly  know  *em. 

Fiske.  Well,  look  upon    the    astrolabe; 
you'll  find  it 
Four  almucanturicsS7  at  least. 

Bube.  It  is  so. 

Rusee.  Still  of  their  learned  stuff;  they 
care  for  nothing,  [dies 

But  how  to  know ;  as  negligent  of  their  bo- 
Jn  diet,  or  else,  especially  in  their  cloatbs. 
As  if  they  hud  no  change, 

Pip.  They  have  so  little  [Aside, 

As  well  may  free  t(hcm  from  the  name  of 

Fiske.  Monsieur  Latorch !  [shifters. 

Lat.  How  is  it,  learned  gentlemen^ 
W'ilh  both  your  virtues? 

Jit^b^.  A  most  happy  hour^  , 

When  we  see  you,  sir. 

Lat.  When  you  he'ar  me  then 
It  will  be  happier :  The  duke  greets  you  both 
Thus ;  and  tho'  you  may  touch  no  money. 
Yet  you  may  take  it.  [father, 

Rusee,  ''J'is  his  highness'  bounty. 
But  yet  to  me,  and  tliesc  tliat  have  put  off 
The  world,  superfluous. 

Fiske.  We  have  heard  of  late 
Ilis  highness*  good  success. 

Bube.  And  gratulate  it. 

Lat.  Indeed  h*  hath  'scap'd  a  strange  con<- 

spiracy,  [me. 

Thanks  to  his  stars !  which  stars  he  prays  by 

You  would  again  consult,  and  make  a  jud)^'* 

nient 
On  what  you  lately  erected  for  my  love, 

Rusee.  Oh,  sir,  we  dare  nqt ! 

Fuke.  For  our  lives ! 

Bube.  It  is 
The  prince's  scheme ! 

Lut.  V  encounter  with  that  fear, 
Here's,  to  assure  you,  his  signet;  write  your 
And  be  secur*d  all  three.  [names, 

Bube.  We  must  entreat  some  time,  sir. 

Lat.  1  must  then 
Entreat,  it  be  as  present  as  you  can. 

Fiske,  Have  jou  the  scheme  heref 

Lat.  Yes. 

Rusee.  I  would  you  had,  sirj. 
Another  warrant ! 


*^  With  whohome  two  souz'd  petiioes!]  Mr.  TheobaJd  reads,  from  the  old  quarto,  tmo 
soused  i  the  idea  which  he  would  altix  is,  I  suppose,  twice  pickled,  or  twice  salted:  But  solz^ 
toulz,  or  sous^  the  French  coin,  making  a  more  natural  expression,  and  a  stronger  antithesis 
to  the  crown  ordinaries,  1  think  that  the  true  one.         Seward. 

^7  Alilhicunturies.J  Almacuntors,  Almicanterahs,  or  .^i//ntcan/f/r«A<, .  circles  of  altitude 
parallel  to  the  horizon,  the  common  pole  of  which  is  in  the  zenith.        Moiley, 


Act  4.  Scene  8.] 


Lai.  What  would  that  do? 
Rusee,  Marry, 
We  have  a  doctor,  sif,  that  in  this  business 
Wottid  not  perform  the  second  part. 

Lot.  Not  him 
That  you  writ  to  me  of? 
Rttsee.  The  very  same. 
iMt.  I  should  have  made  it,  sir,  my  suit 
to  see  him. 
Here  is  a  warrant,  father.    T  conceiv'd 
That  be  had  solely  applied  himself  to  ma^ick. 
Rusee.  Jind  to  these  studies  too,  sir;  in 
this  field 
He  was  initiated.    But  we  shaJ!  hardly 
Draw  him  from  his  chair. 

IjtU.  Tell  him  he  ^hall  have  gold 

^Uke.  Oh,  such  a  syllable  would  make 
him  forswear 
Ever  to  breathe  in  your  sight. 
Lat.  How  then  ? 

I'lske.  Sir,  he,  if  you  do  please  to  give  him 
aiiy  thing. 
Must  have't  convey'd  under  a  paper. 

Rusee,  Or  left  behind  some  book  in  his  study. 
Rube.  Or  in  some  old  wall. 
Fiske.  Where  his  familiars 
Vay  tell  him  of  it,  and  that  pleases  him,  sir. 
Rube.  Or  else,  1*1  i  go  and  assay  him^^. 
LttU.  Take  gold  with  you. 
Rutee.  That  will  not  be  amiss.  Give  it  the 
boy,  sir;  * 

He  knows  his  holes,  and  how  to  bait  his  spirits. 
Rip.  We  must  lay  iu  several  places,  sir. 
Rusee.  That's  true ; 
That  if  one  come  not,  the  other  may  hit. 

[Ereuitt  Rmee  and  Pippeau. 

Lat.  Well,  go  then.    Is   he  so  learned, 

gentlemen  ? 

.  Fake,  The  very  top  of  our  profession, 

mouth  o'th'  fates !  [take, 

'Pray  Heav'n  his  spirits  be  in  good  humour  to 

They'll  fling  the  gold  about  the  house  else ! 

Aibe.  Ay, 
And  bent  the  friar,  if  he  go  not  well 
Purnish'd  with  holy  water. 

Fi^ke.  Sir,  you  must  observe  him. 

Bube.  Not  cross  him  in  a  word ;  for  then 

he's  gone. 
Fiske.  If  he  do  come,  which  is  ahazard^ 

yet 

^ass,  he  is  here !  this  is  speed ! 

Enter  Norbret,  Rusee^  and  Pippeau. 
Norb,  Where's  your  scheme  ? 


DUKE  OF  NORMAND^l 


ur 


Let's  see't ;  dispatch ;  nay^  fumbling  now ! 
Who's  this? 
JRuxee,  Chief  gentleman  of  the  duke's  cham- 
ber, doctor, 
Kinb.  Oh,  let  him  be;  goodcv'n  to  him  ! 
he's  a  courtier ;  f  here  ? 

V\\  spare  his  compliment,  tell  him.    What  ii 
The  geniture  nocturnal,  loni;ituHe 
At  twenty-one  degrees®,  the  latitude 
At  forty-nine  and  ten  minutes  ?  How  are  the 
Cardinesf  fnutcs; 

E^ske.  Librr.  in  twenty-four,  forty-four  mi- 

And  Citpricorn 

AW6.  I  see  it ;  see  the  planets. 
Where,  how  ttiey  are  dibpos'd ;  the  Sun  and 

Mars  with  t}ic  Dragon's  taifin  the  third  house. 

And  pars  Fijrtun^r  in  Jthu  hno  Or//, 

Then  Jupiter  in  the  twelfth,  tlie  CucodQnoiu 

Bube.  And  Venus  in  tlie  second  Interna 
Porta.  [tilth, 

Norb.  I  see  it;  peace !  then  Saturn  m  the 
Luna  i'tir  seventh,  and  much  of  Scorpio, 
Then  Mars  his  Gaudium,  risijig  in  th'  Ascen- 
dent, [VcnuSf 
And  join'd  with  Libra  too,  the  house  of 
And  Itnum  Cali,  Mars  his  t^xaltntion 
In  the  seventh  house,  Aries  being  his  natural 
house  [him 
And  where  he  isnow  seated,  and  all  these  slie  w 
To  he  the  Almuter. 

Rusee.  Yes,  he's  lord  of  the  geniture, 
Whether  \oii  examine  it  by  Ptolo7ui/s  way. 
Or  Mfssaha/ah*5^,  Laelf  or  Aikiudits. 

Fiske.  No  other  planet  hath  so  many  dig- 
nities. 
Either  by  himself,  or  in  regard  of  the  cuspes. 

A'orfc.  Why,  hold  your  tongue  then,  if  you 
know  it ;  Venus 
The  lady  of  the  horoscope,  being  Libra, 
The  other  part,  Mars  rules :  So  tliat,  the  geni- 
Beiiig  nocturnal,  iMna  is  the  hii;hest,    [turc 
None  else  being  in  sufficient  diiinity, 
She  being  in  yln'esin  tiie  seventh  house, 
Where  Soi  fexalted,  is  the  Alchoroden. 

Bube.  Yes,  for  you  see  he  hath  his  termine 
In  the  degrees  where  she  is,  and  enjoys 
By  that  six  dignities. 

Fiske.  Which  are  clearly  more 
Than  any  else  that  view  her  in  the  scheme. 

Norb.  Why,  I  saw  this,  and  could  have 
told  you  too, 
That  he  beholds  her  with  a  trine  aspect 
Here  out  of  Sagittary,  almost  quartiie^'. 


»■  Bube.  Or  else  Fll  go  and  assay  him,']  The  words  or  else  were  struck  out  by  Seward  and 
Sympson,  as  '  injurious  to  sense  and  measure.' 

In  our  opinion:  they  assist  both. 

»  At  tzoenty-one  degrees,  the  latitude,']  This  line,  strange  as  it  may  appear,  is  in  no  edition 
but  the  old  quarto. 

*»  O  Messethales.]  The  quarto  reads,  Nassahales.  'the  right  name  is  Messahalah:  he 
was  s  Jew  famous  for  judicial  astrology,  and  lived  in  the  times  of  tlte  chaiifs  Aimansor  and 
Almamon.     Vide  Salmasium  de  Annis  Climactericis,  p.  309.        Sympson,  > 

*>  afmost  partilc.l  The  old  quarto  reads,  *  almost  partly;'  ^uar^iTe  is  undoubtedly  the 

true  word*    It  is  diiaculc  to  m  at  present  to  relish  the  jargon  of  a  »cie;ic«  so  long  exploJcdi 

but 


m 


THE  tSAGfeiiY  opt^iixii 


[A<it4.  SceDeS. 


And  howttiatJliariontortheielf-sainehouJey 
(But  another  sign)  here  by  a  platique  asp^tt 
iLooks  at  the  hjleg^  with  a  quarti/e  rulinf 
The  house  where  the  sun  is;  all  this  could  I 
Have  told  you,  but  tliat  you'll  out-run  me; 
and  more,  [life. 

That  this  same  qtiardle  aspect  to  the  lady  of 
Here  in  the  seventh,  promises  some  danger, 
Cauda  Draconis  being  so  near  Marty 
And  Caput  Algol  in  the  house  of  death. 
Lat.  How,  sir  ?  I  pray  you  clear  that. 
Norb.  What  is  the  Question  first? 
Rutee.  Of  the  dukes  life;  what  dangers 

threaten  him  ? 
Narb.  Apparent,  and  those  sudden^  when 
the  hyleg 
Or  Alchoroden  by  direction  come 
To  a  quartile  opposition  of  the  plnc6  - 
Where  Mars  is  in  the  geniture,  (which  i*  now 
At  hand)  or  else  oppose  to  Mars  hirtiself ; 
expect  it. 
Lot.  But  they  may  be  prevented  ? 
Norb,  Wisdom  only  [ing 

That  rules  the  stars,  may  do  it ;  for  Man  be- 
Lord  of  the  geniture  in  Capricorn, 
Is,  if  you  mark  it,  now  a  Sextile  here. 
With  Venus  lady  of  tlje  horoscope. 
So  she  being  in  ner  exilium,  which  is  5cof/7io,' 
And  Mars  his  gaudium,  is  o'ei^rul'd  by  him, 
And  clear  debilitated  five  degrees 
Beneath  her  ordinary  power,  so 
That,  at  the  most,  she  can  but  mitigate. 
Lat.  You  cannot  name  the  persons  bring 

this  danger? 
Norb,  No,  that  the  stap  tell  not  us;  they 
name  no  man; 
That  is  a  work,  sir,  of  another  place. 

BMsee,  Tell  him  whom  you  suspect^  and 

he'll  guess  shrewdly. 
Lat,  Sir,  we  do  fear  one  Aubrey;  if 'twere 
he,  [him. 

I  should  be  glad ;  for  we  should  soon  prevent 
(Fiske,  I  knew  him;  tlie  duke's  kinsman; 
a  tail  man.  ^ 

Lay  hold  oFt,  Norbret) 

iforb.  Let  me  pause  a  little  i 
Is  he  not  near  of  kin  unto  the  duke? 
Lat.  Yes,  reverend  sir. 
(Norb,  Fart  for  your  reverence ! 
Keep  it  till  theu.)-*-And  somewhat  high  of 
Lat,  He  is  so*  [stature  ? 


(Norb.  How  oldish^? 

lUke.  About  seven  and  fifty.) 

Norb,  His  head  and  ^ard  inclining  to  b« 

Lat,  Right,  sir.  fgrey. 

(Fiske.  And  fat) 

Norb,  He's  somewhat  corpulent^  is  he  not  ? 

Lat.  You  speak  the  man,  sir. 

Norbi.  Well,  look  to  him !  Farewell !  [Esk. 

Lat,  Oh,  it  18  Aubrey.  Gentlemeh,  1  pray 

Let  me  receive  this  unde^  all  your  hands. 
Rusee,  Why,  he  will  shew  you  him  in  his 
magick-glasd. 
If  y6u  entreat  liim,  and  buC  grati/]^ 
A  spirit  or  two  more. 

Lat.  He  shall  eat  gold^ 
If  he  will  hate  it;  so  you  sh^l  alf.    There's 

that 
Amongst  you  dtit  Let  me  have  this  to  senil 
The  duke  in  the  mean  time ;  and  theil'  what 

eights 
You  please  to'  shew.  I'll  hvtve  you  so  Awarded 
As  neter  artists  were  ;  you  shall  to  court 
Along  with  me,  and  there  nbt  ivait  your  for^' 
tunes.  [pockets. 

Bnbe,  Wo.  hate  «  pretty  part  (yf't  in  our 
Boy^  we  will  all  be  new;  you  ^ball  along  too* 

»     [Exeunt; 

SCENE  m. 

JEnter  Sophia,  Mistilda,  and  Edith, 

Alai,  Good  madam^  hear  the  suit  tb^ 
Editii  urges^ 
With  Such  submiss  beseeches ;  nor  remain 
So  strictly  bound  to  sorrow  for  your  son. 
That  nothing  else,  tho'  never  io  befitting, 
Obtains  your  ears  or  observation. 

Soph,  what  would  she  say  ?  I  hear. 

Edith,  My  suit  is,  madam. 
That!  you  would  please  to  think  as  well  of 
justice  [added 

Due  to  your  son's  revenge,  as  of  more  wrong 
To  both  yotrrselves  for  it,  in  only  grieving. 
Th' undaunted  po^er  of  princes  should  not  b^ ' 
ConfinM  in  deedless  cdd  calamity ; 
Anger  (the  twin  of  Sorrow)  in  yolir  wrongs 
Should  not  be  smothered  when  his  right  of 
birth  [foKh, 

Claims  th'  air  as  well,  and  force  of  coming 

Soph.  Sorrow  is  due  already  ••;  Anger  never 
Should  be  conceived,  bat  where  it  may  be  borit 


l)ut  it  is  certainly  a  very  just  banter  upon  the  ridiculous  credolityof  our  Authors'  age.  llie 
words  Almuter  and  Alcvroden  are  two  words  which  Bailey,  the  only  dictionary  I  found  thenii 
in,  makes  pretty  near  the  same  thing,  viz.  The  star  that  reisns  at  our  nativity.  Seward. 
^  Sorrow  is  due  alreadt/.]  Thus  read  the  old  books;  and  who  can  read  with  Seiiffkrd,  has'H 
4ue,  f^ithout  the  organs  of  a  serpent?  Edith  desires  th^m 
< to  tlnnk  as  well  of  justice 

*  Due  to  her  sob's  revenge,  as  of  more  trrong 

*  Added  to  both  themselves,  in  only  grieving  :' 

and  further  says,  that  *  Anger  is  the  twin  of  Sorrow.'  Sopliia  replies,  that '  Sorrow  is  due 
^  already,  but  that  Anger,  unless  it  could  be  brought  forth  with  efiect,  had  better  not  be  coiK 
*  ceived;'  by  which  answer  she  both  replies  to  Edith's  argument  and  her  metaphor :  At  least, 
the  reading  is  intelligible,  and  Mr.  Seward's  variation  ilkgibie.  We  have  lher«for«  foUowail 
the  old  books/ 


Act  5.  Stede  1.] 


bVKE  OF  NOfeMANDY; 


ld9 


In  some  fact  fit  t'  employ  his  active  flame. 
That  else  consumes  who  bears  it,  and  abides 
Like  a  false  star  that  quenches  as  it  glides. 
Edith,  I  have  suCh  means  t'  employ  it  as 

your  wish 
Can  think  no  bettor,  easier,  or  securer ; 
And  such  as,  butfor  the  honours  I  intend 
To  your  partakincrs,  I  alone  could  end. 
But  your  parts  in  all  does  to  crying  blood 
For  vengeance  in  the  shedder,   are  much 

greatc  r,  [slaughter ; 

And  therefore  should  work  yOur  hands  to  his 
F6r  your  consent  to  which,  'twere  infinite 

wrong 
To  your  Severe  dnd  niost  impartial  justice, 
To  move  you  to  forg;et  so  false  a  son 
As  with  a  mother's  duty  made  you  curse  him. 

Mat:  Edith,  he  is  forgot  for  any  son 
Born  of  my  mother,  or  to  me  a  brother  ; 
For,  should  we  still  perform  our  ri&;hts  to  him, 
We  should  partake  his  wrongs,  and  as  foul  be 
Tn  blood  and  damned  parricide  as  he : 
And  therefore  tell  the  happy  means  that 

Ileav'n 
tuts  in  tliy  band,  for  all  our  long*d-for  free- 
dom 
From  so  abhprr'H  and  impious  A  monster. 
Soph,  Tell  what  she  will,  Til  lend  nor  hand 

nor  ear 
To  whatsoever  Ileav'n  puts  in  her  power. 

[Esit. 
Mat.  How  strange  she  is   to  what  she 

ichiefly  wishes ! 
Sweet  Edith,  be  not  any  thont^ht  the  more 
biscourag'd  in  thy  purpose,  hut  assur*d 
Her  heart  and  prayers  are  thine;  and  that 

we  two 
Shall  he  enough  to  all  we  wish  to  do. 

Edith.  Madam,  ipyself  alone,  I  make  no 

doubt, 
Shall  be  aflbrded  power  enou2;h  from  Heav'n 
To  end  the  murderer.    All  I  wish  of  yOu, 


Ts  but  some  richer  ornaments  and  jewels 
Than  I  am  able  to  provide  myself. 
To  help  out  the  defects  of  my  poor  beauty^ 
That  yet  hath  been  enough,  as  now  it  is, 
To  make  his  fancy  mad  with  my  desire. 
But  yOu  know,  madam,  women  never  can 
De  too  fair  to  torment  an  amorous  man ; 
And  this  man*s  torments  I  would  heighten  still. 
Till  at  their  highest  he  were  fit  to  kill. 
Mat.  Thou  shalt  have  all  my  jewels  and 
my  motlier's ; 
And  thou  shalt  paint  tdo^  that  his  blood's  de- 
sire 
May  make  him  perish  in  a  painted  fire. 
Hast  thou  been  with  him  yet  ? 
Edith.  Been  with  him  ?  no ; 
I  set  thdt  hour  back  to  haste  more  his  longing  t 
But  I  have  promis'd  to  his  instruments, 
Tlie  admittance  df  a  visit  at  our  house ; 
Where  yet  I  wduld  receive  him  with  all  lustrt 
My  sorrow  would  give  leave  to^  to  remove 
Suspicion  of  my  purpose. 
Alat.  Thou  shalt  hav6 
All  I  can  add,  sweet  wench,  in,  jewels,  tlres^ 
V\i  be  myself  thy  dresser.    Nor  may  I 
Serve  my  own  love  with  a  contnicted  husband 
More  sweetly,  nor  more  amply,  than  may'st 
thou  [tions ! 

Thv  forward  will  with  his  bewitch'cf  afifcc^ 
Affect'st  thou  any  personal  aid  of  mine, 
My  noblest  Edith  ? 

Edith.  Nought  but  yotir  kind  prayer. 
For  full  effect  aiid  speed  of  my  a£[air. 
Alat,  They're  thine,  my  Eoith,  ^iarf or  tat 
my  own: 
For  thou  well  kno^'st,  if  blood  shed  df  the 

best 

Should  cool  and  he  forgotten,  who  would  fear 

To  shed  bldod  still  ?  or  where,  (das,  were  theflf 

The  endless  love  we  owe  to  worthy  men  ? 

Edith.  Love  of  the  worthiest  ever  blesf 

your  highness !  {Ercunt, 


ACT    Vi 


Hollo, 


SC£N£  i. 

knter  Hollo  (with  a  glass) y  Auhrty,  and  ser^ 
vants. 

llo.  T  NF.VER  studied  my  glass  till  now; 
•■•  Jt  is  exceeding  well;  riov^  ledve 
me.     Cousin, 
How  takes  your  eye  the  object  ? 

Anh.  I  have  learn'd 
So  much,  Jlir,  of  the  courtier,  as  to  say 
Your  person  does  become  your  habit;  bdt. 
Being  call'd'unto  it  by  a  noble  war. 
Would  grace  an  armour  better. 

Hollo.  You  are  still 
For  that  great  artof  whichyou  arethemaster: 
Yet  I  nmst  tell  you,  that  to  the  encounters 

Vol.  II. 


We  oft  attempt,  arm'd  only  thus,  we  bring 
As  troubled  blood,  fears  mii'd\^ith  fiatt'rin^ 

t     hopes. 
The  daiiTger  in  the  service  too  as  great^ 
As  when  we  are  to  charge  cfuite  thrd'  and  thro 
The  body  of  an  rtrmy. 

Aiib,  ril  not  ari;ue.  P"'*- 

How  you  m^y  rank  the  datfgerS,  but  will  die' 
The  ends  which  they  arrive  at  are  as  distanO 
In  every  circumstance,  as  far  as  honour 
Is  from  shame  and  repentance. 

Hollti.  You  a  re  sour  f 

Auh,  I  would  speak  my  free  thotightl,  yei 
not  appear  so  ; 
Nor  am  I  so  ambitions  of  the  title 
Of  one  that  dares  balk  any  thing  that  i^uDif 


iro 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLa, 


[Act  5.  Scene  i. 


A|?ains^th<5  torrent  of  his  own  opinion  «», 
That  I  affect  to  speak  aught  may  offend  you : 
And  therefore,  gracious  sir,  be  pleas'd  to 

think  •  r       M 

My  manners  or  discretion  have  mforra  d  me,. 
That  I  was  born,  in  all  pood  ends,  to  serve  you, 
And  not  to  check  at  what  concerns  me  not : 
I  look  not  with  sore  eyes  on  your  rich  outside, 
Nor  rack  my  thoughts  to  find  out  to  what 

purpose 
Tis  now  employed;  I  wish  it  may  be  good. 
And  that,  I  hope,  offends  not.  For  a  subject 
Towards  his  prince,  in  thin«;s  indifferent, 
To  use  th*  austereness  of  a  censuring  Cato 
Is  arrogance,  not  freedom. 

Rollo.  I  commend 
This  temper  in  you,  and  will  cherish  it. 

Enter  Hamond,  with  letters. 
They  come  from  Roan?  Latorph  employM 

Ham,  True,  sir.  fyo"? 

Rollo,  I  must  not  now  be  troubled  with  a 
thought 
Of  any  new-desijj;n.  Good  Aubrey,  read  'em ; 
And  as  they  shall  direct  you,  use  my  power, 
Or  to  reply  or  execute. 

Auh.  1  will,  sir.  [our  guard 

Rollo.  And,  captain,  l)ring  a  squadron  of 
To  th'  house  tliat  late  was  Baldwin's,  and 
there  wait  me. 

Ham.  I  shall. 

Roilo.  Some  two  hours  hence. 

Ham.  With  my  best  care. 

Roflo.  Inspire  me.  Love,  and  be  thy  deity 

Or  scorn'd  or  fcar'd,  as.  now  tlioii  favour'st 

me!  [-Kaif. 

Ham.  My  stay  to  (jo  my  duty,  may-be, 
wrongs 
Your  lordship's  privacy. 

Aub.  Captain,  your  love 
Is  cverHvelcome.     I  entreat  your  patience 
While  I  peruse  these. 

Ham.  I  attend  your  pleasure. 

Aub.  How*s  this?  a  plot  on  me? 

Ham.  What  is  contam'd 
I*  th*  letters  that  I  brought,  that  thus  trans- 
ports him  ? 

Aub.  To  be  wrought  on  by  rogues,  and 
have  my  head  [bread? 

Brought  to  the  axe  by  knaves  that  cheat  for 
The  creatures  of  a'  parasite,  a  slave  ? 
I  find  you  here,  Latorch,  nor  wonder  at  it; 
But  that  tliis  honest  captain  should  be  made 
His  instrument,  afflicts  me :  I'll  make  trial 
Whether  his  will  or  weakness  made  him  do  it. 

.  dares  talk  any  thing  that  was 


Captain,  you  saw  the  duke  when  h^  com* 

manded 
I  should  do  what  these  letters  did  direct  me  ; 
And  I  presume  you  think  TU  not  nej^lect. 
For  fear  or  favour,  to  remove  all  dangers. 
How  near  soe'er  that  man  can  be  to  me 
P'rom  whom  they  should  have  birth. 

Ham.  It  is  confirmed.  [refuse, 

Aub.  Nor  would  you,  captain,  1  believe. 
Or  for  respect  of  thankfulness,  or  hopes. 
To  use  your  sword  with  fullest  confidence 
Where  he  shall  bid  you  strike. 

Ham.  I  never  have  done. 

Aub.  Nor  will,  1  think. 

Ham.  Jr  hope  it  is  not  questioned. 

Aub.  The  means  to  have  it  so  is  now  pro- 

pos'd  you.  [head  ? 

Draw ;   so,  *tis  well ;   and  next,  cut  off  my 

Hum.  VVbat  means  your  lordship  ? 

Aub.  Tis,  sir,  the  duke's  pleasure; 
My  innocence  hath  made  me  dangerous, 
And  I  must  be  remov'd,  and  you  the  man 
Must  act  his  will.      ' 

Ham.  ril  be  a  traitor  first, 
Before  I  serve  it  thus! 

Aub.  It  must  be  done ;  [warrant. 

And  that  you  may  not  doubt  it.  there's  your 
•But  as  you  read,  remember,  llamond,  that 
I  never  wrong'd  one  of  your  brave  profession; 
And,  tho'  it  be  notmanly,  I  must  grieve 
That  man  of  whose  love  I  was  most  ambitious 
Could  find  no  object  for  his  hate  but  me. 

Ham.  It  is  no  time  to  talk  now.  Honour'd 
sir, 
Be  pleas'd  to  hear  thy  servant:  I  am  wrong'd. 
And  cannot,  being  now  to  sene  the  duke. 
Stay  to  express  the  manner  how ;  but  if 
I  do  not  suddenly  give  you  strong  proofs 
Your  life  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  own, 
^lay  I  live  base,  and  die  so !  Sir,  your  pardon. 

[Exit. 

Aub.  I'm  both   ways  ruin'd,  both   way* 
mark*d  for  slaughter ! 
On  every  side,  about,  behind,  before  me, 
My  certain  fate  is  fix'd !  Were  I  a  knave  now, 
1  could  avoid  this;  had  my  actions 
But  mere  relations  to  their  own  ends,  I  could 

'scape  now. 
Oh,  Honesty  !    thou  elder  child  of  Virtue, 
I'hou  s*2ed  of  Heav'u,  why,  to  acquire  thy 
goodness,  [u*, 

Shotild  malice  and  distrust  stick  thorns  betore 
And  make  us  swim  unto  thee,  hung  with 

hazards  ? 
But  Hcav'n  is  got  by  suffering,  not  disputing  ! 


Asaliist  the  torrcut  of  liis  owq  opinion.]  Tlie  old  quarto  for  was  reads  runSy  a  word 
much  preferable  to  the  other.  But  what  daring  is  there  to  talk  only  against  his  own  opmuin? 
To  talk  agamst  such  a  n:an  as  Rollu's  was  daring  indeed  in  an  inteiior.  The  words  /i:.v  uun 
are  probably  a  mere  interpolation.  Opinion,  according  to  the  constant  usage  of  all  the  old 
poets,  is  four  syllables  or  two,  at  will ;  and  to  call  it  opinion  in  general,  rather  than  Hollo's 
in  particular,  is  more  elegant.         Seward. 

Mr.  Seward,  therefore,  treatinij  opinion  as  *  four  syllables/  omits  the  words  his  own.    The 
STOallchjDge  of  talk  into  balk,  gives  good  verse,  and  sound  sense. 


ilct  5.  Scene  2.] 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDY. 


in 


Sajr  he  knew  this  before-hand,  where  am  I 

tlieii? 
Or  say  he  do  not  know  it,  where*s  my  loyalty  ? 
I  know  liis  nature,  troubled  as  the  sea, 
And  as  the  sea  devouring  where  he's  vex*d. 
And  I  know  pruices  are  their  own  expounders. 
Am  J  afraid  of  death  ?  of  dying  nobly  i 
Of  dyiu^r  in  mine  innocence  upriohtly? 
Have  I  met  dc|ith  in  all  Jiis  forms,  and  fears, 
Now  on  the  points  of  swords,  now  pitchM  on 

lances, 
Jn  iires,  in  storms  of  arrows,  battles,breaches, 
And  shall  1  now  shrink  from  him,  when  he 

courts  me. 
Smiling  and  full  of  sanctity  ?  Til  meet  him  ; 
My  loyal  hand  and  heartsliall  give  this  to  him, 
And,  tho'  it  bear  beyond  what  poets  fei(;n 
A  punishment,  duty  shall  meet  that  pani ; 
^nd  my  most  constant  heart,  to  do  dim  p^ood, 
Shall  check  at  neither  pale  atTright  nor  blood. 

Enter  Messenger.      * 
Mess.  The  duchess  presently  would  crave 

your  presence. 
Aub,  I  conic;  and,  Aubrey,  now  resolve 
to  keep 
T'hy  honour  living,  tho'  thy  body  sleep  \ 

[Exit. 

SCENE  TL 

Enter  Edilh  and  a  ho\f ;  a  bangurt  set  out. 
Edith,  Now  for  a  father's  murder,  and 

the  ruin 
All  chastity  shall  suffer  if  he  reign ! 
Thou  blesited  soul,  look  down,  and  steel  thy 

daughter, 
Xx}ok  on  the  sacrifice  she  comes  to  send  thee, 
And  liiro'  that  bloody  cloud  behold  my  piety  ! 
Take  from  my  cold  heart  fear,  from  my  sex 

pity, 
And  as  I  wipe  these  tears  off,  shed  for  thee, 
So  all  remembrance  may  1  lose  of  mercy  ! 
Give  me  a  woman's  anger  bent  to  blood. 
The   wildnoss  of  the  winds^to  drown  his 


prayers 


My  rage,  like  roving  billows  as  they  rise, 
Pour'd  on  his  soul  to  sink  it !  Give  me  Hat- 

tery,  fbling) 

(Fosyet  my  constant  soul  ne'er  knew  dissem- 
Flatt'ery  tlie  food  of  fooU,  that  1  may  rock 

him 
And  lull  him  in  the  down  of  his  desires ; 
That,  in  the  height  of  all  his  hopes  and  wishes, 
Ills  ileav'n  forgot,  and  all  his  lusts  upon  him, 
My  hand,  like  thunder  from  a  cloud,  may 

seize  him !  [liim. 

I  hear  him  come^;  go,  boy,  and  entertain 

SONG*. 
Talcc,  oh,  take  those  lips  away. 

That  so  sweetly  were  forsworn. 
And  those  eyes,  like  break  of  day. 

Lights  that  do  mislead  the  morn ; 
But  my  kisses  bring  a^ain. 
Seals  of  love,  tho*  seal'd  in  vain. 

Hide,  oh,  hide  those  hills  of  snow, 
Wliich  thy  frozen  bosom  bears. 

On  whose  tops  the  pinks  that  grow 
Are  yetot  those  that  April  wears; 

But  first  set  my  poor  heart  free. 

Bound  in  those  icy  chains  by  thee. 

Etiter  Rolh. 
Bolio.  What  bright  star,  taking  Beauty's 
form  upon  her. 
In  iJl  tlie  happy  lustre  of  IleavVs  glory. 
Has  dropped  down  from  the  sky  to  comfort 

me? 
Wonder  of  nature,  let  it  not  prophane  tliee 
My  rude  hand  touch  thy  beauty  i  nor  this  kiss 
The  gentle  sarrihce  of  love  and  service, 
Be  oti'cr'd  to  tlic  honour  of  Uty  sweetness. 
EUiifi.  My  gracious  lord,  no  dcity^  dwells 
here. 
Nor  notliing  of  that  virtue,  but  obedience ; 
The  servant  to  your  will  alfects  no  flattery. 

Rol/o,  Can  it  be  flattery  to  swear  those  eyes 
Are  Love's  eternal  lamps  he  fires  all  hearts 

with  ? 
That  tongue  the  smart  string  to  his  bow  I 
those  sighs 


Storm-like  may  my  destruction  fall  upon  him, 

I 

•»  I  hear  him  fo;/w!.]  The  following  scene  is  evidently  writ  in  emulation  of  the  famous 
courtship  of  Richard  ttie  Third  to  Lady  Ann  ;  and  though  it  may  fall  somewhat  short,  evcry^ 
reader  of  taste  will  be  charmed  with  so  noble  a  resemblance  of  that  consummate  master  of 
dramatic  poetry.  Rollo  is  certainly  an  inferior  character  to  Richard,  but  Edith  much  excels 
Lady  Ann,  and  indeed  almost  any  female  character  that  Shakespeare  has  drawn.  So  does 
Juliana  in  The  Double  Marriage,  and  Lucina  in  Valentinian.  I  forgot  to  mention  in  the 
former  scenes  of  this  play  what  were  taken  from  Seneca's  Thebais ;  but  it  is  chiefly  Sophia's 
speeches  in  the  first  act,  which  are  almost  literal  translrtions.        Seward. 

'  The  famous  courtship  of  Richard  to  Ladv  Ann'  is  not  one  of  the  happiest  scenes  of 
Shakespeare ;' and  if  we  should  allow  that  *  Kdith  much  excels  Lady  Ann,'  we  could  not  by 
any  means  add,  with  Mr.  Seward,  tl)at  she  also  excels  '  almost  any  female  character  that 
*  Shakespeare  has  drawn.'     Editors  are  not  bound  to  he  partial. 

*  iS^^n^.]  The  first  stanza  of  this  Song  is  to  be  found  in  Shakespeare's  Measure  for  Alea- 
sure;  and  die  whole  of  it  is  printed,  as  (he  production  of  that  Author,  in  the  edition  of  his 
Poems  published  by  Sv  w.el  and  GiUion.  But  Dr.  Percy  observes,  these  Gentlemen  have 
inserted  therein  many  pieces  not  written  by  our  great  Bard,  and  the  present  is  not  in  Jug- 
gard's  old  edition  of  Shakespeare's  Sonnets :  We  cannot,  t^herefore,  witli  certaility  ascribq 
it  to  him.        fi. 


v^ 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  HOLLO, 


[Act  5.  Scene  9. 


The  deadly  shafts  he  sends  into  our  souls? 
Oh,  look  upon  me  with  tliv  spring  of  beauty ! 
Edith,  Your  Grace  is  full  of  game. 
Rollo.  By  Heaven,  my  Edith, 
Thy  mother  fed  on  roses  when  she  bred  thee. 
jSditL  And  thine  on  brambles,  that  have 

prick'd  her  heart  out ! 
BoUo.  The  sweetness  of  th'  Arabian  wind, 
still  blowing 
Upon  the  treasures  of  perfumes  and  spices, 
}n  all  their  pride  and  pleasurfis,  calls  thee 
mistress ! 
Edith.  Wiirt  please  you  sit,  sir? 
Rollo.  So  yoii  pleiase  sit  by  me. 
Fair  gentle  maid,  there  is  no  speaking  to  thee ; 
The  excellency  that  appears  upon  tliee 
Ties  up  my  tongue !  Tray  sp^ak  to  me. 
Edith.  Qf  what,  sir? 

Rallo.  Of  any  thing,  and  any  thing  is  ex-> 
cellent.  '  [then ; 

Will  you  take  my  direction  ?  Speak  oT  love 
Speak  pf  thy  fair^elf,  Edith;  ancj  while  thou 
speak'bt,  [wench. 

Let  me,  thus  languishing,  give  up  myself, 
Edith,  H'has  a  strange  cunning  tongue, — 
Why  dp  you  sigh,  ^ir? 
How  masterly  he  turns  himself  to  catch  me ! 
Rollo,  The  way  to  Paradise,  my  gentle 
maid,  [mg, 

Is  hard  and  crooked,  scarce  repentance  tind- 
Witli  all  her  holy  helps,  the  door  to  enter. 
Give  me  thy  hand :  What  dost  thou  feci? 

£diM.  Your  tears,  sir; 
You  weep  extremely.— Strengthen  me  now, 

justice! — 
Wljy  are  these  sorrows,  sir  ? 

^ollo.  Thou*lt  never  love  me  [left 

If  1  should  tell  thee ;  and  yet  there's  no  way 
Jiver  to  purchase' this  blest  paradise, 
Put  swimming  thither  in  these  tears. 
•   Edith.  I  stagger ! 
Rollo.  Are  they  not  drop?  of  blood  ? 
Edith,  No. 

Rollo.  They're  for  blood  then, 
For  guiltless  blood  !  and  they  must  drop,  my 
Pdith,  [mischiefs. 

They  must  thus  drop,  'till  I  haVe  drownVl  my 
'  Edith.  If  this  be  true,  I  hive  no  strength 
to  touch  him. 
Rollo,  I  prithee  Ipok  upon  me ;  turn  not 
from  mc! 
Alas,  I  do  confess  I'm  made  of  mischief, 
pcgot  with  all  men'* miseries  upon  me; 
But  see  my  sorrows,  maid,  and  do  not  thou 

learn," 
Whose  only  sweetest  sacrifice  is  softness, 
Wl^psc  true  conditioA   tenderness   of  na- 
ture  ' 

Edith.  My  anger  melts;  oh,  I  shall  lose 

'  my  justice  1  [ty, 

Rolh.  Do  not  thou  learn  to  kill  wi^h  crucl- 

As  I  have  done;  to  murder  with  thy  eves, 

Tl^ose  blessed  eyes,  as  I  have  done  with  ma- 

V  lice.  '  '  [scorn, 

yV^h^u  thou  hast  wounded  me  to  deatli  with 


(As  I  deserve  it,  lady)  for  my  true  love. 
When  thou  liast  loaden  me  with  earth  for 

ever. 
Take  heed  my  sorrows,  and  %he  stings  I 

suffer, 
Take  heed  my  nightly  dreams  of  ^eath  anc| 

horror,  [then. 

Pursue  thee  not ;  no  time  shall  tell  thy  griefs 
Nor  shall  an  hour  of  joy  add  to  thv  beauties. 
Look  not  upon  me  as  I  kill'd  thy  father; 
As  I  was  smea^'d  in  blood,  do  thou  not  hate 

me ;  [ance. 

But  thus,  in  whiteness  pf  my  wash'd  repent-? 

In  my  heart's  tears  and  truth  of  love  to  Edith^^ 

In  ray  fair  life  hereafter — r- 

fldith.  He  will  fool  me  ! 

Rollq,  Oh,  with  thine  angcl*eyes  behold 

and  bless  me ! 

Of  Heav'n  we  call  for  mercy,  and  obtain  it  • 

To  Justice  for  our  right  on  eai*th,  and  have  it ; 

Of  thee  I  beg  for  love ;  save  me,  and  give  it! 

Edith.  Now,  Heav'n,  thy  help,  or  I  ani 

gone  for  ev^r ; 
His  tongue  has  turn'd  me  into  melting  pity  ! 

Enter  Hamond  and  CtULvd, 

flam.  Keep  the  doors  safe;  and,  upon 
pain  of  death. 
Let  no  man  enter  'till  I  give  the  word. 

Guard.  We  shall,  sir.  [Exeunt^ 

Havi.  Here  he  is,  in  all  his  pleasure : 
I  have  my  wish. 

Rollo.  How  *iow?  why  dost  thou  stare  so  2 

Edith.  A  help,  I  hope! 

Rollo.  What  dost  thou  (lere?  who  sent 
thee?        '       '  [office 

Ham.  My  brother,  and  the  base  malicious 
Thou  mad'st  me  do  to  Aubrey.    Pray ! 
'  Rollo,  Pray? 

Ilam,  Pray ! 
Pray,  if  thou  canst  pray;     I  shall  kill  thy 

soul  else ! 
Prav  suddenly ! 

Kollo.  Thou  canst  not  be  so  traitorous  \ 

Horn,  It  is  a  justice. — ^Stay,  lady  ! 
(For  I  perceive  your  end)  o  ivoraan's  han^ 
Must  nut  rob  me  of  vengeance. 

Edith.  Tis  my  glory ! 

Ham.  Tis  mine;  stay,  and  share  wjU^ 
me.-?-By  the  gods,  Kollo, 
There  is  no  way  to  save  thy  life ! 

Rollo.  No? 

Hum.  No: 
It  is  so  monstrous,  no  repentance  cures  it  I 

Rollo.  Why  then,  thon  shalt  kilt  her  first  \ 
and  what  this  blood'       '* 
Will  cast  upon  thy  cqr^ed  head— - 

Ham.  Poor  guard,  sir ! 

Edith.  Spare  not,  brave  captain ! 

Rollo.  Fear,  or  the  devil  have  thee  ! 

Ham.  Such  fear,  sir,  a^  you  gave  yourlio^ 
nour'd  mother. 
When  your  most  virtuous  brother  shield-like 

held  her,  • 

Such  I'll  give  you.    Put  her  awajf. 


Act  6.  Scene  2.] 


PUKE  OF  NORMANDY, 


Its 


Rolio.  I  will  not; 
X  will  not  die  so  tamely. 

Ham.  Murderous  villain. 
Wilt  thou  draw  seas  of  blood  upqn  thee  ? 

Edith,  Fear  not;  [him ! 

Kill  him,  good  captain  !  any  way  dispatch 

My  body's  honoured  widi  tliiat  sword  tlmt 

thro'  me  [hand ! 

Sends  bis  black  soul  to  hell !  Oh,  but  fof  (iue 

Ham,  Shake  him  off  bravely. 

Edith.  He  is  too  strong.  Strike  him ! 

Mam.  Oh,  am  I  wi(]i  yuu,  sir  f  Now  keep 
you  from  him ! 
What,  has  h^  got  a  knife  ^? 

Edith,  Look  to  him,  captain ; 
For  now  he  will  be  mischievous. 

Ham.  Do  you  smile,  sir  ? 
Does  it  so  tickle  you?  Have  at  you  qnce  more ! 

Edith.  Ob,  bravely  thrust.    Take  heed  he 
cqme  not  in,  sir. 
To  him  again ;  yoq  give  him  too  much  respite. 

RoUo.  Yet  wilt  thou  saye  my  life  ?  and  V\\ 
forgive  thee,  |  [meiita, 

And  give  thee  all,  p.U  honours^  all  advance- 
Call  thee  Miy  friend ! 

Edith.  Strike,  strike,'  and  hear  him  not ! 
His  tongue  will  tdknpt  a  saint. 

Rollo.  Oh,  for  my  soul  sake !    ' 

Edith,  Savf!  nothmg  of  him ! 

Ham.  Now  for  your  farewell ! 
Are  you  so  wary  ?  take  vou  tliat ! 

Rolio.  Thou  that  too ! 
Oh,  thou  hast  kiU'd  me  basely,  biisely,  basely ! 

[Dies. 

Edith.  The  just  reward  of  murder  falls 
upon  thee!. 
Jiow  00  you,  sir?  has  he  not  hurt  you? 

Ham.  No; 
J  feel  not  any  thing. 

Aub.  [with in.]  Ijchnrge  you  let  us  pass ! 

Guard  [within].  You  caimot  yet,  sir. 

Aub.  Vll  make  way  then. 

Guard.  Wp  arc  sworn  tq  our  captain; 
And,  'till  he  give  the  word 

Ham.  Now  let  them  in  there. 

flnt€r  Sophia,  Matilda,  Aubrey,  Lords  and 
Attendants. 
Soph.  Oh,  there  he  lies !  Sorrow  on  sorrow 
seeks  me ! 
Ob,  in  his  hlood  he. lies  ! 

Aub.  Had  yqu  spoke  sooner, 
This  might  have  been  prevented.    Take  th^ 

duchess. 
And  lead  her  off;  this  is  no  ^ight  for  her  eyes. 
'  Mat.  Oh,  bravely  done,  wench  I 
Edith.  There  stands  the  noble  doer. 
Mat,  May  honour  ever  seek  thee  for  tliy 


i 


ustice  I 


A  justice  e'en  for  Heav'n  to  envy  at ! 
Farewell,  my  sorrows !  and,  my  tears,  taka 

truce! 
My  wfsiies  are  come  round !  Oh,  bloody 

brother, 
'Till  this  hour  never  beauteous;  'till  thy  life, 
Like  a  full  sacrifice  for  ail  thy  mischiefs, 
Flow'd  from  thee  in  V»ese  rivers,  never  righ* 

teous! 
Oh,  how  my  eyes  are  quarried  *  with  their 

joys  UQw  ! 

My  longing  heart  e'en  leaping  out  for  lights 

ness !  [thee ! 

But,  dij  thy  black  sins  with  thee;  I  forgive 

Aub.  Who  did  this  deed/ 

Ham.  I ;  and  Til  answer  it !  [Dies, 

Edith.  He  faints!  Oh,  that  sivme  cursed 

knife  has  killed  him ! 
Aub.  How? 

Edith.  He  snatch'd  it  from  my  hand  fq^ 
whom  I  bore  it ; 
And,  as  they  grappled— 

Aub.  Justice  is  ever  equal !  [hoqest. 

Had  it  not  been  on  him,  tti'  hadst  died  too 
Did  you  know  of  his  death  f 
Edith.  Yes,  and  rejoice  io't, 
Aub.  Vm.  sorry  for  your  youtli.  then,  for 
thq"  the  strictness 
Of  law  shall  not  fall  on  you,  that  of  life 
Must  presently.   Go,  to  a  cloyster  carry  her ; 
And  tliere  for  ever  leail  your  life  in  penitence. 
Edith.  Best  fatlier  tq  my  soul,  I  give  you 
thanks,  sir ! 
And  now  my  fi\ir  revenges  have  their  ends; 
My  vows  shall  be  my  kin,  my  prayers  my 
friends !  [Exit, 


ph,  'twas  a  de^  of  high  and  brave  ad  venture, 

^  A  knifip.]  i.  e,  A  dagger. 

Quarried.]  This  is  an  allusion  to  falconry. 


Enter  Latorch  qnd  Jugglers^ 
Lat.  Stay  there;  Til  step  in,  and  prcpi^ra 

the  duke. 
J((>rb.  We  shall  have  brave  rewards  I 
Fiske,  That's  without  question. 
XmI.  By   this   time,  where*s  my  huffing 
friend,  lord  Aubrey? 
Where's  that  good  gentleman?  Oh,  I  could 

laugh  now, 
And  burst  myself  with  mere  imagination: 
A  wise  man,  and  a  valiuut  man,  a  just  man. 
Should  sudcr  himself  to  be  juggled  out  o'ch' 

world, 
By  a  number  of  poor  gipsies !  Farewell, 
swash-buckler;  I  time. 

For  I  know  thy  mouth  is  cold  enough  by  this 
A  hundred  of  ye  I  can  shave  ^s  neatly. 
And  necr  draw  blood  in  show.    Now  shall 
my  honour,  [s^m 

My  power,  and  virtue,  walk  alone ;  my  plea- 
Ob&erv^d  by  all ;  all  knees  bend  to  my  wor- 
ship; 
All  suits  to  me,  as  saint  of  all  their  fortunes, 

9 


^  Latham,  who  wrote  in  the  time  of  James  L, 
explains  the  word  quarrie  *  to  be  taken  for  the  fowle  which  is  flowne  at  and  slainc  at  any  time 
*  especially  when  young  hawks  are  flown^  thereunto.'.       R,  ' 


ir4  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLO,  DUKE  OF  NORMANDY.     [Act  5.  Scene  2, 


Preferr'd  and  crowded  to.  ^  What  full  place 

of  credit, 
And  what  stile  now*??  your  lordship?  no, 

'tis  common ; 
put  that  I'll  think  tomorrow  on :  Now  for 
my  business. 
Aubl  Who's  there  ? ' 
Lat.  Ha !  dead  ?  my  master  dead  ?  Aubrey 

alive  too  ? 
Guard.  Latorch,  sir. 
Aubz  Seize  his  body  f 
Lat.  Oh,  my  fortune  ! 
My  master  dead  ? 

Auh.  And  you,  within*this  half-hour. 
Prepare  yourself,  good  devil !  you  must  to  it ; 
jVlillions  of  gold  shall  not  redeem  thy  mis- 
chiefs. 
Behold  the  justice  of  thy  practice,  villain; 
The  mass  of  murders  thou  hast  drawn  upon 

us; 
Behold  thy  doctrine !  You  look  now  for  re- 
ward, sir. 
To  be  advanced,  I'm  sure,  for  all  your  labours ; 
And  you  shall  have  it.     Make  his  gallows 

higher 

By  ten  foot  at  the  least,  and  then  advance' 

Lat.    Mercy,  mercy!  [him. 

Auh.  It  is  too  late,  fool ; 

Bueli  as  you  meant  for  me.  Away  with  him  ! 

[He  is  led  out. 

What  peeping  knaves  ar)E  those  ?  Bring  'em 

in,  fellows. 
Jf ow  what  are  you  ? 

Norb.  Mathematicians, 
^n*t  like  your  lordship. 

Aub.  And  ye  drew  a  figure  ? 
Fiske,  VVe  have  di-awn  many. 
Aub.  For  the  duke,  I  mean,  sir. 
JLatorch's  knaves  you  are ! 

Norb.  VVe  know  the  gentleman. 
Aub.  What  did  he  promise  you  ? 
Norb.  We're  paid  already. 


Aub.  But  I  will  see  you  better  paid :  Go, 

whip  them ! 
Norb.  We  do  beseech  your  lordship  !  we 

were  hir'd, 
Aub.  I  know  you  were,  and  you  shall  have 
your  hire : 
Whip  'em  extremely ;  whip  that  doctor  tliere^ 
'Till  he  record  himself  a  rogue*. 
Nurb,  I  am  one,  sir. 

Aub.  Whip  him  for  being  one;  and  whea 
they're  whipt,  [hang'd. 

Lead  'em  to  th'  gadlows  to  see  their  patron 
'Away  with  them! 

Norb.  Ah,  good  rjny  lord  ! 

[Thij^  are  led  out, 
Aub.  Now  to  mine  own  right,  gentlemen. 

1  Jxtrd.  You  have  the  next  indeed ;  we  all 
confess  it, 

And  here  stand  ready  to  invest  you  with  it. 

2  Lord.  Which  to  make  stronger  to  you, 
and  the  surer 

Than  blood  or  mischiefs  dare  infringe  again, 
Behold  this  lady,  sir,  this  noble  lady. 
Full  of  the  blood  a^you  are,  of  that  nearness; 
How  blessed  would  it  be 

Aub.  I  apprehend  you  ; 
And,  so  the  fair  Matilda  dare  accept  me, 
Her  ever  constant  servant—— 

Mat.  In  all  purcness, 
In  all  humility  of  heart  and  service. 
To  the  most  noble  Aubrey  I  submit  me. 

Aub.  Then  this  is  our  first  tie.    Now  to 
our  business ! 

1  Lord.  We're  ready  all  to  put  the  honour 
on  you. 

Aub.  These  sad  rites  must  be  done  first: 
Take  up  the  bodies; 
This,  as  he  was  a  prince,  so  princely  funeral 
Shall  wait  upon  him  ;  on  this  honest  captain. 
The  decency  of  arms ;  a  tear  for  hhn  too. 
So,  sadly  on,  and,  as  we  view  his  blood. 
May  his  examplq  in  our  rule  raise  good ! 


-a'/iff^y«// place  of  credit, 


And  what  plare  now  J^]  The  second  place  seems  to  have  been  accidentally  repeated,  im 
stead  of  some  word  that  implies  titte,  houour^  or  dignitu.  Sttle  seems  to  bid  fairest  of  aoy 
monosyllable  that  Qccurs.       Seward^  ^ 


THE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE: 

A  COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Hills  ascribe  this  Comedy  wholly  to  Fletcher.  In  1647,  Cthc 
Playhouse  Copy  having  been  lent  out  of  the.honse,  and  lost)  The  WiId-Go»tfe  Chase 
could  not  be  inserted  among  our  Authors*  other  Plsiys :  It  was,  however,  afterwards  re- 
covered, and  published  in  1662,  by  Lowin  and  Taylor,  two  Players.  Farquhar's  Inconstant 
is  built  on  this  Play ;  the  mad  scene  of  Oriana,  and  others,  are  almost  transcribed ;  al 
though  both  the  Author  in  his  Preface,  and  Mr.  Kowe  in  the' Epilogue,  assert  that  onlj 
the  hint  was  taken  from  tliis  piece  of  our  Author. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


De  GarD,  a  nolle  Gentleman. 

La  Castiie,  Father  to  Mirahcll. 

M  IRA  BELL,  the  Wiid-Goose, 

PiXAC,  lu8  Fellow-iraveUcr,  Servant  to  Lil- 

lia-Bianca. 
Bf.lleur,  Companion  to  both,  in  love  with 

Rosulura. 
Navtolet,  Father  to  Rosalura  and  Lillia- 

Bianc^, 
Lvoi£R,  Tutor  to  the  Ladies, 


A  youn^  Factor. 
Two  Merchants. 
Singin<;-Boy. 

Oriana,  hethrothed  to  MiraleU. 

Petella,  their  Waiting-woman, 
Ma  HI  AN  A,  071  Euglith  Courtezan. 

I  age,  Servants^  Priest,  and  four  Women, 


SCF^E,  Faris. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Monsieur  De  Gard  and  a  Foot  hay, 

De  Ga.  QIRRAH,  you  know   I  have  rid 

*^  hard ;  stir  my  horse  well, 
And  let  him  want  no  litter. 

Boj/.  I  am  sure  Tve  run  hard  ; 
'Would  somebody  would  walk  me,  and  see 

me  litter'd. 
For  I  think  my  fellow  horse  cannot  in  reason 
Desire  more  rest,  nor  take  up  his  chamber 

before  me : 
But  we  arc  the  beasts  now,  and  the  beasts 
are  our  masters. 
De  Ga.  When  you  have  done,  step  to  the 

ten-rrowii  ordinary 

Boy.  With  all  my  heart,  sir;  for  I  have  a 

twenty-crown  stomach. 
De  Ga.  And  tlierc  b«'jjpcak  a  dinner. 
Bot/[i'>finfrj.  Yes,  sir,  pnsently. 
De  Ga.  For  whom,  I  beseech  you,  sir? 
JBuy.  for  myself,  1  take  it,  sir. 


De  Ga.  In  truth,  you  shall  not  take  it;  'tit 

not  meant  for  you  : 

There's  for  your  provender.  Bespeak  a  dinner 

For  monsieur  Mirahcll,  and  his  companions; 

Tliey*ll  Hb  in  town  within  this  hour.     Whea 

you  have  done,  sirrah. 
Make  ready  all  things  at  my  lodging,  forme, 
And  wait  me  there. 

Boy.  The  ten-crown  ordinary  ? 
De  Ga.  Yes,  sir,  if  you  have  not  forgot  it. 
Boy.  V\\  forcet  my  feet  first: 
Tis  the  best  part  of  a  footman's  faith. 

[Exit  Boy. 

De  Ga.  These  youths. 

For  all  they  have  l^een  in  Italy  to  learn  thrift, 

And  seem  to  wonder  at  men's  lavish  ways, 

Yet  they  can't  rub  ofTold  friends,  their  French 

itches;  [bodies 

They  must  meet  sometimes  to  disport  their 

With  good  wine,  and  good  women ;  and  tiood 

store  too.     .  [all  points, 

Let  'em  be  what  they  will,  they  are  arm'd  at 
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And  then  hiin^  saving,  let  the  sea  grow  high ! 
This  ordinary  can  fit  'em  of  all  sizes,  [toms. 
They  must  salute  their  country  with  old  cus- 

Entcr  La  Caslre  and  Oriana^ 
OrL  Brother! 
De  Gfi,  My  dearest  sister ! 
Ori,  Welcome,  welcome ! 
Indeed,  you  are  welcome  home,  most  wel- 
come ! 
De  Ga.  Thantc  ye  ! 
YouVe  grown  a  handsome  woman,  Oriana : 
Blush  at  your  faults.     Vox  wondrous  glad  to 

see  you  ! 
Monsieur  La  Castre,  let  not  my  affection 
To  my  fair  sister  make  me  held  unmannerly  : 
l*m  giad  to  see  you  well,  to  see  you  lusty. 
Good  health  about  you,  and  in  fair  company ; 

Belici'c  me,  I  am  proud-^ 

La  Ca.  Fair  sir,  I  thank  you. 
Monsieur  De  Gard,  you're  welcome  from 

your journey! 
Good  men  have  still  good  t^elcome  :  Give  me 

your  hand,  sir. 
Once  more,  you're  welcome  home  !  You  look 
still  younger.  [us ; 

De  Ga.  Time  has  no  leisure  to  look  after 
We  wander  every  where ;  aj^e  cannot  find  us. 
La  Ca.  And  how  does  all? 
De  Ga,  All  well,  sir,  and  all  lusty,     ("sir, 
La  Ca,  I  hope  my  son  be  so:  I  doubt  not. 
But  you  have  often  seen  him  in  your  juurnies, 
And  bring  me  some  fair  news. 
De  Ga,  Your  s<m  is  well,  sir, 

*  And  orer-ey*d  A/»i,  having  some  slight  business 
That  fore  d  me  out  o'  th'  way.]   Over^j/d'is  plainly  a  coiruptioto,  dnd  out  o*th*  way  un- 
totisfactory.    Mr.  Seward  reads  with  me, 

*  And  over-rid  him— « 


And  grown  a  proper  gentleman;  he*swell» 

and  lusty. 
Within  this  feight  hours  l  took  leave  of  l^im, 
Aiid  over-rid  him  %  having  some  slight  busi- 
ness '  [you» 
That  forc'd  me  out  o*  th*  way :  I  can  assure 
He  will  be  here  to-night. 

La  Ca,  You  make  me  glad,  sir, 
For,  o'  my  faith ^  I  almost  long  to  see  him ! 

Methinksj  he  has  becin  away 

Dc  Gu,  Tis  but  your  tenderness; 
What  are  three  years  ?  a  love-sick  wench  will 

dllowit'. 

His  friends,  that  went' out  with  him,  are  come 

back  too,  [little,- 

Belleur,  and  young  Pinac :    He  bid  me  say 

Because  he  means  to  be  his  own  glad  me^^ 

senger.  ^ 

La  Cu.  I  thank  you  for  this  news,  sir.  He 

shall  be  welcome,  f  heartily  r 

And  his  friends  too:  Indeed,  I  tnank  you 

And  how  (foJ- 1  dare  Say  you  will  not  flatted 

him) 
Has  Italy  wrought  on  him?  bsts  hemew'd  yet 
His  wild  fantastic  toys?  They  say  that  climate 
Is  a  great  purger  of  those  humorous  fluxes. 
How  i^he  improved,  I  pray  yoU? 

De  Ga,  No  doubt,  sir,  well.  [man  ; 

]V  has  borne  himself  a  full  and  noble  gentle^ 

To  speak  him  further  is  beyond  my  charter* 

1m  Ca.  I'm  glad  to  hear  so  much  good.- 

Come,  I  see 

You  long  to  enjoy  your  sister ;  yet  I  must 

entreat  you^  . 


-  on  the  way :  - 


But  yet  I  have  some  doubt  whether  cter'-rid  is  the  true  lection,  there  being  a  reading  which 
has  occurred  to  me,  much  nearer  the  traces  of  the  letters  than  that  advanced  above,  vig. 

*  And  Qver^ed  him, * 

1.  e.  over-went  him ;  though  I  am  afraid  the  reader  will  think  this  too  obsolete  a  word  tor 
stand  in  the  text,  as  fitter  for  Chaucer  or  Spenser,  than  Mi'.  Fletcher,  and  therefore  I  have 
chose  to  leave  the  passage  just  as  I  found  it.        Sympson, 

The  opening  of  the  play,  *  Sirrab,  I  have  rid  hardy  seems  to  countenance  the  conjectural 
tending  of  *  over-rw?  him.'  Obsolete  and  uncouth  indeed  is  Mr.  Sympson's  *  over-ytd  him.' 
Were  we  to  offer  a  reading  *  near  the  trace  of  the  letters,'  we  woold  rather  propose  *  over^ 
hied  him,'  which  might,  we  think,  much  more  familiarly  express  De  Card's  having  gone  oil 
beifore  his  fellow-traveller.  As  to  out  of  the  way,  we  see  no  difliculty  requiring  an  alteration^ 

«  -Q  love-sick zeench  will  allow  it.^  As  plausible  as  this  passage  may  seem,  at  first 

sight,  yet  I  am  afraid  it  is  unsound ;  for  whatever  reasons  the  poor  wench  might  have  to  in-^' 
duce  her  to  allow  her  lover's  absence,  yet  notwithstanding  them,  she  might  bear  it  still  witlif 
the  utmost  impatience.     Why  may  not  we  read,  therefore, 

*  — love-sick  wench  will  szoalbw  it:' 

A  three-years  absence  (De  Gard  says)  is  nothing;  it  will  go  easily  dawn,  even  with  a  love* 
sick  girl.    So,  in  the  concluding  scene  of  this  play,  Mirabell  says, 
« .  I  am  pleas'd  ye  havedeceiv'd  me; 

*  And  willingly  I  swallow  it,  and  joy  in't/        Sympton. 

Mr.  Sympson's  conjecture,' enforced  by  the  authority  which  he  quotes,  is  notiimplausible;^ 
yet  he  mistakes  the  sense  of  the  word  allow  as  here  used,  supposing  it  to  be  genuine  :  *  A 
iove-sick  wench  will  allow  it  '  not  meaning  that  she  will  permit  her  lover  to  be  absent  for 
three  years;  but  thafihc  will  allow,  i.  e.  agree,  tlmt  three  years'  absence  is  no  such  great 
matter.' 
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Before  I  go,  to  sUp  with  me  to-night, 
And  roust  not  be  denied. 

J)e  Ga.  I  ani  your  servant. 

La  Ca.  Where  you  shall  meet  fair,  merry, 

and  noble  company ;  [daughters. 

My  neis^hbour  Nantolet,  and  his  two  fair 

De  Ga,  Your  supper's  season'd  Well,  sir : 
I  shall  wait  upon  you. 

La  Ca.  'Till  then  I'li  leave  ye :  And  you're 
once  more  welcome !  [Exit. 

-De  Ga.  I  thank  you,  noble  sir !  Now,  Ori- 
aaa, 
How  have  ye  done  since  I  Went  ?  have  ye  had 

your  fiealth  well  ? 
And  your  mind  free  ? 

OrL  You  see,  I  am  not  bated  5 
Alciry,  and  eat  my  meat. 

De  Ga.  A  good  preservative.        [Oriana, 
And  liow  have  you  been  us'd?  You  know^ 
Upon  my  going-out  at  your  request, 
1  left  your  portion  in  La  Castre's  hands, 
The  main  means  you  rauststic!;  to:  For  that 

reason, 
And  'tis  no  little  one,  I  ask  you,  sistrr. 
With  what  humanity  he  entertains  you, 
And  how  you  find  his  courtesy? 

Or  J.  Most  ready : 
I  can  assure  you,  sir,  I'm  us'd  most  nobly. 

De  Ga.  Tm  glad  to  hear  it:  But  I  prithee, 
tell  me. 
And  tell  me  true,  what  end  had  yoii,  Oriana, 
In  trusting  your  mon^y  here?  He  is  no  kins- 
Nor  any  tie  upon  him  of  a  guardian ;  [man. 
Nor  dare  I  think  you  doubt  my  prodigality. 

OrL  No,  ccrtam,  sir;  none  of  all  this  pre 
vok*d  me; 
Another  private  reason. 

De  Ga.  *Tis  not  private. 
Nor  carried  so;  *tis  common, my  fair  sister; 
Your  love  to  Mirabell :  Your  blushes  tell  it. 
Tis  too  much  known,  and  spoken  of  too 

lar;j;ely ; 
And  with  no  little  shsime  T  wonder  at  it. 

Ori.  Is  it  a  shame  to  love? 

De  Ga.  To  love  undiscretely: 
A  virgin  should  be  tender  of  her  honour^ 
Close,  aiid  secure. 

.OrL  I  am  as  close  as  can  be^  [too ; 

And  stand  upon  as  strong  and  nonest  guards 
Unless  this  warlike  age  need  a  portcullis. 
Yet,  I  confess,  I  love  him. 

De  Gn.  Hear  the  people.  [dares 

Ori.  Now  I  say,  Hang  tlie  people  I  he  that 
Believe  what  they  say,  dares  be  mad,  and  give 


>  pro- 


His  mother,  nay,  his  own  wife,  up  to  riimour. 
All  groundsof  truth,  they  build  on,  isa  tavern; 
And  their  best  censure's  sack,  sack  in  abun- 
dance; 
For  as  they  drink,  they  think:  They  ne'er 

speak  modestly. 
Unless  the  wine  be  poor,  or  they  want  money. 
Believe  them  ?  Believe  Amadis  de  Gaul, 
The  Knight  o'  th'  Sun,  or  Palmerin  of  Eng- 
land ;  [ries ! 
For  these,  to  them,  are  modest  and  true  sto- 
'Pray  under^tiind  me;  if  their  tongues  be  truth, 
And  li  In  vino  Veritas  he  an  ofacle. 
What  woman  is,  or  has  been  ever  honest? 
Give  'em  but  ten  round  cups,  they'll  swear 

Lucretia 
Died  not  for  want  of  power  to  resist  Tarqiiin, 
But  want  of  pleasure,  that  he  stay'd  no  longer; 
And  Portjji,  that  was  fanu)us  for  her  piety 
To  her  lov'd  lord,  they'll  face  ye  out,  died 
o'  th'  pox. 
De  Ga.  Well,  there  is  something,  sister. 
•   Ori.  If  there  be,  brother,  [strous  s 

'Tis  none  of  tlicir  things ;  'tis  not  yet  so  mon- 
My  thing  is  marriage ;  aud,  at  his  return, 
I  hope  to  put  their  squint  eyes  right  again. 
De  Ga.  Marriage  ?  'Tis  true,  his  father  is 
a  rich  man, 
Rich  both  in  land  and  money ;  he  his  heir, 
A  young  and  handsome  man,  I  mast  confess 

too; 
But  of  such  qualities,  and  such  wild  flings^ 
Such  adtnirable  imperfections,  sister, 
(For  all  his  travels,  and  bought  experience) 
I  should  be  lotli  to  own  him  for  my  brother. 
Mctiiinks,  a  rich  mind  in  a  state  indifferent 
Would  prove  the  better  fortune. 

Ori.  Jf  he  be  wild,  [ther. 

The  reclaiming  him  to  good  and  honest,  bro- 
Will  make  much  for  my  honour;  which,  if  I 

prosper, 
Shall  bo  the  study  of  my  love,  and  life  too. 
De  Ga.  You  say  well;  'would  he  thought 
as  well,  and  lov'd  too  ! 
He  marry?  he'll  be  hang'd  first ;  he  knows  no 

more 
What  the  conditions  and  the  ties  of  lore  are. 
The  honest  purppses  and  grounds  of  mar- 
riage, [deavour. 
Nor  will  know,  nor  be  ever  brought  to  en-* 
Than  1  do  how  to  build  a  church :  He  was  ever 
A  loose  and  strong  d<'ficrof  all  order;  [door^ 
His  loves  are  wanderers,  they  knock  at  each 
And  taste  each  dish,  but  are  no  residents. 


'  Alt  his  travel,  and  bought  experience,]  Mr.  Theobald  fills  up  the  measure  thus, 

* and  hii  bought  experience ; ' 

Mr.  Seward  thus, 

< ttnd  (/<'a/^bought  experience;* 

which  he  thinks  is  not  only  a  completion  of  the  measure,  but  an  improvement  of  the  senses 

St/mpson. 
TheohM*s  Jilling  up  the  fneasure,  and  Seward's  completion  of  the  measure,  and  improvement 
•f  the  sfngCj  arc  both  unnecessary.      The  measure  and  sense  are  each  sufficiently  perfect; 
especially  supposing  the  word  experience,  after  the  manner  of  our  Authors,  to  be  resolved 
into  distinct  syllabicst 
Vol.  n.  %Ik 
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Or  sa^ ,  lie  may  be  brought  to  think  of  mar- 
riage, [strangers : 

(As  'twill  be  no  small  labour)  thy  hopes  are 

I  know,  there  is  a  laboured  match  now  fol- 
lowed, 

Now  at  this  time,  for  which  he  was  sent  for 
home  too :  [ters, 

Be  not  abus'd ;  Nantolet  has  two  fair  daugh- 

And  he  must  take  his  choice. 
Ori.  Let  him  take  freely: 

For  all  this  I  despair  not ;  rov  mind  tells  me 

That  I,  and  only  I,  must  make  him  perfect ; 

And  in  that  hope  I  rest. 

De  Ga.  Since  youVe  so  conlidenti 

Prosper  your  hope !  I'll  be  no  adversary ! 

Keep  yourself  mir  and  right,  he  shall  not 
wroni;  you. 
Ori.    When  I  forget  my  virtue,  no  man 
know  me !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IT. 
Enter  Mirahell^  Pinac,  Belleur,and  Servants. 
Mir.  Welcome  to  Paris  once  more,  gen- 
tlemen ! 
We  have  had  a  merry  and  a  lusty  ordinary, 
And  wine,  and  good  meat,  and  a  bouncmg 

reckoning ! 
And  let  it  go  for  once  ^ 'tis  a  good  physick : 
Only  the  wenches  are  not  for  my  diet; 
They  are  too  lean  and  thin,  their  embraces 

.brawn-fain. 
Give  me  the  plump  Venetian,  fat,  and  lusty, 
That  meets  me  soft  and  supple;  smiles  upon 

me, 
As  if  a  cup  of  full  wine  leaped  to  kiss  me; 
.These  slight  things  I  affect  not. 

Pinac,  ITieyVe  ill  built ! 
Pin-buttock'd,  like  your  dainty  Barbaries, 
And  weak  i'  th'  pasterns;  they'll  endure  no 
hardness. 
Mir.  There's  nothing  good  or  handsome 
bred  amongst  us : 
*Tifl  we  are  traveli'd,  and  live  abroad,  we're 

coxcombs. 
You  talk  of  France ;  a  slight  unseasoned  coun- 
try, Jblockheads ! 
Abundance  of  gross  food,  which  makes  us 
We're  fair  set  out  indeed,  and  so  are  fore- 
horses:  Fus! 
Men  ^y,  we  are  great  courtiers ;  men  abuse 
We  arc  wise,  and  valiant  too;  non  credoj 
8i«:uior  I                                         [rots ; 
Our  women  the  best  linguists ;  they  are  par- 
O'  this  side  the  Alps  they're  nothing  but  mere 

drolleries  4. 
Ha !  Rtmta  U  Santa,  Italy  for  my  money ! 
Their  policies,  their  customs,  their  frucalities, 
Their  courtesies  so  open,  yet  so  rcserv'd  too, 


As,  when  you  tliink  you're  known  best,  you're 
a  stranger  * ;  [we  do. 

Their  very  pick-teeth  speak  more  man  than 
And  season  of  more  salt ! 

Piftflc.  'Tis  a  brave  country;  [pies. 

Not  pester'd  witli  your  stubborn  precise  pup-* 
That  turn  all  useful  and  allow'd  contentments 
To  scabs  and  scruples :   Hang  'em,  capon- 
worshippers! 
Bel.  I  like  that  freedom  well,  and  like  their 
women  too,  [bashful. 

And  would  fain  do  as  others  do;  but  Fm  so 
So  naturally  an  ass — Look  ye,  I  can  look  upon 
And  very  willingly  I  go  to  see  'era,  ['em, 
(There's  no  man  willinger)  and  I  can  kiss  'em^ 

And  make  a  shift 

Mir.  But  if  they  chance  to  flout  you. 
Or  say,  *  You  are  too  bold !  f^,  sir,  remem- 

*  I  pray,  sit  further  off *  [her  ! 

Bel.  Tis  true — I'm  humbled,  [lenc'd  ; 
I  am  gone ;  I  confess  ingenuously,  I  am  si- 
The  spirit  of  amber  cannot  force  me  answer* 

Pinac.  Then  would  I  sing  and  dance • 

Bel.  You  have  wherewithal,  sir. 
Pinac.  And  charge  her  up  again. 
Bel.  I  can  be  hanged  first  > 
Yet,  where  I  fasten  well,  I  am  a  tyrant< 
Mir,  Why,  thou  dar'st  fight? 
Bel.  Yes,  certainly,  I  dare  fight, 
And  fight  with  any  man  at  any  weapon; 
'Would,  the  other  were  no  more !  but  a  pos 

on't. 
When  I  am  sometimes  in  my  height  of  hope. 
And  reasonable  valiant  that  way,  my  heart 

harden'd. 
Some  scornful  jest  or  other  chops  between  me 
And  my  desire :  What  would  you  have  roe  t9 
do  then,  gentlemen  ? 
Mir.  Belieur,  you  must  be  bolder:  Travel 
three  years. 
And  bring  home  such  a  baby  to  betray  you 
As  bashfulness?  a  great  fellow, and  a  soldier  f 
Bel.  You  have  the  gift  of  impudence ;  be 
thankful ;  [btudy. 

Every  man  has  not  the  like  talent.     1  will 

And  if  it  may  be  revcal'd  to  me 

Jlf  *>.  Learn  of  me,  [mcnt; 

And  of  Pinac :  No  doubt  you'll  find  employ- 
Ladies  will  look  for  courtship. 

Pinac.  'Tis  but  fleshing, 
But  standing  one  good  brunt  or  two.    Hast 

thou  any  mind  to  marriage  ? 
Well  provide  thee  some  soft-natur'd  wench, 
that's  dumb  too. 
Mir.  Or  an  old  woman  that  cannot  refuse 

thee  in  chanty. 
Bel.   A  dumb  woman,  or  an  old  woman, 
that  were  eager, 


4  Mere  drolleries.]  This  countenances,  and  perhaps  confirms,  our  conjectural  readins;  of 
drolleries  tor  drullerie%  in  the  Tragedy  of  V^alentinian.  It  is  there  as  well  as  here  applied  to 
women :  DrallerifS  too  is,  as  far  as  we  can  discover,  absolute  nonsense ;  and  the  corruption 
is  easy.  If  the  reader  has  any  curiosity  to  refer  to  the  passage  in  question,  be  will  fmd  it 
in  p.  43. 

*  Tou^r€  known  best.}  i.  «.  are  mo$t  acquainted  with  them. 
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And  car*d  notfordiscoarse,  I  were  excellent 
at. 
Mir,  You  raast  now  pat  on  boldness  (there's 
no  avoiding  it) 
And  stand  all  hazards,  fly  at  all  games  bravely; 
TheyUl  say,  you  went  out  like  an  ox,  and  re- 
tnru'd  like  an  ass  else. 
Bel,  I  shall  make  danger  sure. 
Mir,  I  am  sent  for  ho.ne  now,  [pardon  me: 
I  know  it  is  to  marry;  but  my  father  shall 
Alcho'  it  be  a  weighty  ceremoi^^, 
And  may  concern  me  hereafter  ni  my  gravity, 
I  will  not  lose  theHfreedom  of  a  traveller ; 
A  new  strong  lusty  bark  canuot  ride  at  one 
anchor.  [eyes? 

Shall  I  make  divers  suits  to  shew  to  the  same 
^is  dull  and  home-spun !  study  several  plea- 
sures, [Hrst ! 
And  want  employments  for  'em?  I'll  be  hang*d 
Tic  me  to  one  smock  ?  make  my  travels  fruit- 
less ? 
ni  none  of  that ;  for  every  fresh  behaviour, 
By  your  leave,  father,  I  must  have  a  fresh 
And  a  fresh  favour  too„                  [mistress^ 

BeL  I  like  that  pnssingly ; 
As  many  as  you  will,  so  ttiey  be  willing. 
Willing,  and  gentle,  genilo ! 

Finac,  Tliere's  no  reason  [up, 

A  gentleman,  and  a  traveller,  should  be  clapt 
(lor  'tis  a  kind  of  bilboes ^  to  be  married; 
Before  he  manifest  to  the  world  iiis  good  parts; 
Tqg  ever,  like  a  rascal,  at  one  oar.' 
Give  me  the  Italiau  liberty  ! 

Mir.  That  f  study,  [men ; 

And  that  I  will  enjuy.    Come,  go  in,  gentle- 
There  mark  how  I  behave  myself,  aud  fol- 
low, [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  La  Castre,  NantoUt,  Lugier,  Rosdtura, 
and  Lillia-Bianca, 
La  Ca.  You  and  your  beauteous  daughters 
;ire  must  welcome ! 


Beshrew  my  blood  theyVe  fair  ones !  Wel- 
come, beauties, 
Welcome,  sweet  birds ! 

Nant,  TheyVe  bound  much  to  your  couri 

tesies.  [ed« 

La  Ca,  I  hope  we  shall  be  nearer  acquaint* 

Nant.  That  s  my  hope  too ; 

For,  certain,  sir,  1  much  desire  your  alliance. 

You  see  em  ;  they're  no  gypsies ;   for  their 

breeding. 
It  has  not  been  so  coarse,  but  they  are  able 
To  rank  themselves  with   women   of  fair 

fashion. 
Indeed,  they  have  been  trained  well". 
Lug,  Thank  me! 

Nant,  Fit  for  the  heirs  of  that  state  I  shall 
leave  'em ;  [^"; 

To  say  more,  is  to  sell  'em.  They  say,  your 
Now  ne  has  travell'd,  must  be  wondrous  cu- 
rious. 
And  choice  in  what  he  takes;  these  are  no 

coarse  ones. 
Sir,  here's  a  merry  wench— let  him  look  to 

himself; 
All  lieart,  i'  faith! — may  chance  to  startle  him; 
For  all  his  care,  and  travelfd  caution. 
May  creep  into  his  eye :  If  he  love  gravity,  " 
Aft'ect  a  solemn  face,  there's  one  will  tit  hiio. 
La  Ca.  So  young  and  so  demure  t 
Nant,  She  is  my  daughter, 
Else  I  would  tell  you,  sir,  she  is  a  mistress 
Both  of  those  manners,  and  that  modesty, 
You  would  wunder  at.  %^be  is  nooften-speaKer, 
But,  when  she  does,  siie  speaks  well;  nor  no 

reveller. 
Yet  she  can  dance,  and  has  studied  the  court 

elements. 
And  sings,  as  some  say,  handsomely;  if  a 
woman,  [lar, 

With  the  decency  of  her  sex,  may  be  a  scho- 
i  can  assure  you,  sir,  she  undersLiods  too. 
Lit  Cu.  These  arc  lit  garments,  sir, 
Lvg.  Thank  them  th^t  cut  'eui ! 


•^  witty  ceremony,]  Where  the  wit  pf  the  matrimonial  ceremony  lies,  will,  I  believe,  puzzle, 
at  this  time  of  the  day,  any  of  our  wits  to  discover,    Mr.  Seward  saw  with  me  tliat  the  tru« 

reading  ought  to  l*€,  * r-  a  weight ,  ceremony.'        Sj/mpson. 

The  old  reading,  however,  is  not  entirely  indefensible :  Wit  and  wisdom,  as  the  late  learned 
Editor  of  Evelyn's  Silva  observes,  were,  at  the  time  when  hjs  Author  wrote,  and  long  before, 
synonymous  terms,  of  which  he  gives  fhe  following  instances  * then  might  I  by 

*  councell  help  my  trouth,  which  by  mine  own  witt  I  am  not  able  againste  such  a  prepared 

*  thynge.'        Sir  Thomas  VVyatt's  Defence,  No.  ii.  Walpole's  Miscell.  Ant.  ^2. 

Mr.  Erelyn's  words  are,  *  Rather,  therefore,  we  should  take  notice  how  many  great  wits 

*  and  ingenious  persons,  who  liave  leisufe,  and  faculty,  are  in  pain  for  improvements  of  their 
^  heaths  and  barren  hills,  &c.' 

Other  examples  might  be  produced.         1{.  ' 

7  A  kiful  of  baeboes  to  be  married.]  As  this  is  a  word  I  do  not  remember   any  where  to 
be  found,  I   have  altered  it,  with  Mr.  Seward  and^Mr.  Theobald,  into  one,  which,  as  it  it 
congruous  to  tlie  sense  of  the  place,  migtit  very  probably  have  been  the  original. 
'  — T —  bilt^  to  be  married.'        Sj/mp»on, 

*  To  rank  themselves  with  women  of  fair  fashion  ; 
Indeed^  they  have  been  trained  well]  Nantolet  had  expressed  himself  modestly  and  gen- 
teelly of  his  daughters*  education,  iu  the  former  part  of  his  speech,  and  the  last  line  will  bo 
equally  proper  and  genteel  when  given  t,o  La  Castre,  to  whom  it  seems  therefore  evidently 
to  belong.         Seward. 

W^  llunk  tl^e  Qld  reading  best. 
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[Act  1.  Scene  3. 


Yes,  they  are  handsome  women,  they  have 

handson\e  parts  too, 
Pretty  becoming  parts. 

La  Ca:  Tis  like  they  have,  sir. 
Lug,  Yes,  yes,  and  handsome  education 
they  have  iiad  too, 
Had  it  abundantly  ;  they  need  not  blush  at  it: 
I  taught  it,  rU  avouch  it. 
La  Ca.  You  say  well,  sir. 
Lu^.  I  know  wnat  I  say,  sir,  and  I  say  but 
right,  sir : 
I  am  no  trumpet  of  their  commendations 
Before  their  fiithcr;  else  J  should  say  furtijor. 
La  Ca,  'Pray  you,  what's  this  gentleman  ? 
Nant.  One  that  lives  with  nic,  sir; 
A  man  well  bred  and  learned,  but  blunt  and 
bitter;  [in't : 

Yet  it  offends  no  wise  man  ;  I  take  pleasure 
Many  fair  gifts  he  has,  in  some  of  w-hich, 
That  lie  most  easy  to  their  understandings, 
H'  lias  handsomely  bred  up  my  girls,  I  tliank 
him. 
Lvg.  I  have  put  it  to  'em,  that's  my  part, 
I  have  urg'd  it ; 
It  seems,  they  arc  of  years  now  to  take  iiold 

on't9. 
'  Nant,  He*s  wondrous  blunt. 

La  Ca,  By  my  faith  I  was  afraid  of  him : 
Does  he  not  fall  out  with  the  gentlewomen 
sometimes  ? 
Nant.  No,  no  ;  he*s  that  way  moderate  and 
discrete,  sir.  [him. 

Ros.  If  he  did,  we  should  be  too  hard  for 
Lug.  Well  said,  sulphur! 
Too  hard  for  thy  husband's  head,  if  he  wear 
not  armour. 

Enter  MirahcU,  Pinac,  TklUur,  De  GarJ, 

and  Oriana. 
Nant,  Many  of  these  bickVings,  sir. 


La  Ca.  Vm  glad,  they  are  no  orclcles ! 
Sure  as  I  live,  hti  beats  tliem,  he's  so  puissant. 

Ori.  Well,  if  you  do  forget 

Mir,  Trithee,  hold  thy  peace ! 
I  know  thou  art  a  pretty  wench ;  I  know  thoa 
lov'st  me ;  [on't. 

Preserve  it  till  we  have  a  fit  time  to  discourse 
And  a  fit  place;  Pil  ease  thy  heart,  I  war- 
rant thee: 
Thou  seest,  I  have  mucli  to  do  now. 

Ori  I  am  ansvver'd,  sir:  [ditions. 

With  me  yuu  shall  have  nothing  on  these  cob* 
De  Ga.  Yunr  father  and  yi>ur  friends. 
La  Ca.  You're  welcome  home,  sir ! 
*Blcss  you,  you're  very  welcome  !  'Pray  know 

this  gentleman, 
'And  these  fair  ladies. 

•  Nant.  Monsieur  Mirabcll, 
I  am  much  aficcted  with  your  fair  return,  sir; 
You  bring  a  general  joy. 

Mir.  I  bring  you  service, 
And  these  briL';ht  bcautJes,  sir.  " 

Nant,  Welcome  home,  gentlemen ! 
Welcome,  with  ail  my  h»*art! 

Bti.  Pinac.  We  thank  you,  sir.  rtoo. 

[m  Ca.  Your  friends  will  have  their  snare 

Bel.  Sir,  we  hope  [gers. 

Thcy'll  look  upon  us,  tho'weshew  likestran* 

I^unt.  Monsieur  De  Gard,  I  must  salute 

you  also, 

And  this  fair  gentlewoman:  You're  welcome 

from  your  travel  too  ! 
All  welcome,  all ! 

De  Ga,  VVe  render  you  our  loves,  sir, 
The  best  wealth  we  brmg  home***.    By  youf 
favours,  beauties!  ' 

One  of  these  two  *» :  You  know  my  meaning. 
Ori.  Well,  sir;  [fessit; 

They're  fair  and  handsome,  I  must  needs  coii- 
And,  let  it  prove  the  worst,!  shall  live  after  it: 


®  I  have  put  it  to  '^7W,  that^s  rm/  part,  I  hare  urs'd  it, 
It  icetns,  thej/  are  of  years  now  to  take  holdout. 

He's  wondrous  btiint^   A  small  degree  of  attention  will  shew  us  that  the  two  first  lines 
can  properly  belong  to  no  one  but  Lugier.         Sifnipson. 

'°  The  best  wealth,  ike]  Mr.  Sympson  has  made  a  strange  piece  of  work  here;  he  puts  no 
part  of  this  line  into  the  text  of  his  edition,  and  yet  has  quoted  the  latter  part  of  it  in  the 
following  note. 

»»  One  of  these  tvo:  Ytu  knorc  nty  meaning,  ike]  This  De  Oard  speaks  aside  to  his  sister, 
fis  the  text  stands  at  present,  and  seemingly  her  answer  that  fallows  fixes  it  here;  but  what 
js  there  left  then  to  introduce  and  make  way  for  Mirabeli's 

*  To  marry,  sir?' 
To  remove  all  difficulties,  it  would  perhaps  be  the  best  to  make  the  whole  run  thus; 
by  your  favours,  beauties. 


La  Ca,  *  One  of  thc^e  two:  You  kuow  my  meaning. 
OWawa.*  Well 


f  J  side  to  j\[ir, 
A^ide  to  herself. 


*  They  are  fair  and  handsome,  I  must  needs  confess  it; 
<  And  let  it  prove  the  worst,  1  shall  live  after  it ; 
'  Whilst  I  have  meat  and  drink,  love  cannot  bt&rve  me; 

*  For  if  I  die  o'  th'  first  fit  I  am  unhappy, 

*  And  worthy  to  be  buried  with  my  heels  upward. 
Mir  a.     *  To  marry,  sir  ? '      *  St/tnpson, 

During  the  dialogue  hi  the  text.  La  Castre  has  been  talking  apart  to  Mirabcll,  and  it  is 
their  supposed  conversation  which  is  to  *  introduce  and  make  way  for  MirabeU's 

*  To  marry,  sir? ' 
yfe  do  not  see  how  Sympson's  arrangement  removes  the  difficulty  he  has  created. 


Act  1.  Scene  S.] 


Whilst  I  have  meat  and  drink,  love  cannot 

starve  me ; 
For,  if  I  die  o*  th'  first  fit,  I'm  unhappy, 
And  worthy  to  be  buried  with  my  heels  up- 
Mir.  To  marry,  sir  ?  [ward. 

La  Ca.  You  know,  I  am  an  old  man, 
And  every  hour  declining  to  my  grave, 
One  foot  already  in ;  more  sons  1  have  not, 
^or  more  I  dare  not  seek  whilst  you  arc 

worthy; 
Til  you  lies  all  my  hope,  and  nil  my  name, 
Trie  making  good  or  wretched  of  my  memory, 
The  safety  of  my  state. 

Mir.  And  youVe  provided. 
Out  of  this  tenderness,  these  handsome  .gen- 
tlewomen, [of? 
Daughters  to  this  rich  man,  to  take  my  choice 
Im  Ca.  I  have,  dear  sou. 
Mir,  Tis  true,.  youVe  old,  and  feebled  ; 
fWould  you  were  young  again,  nod  in  full 

vigour ! 
I  love  a  bounteous  father's  life,  a  long  one; 
i*m  none  of  those,  that,  wheu  they  shoot  to 

ripeness,  [grew  on; 

Do  what  they  can  to  break  the  boughs  they 
J  wish  you  many  years,  and  many  riches, 
And  pleasures  to'onj oy  'em :  But  for  marriage, 
I  neither  yet  believe  in't,  nor  affect  it. 
Nor  think  it  fit. 

La  Ca.  You'll  render  me  your  reasons? 
Mir,  Yes,  sir,  both  short  and  pithy,  and 

these  they  are : 
You  would  have  me  marry  a  maid  ? 
La  Ca.  A  maid  ?  what  else  ? 
Mir.  Yes,  ihere  be  things  called  widows, 

dead  men's  wills, 
J  never  lov'd  to  prove  those ;  nor  never  long'd 

yet  [monument. 

fo  he  buried  alive  in  another  man's  cold 
And  there  be  maids  appearing,  and  maids 

being:  [dows; 

The  appearing  arc  fantastic  things,  mero.sha- 
And,  if  you  mark  'cm  well,  they  want  their 

heads  too ; 
Only  the  world,  to  cozen  misty  eyes, 
Has  clapt  'em  on  new  faces.   The  maids  being 
A  man  may  venture  on,  if  he  be  so  mad  to 

marry,  [fortune ; 

If  be  have  neither  fear  before  his  eyes,  nor 
And  let  him  take  I^eed  how  he  gather  these 

too;  [Ions, 

For  look  you,  father,  they  are  just  like  me- 
Musk-melons  are  the  emblems  of  these  maids; 
Now  they  are  ripe,  now  cut  *em  they  taste 

pleasantly, 
And  kre  a  dainty  fruit,  digested  easily; 
Neglect  this  present  time,  and  cumc  tomor- 
row, 
They  are  so  ripe,  they're  rotten— gone  *«  ! 

their  sweetness    ' 
Hun  into  humour,  and  their  taste  to  surfeit ! 
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La  Ca.  Why,  these  are  now  ripe,  son. 

Mir.  I'll  try  them  presently. 
And,  if  I  like  their  taste 

La  Ca.  'Pray  you  please  yourself,  sir. 

Mir.  That  liberty  is  my  due,  and  I'll  main- 
tarn  it.  [now  ? 
Lady,  what  think  you  of  a  handsome  man 

lios.  A  wholesome  too,  sir? 

Mir.  That's  as  you  make  your  bargain. 
A  handsome,  wtiolesome  man  then,  and  a 

kind  man, 
To  cheer  your  heart  up,  to  rejoice  you,  lady  ? 

Ros.  Yes,  sir,  I  love  rejoicing. 

ilfir.  To  lie  close  to  you? 
Close  as  a  cockle  ?  keep  the  cold  nights  from 
you  ?  [ask  it. 

Ros.  That  will  be  look'd  for  too ;  ouj  bodies 

Mir.  And  get  two  boys  at  every  birth  ? 

R(ps.  That's  nothing ; 
I've  known  a  coblcr  do  it,  a  poor  thin  cobler, 
A  cobler  out  of  mouldy  chrcse  perform  it. 
Cabbage,  and  coarse  black  bread  ;  methinks, 

a  gentleman 
Should  take  foul  scorn  to  have  an  awl  out* 

name  him. 
Two  at  a  birth  ?  Why,  every  house-dove  has 
it:  '      [too. 

That  man  that  feeds  well,  promises  as  well 
r  should  expect  indeed  something  of  worth 
You  talk  of  two  ?  [from* 

Alir.  She  would  have  me  get  two  dozen. 
Like  buttons,  at  a  birth. 

R'}s.  You  love  to  brag,  sir; 
If  you  proclaim  thcseotfers  at  your  marriage, 
(You  are  a  pretty-timber'd  man ;  take  heed !) 
They  may  be  taken  hold  of,  and  expected, 
Yes,  if  not  hop'ri  for  at  a  higher  rate  too. 

Mir.  I  will  take  heed,  and  thank  you  for 
your  counsel. —  "    - 

Father,  what  think  you  ? 

La  Ca.  Tis  a  merry  gentlewoman ; 
Will  make,  no  doubt,  a  good  wife. 

Mir.  Not  for  me  : 
I  marry  her,  and,  happily,  get  nothing ; 
In  what  a  state  am  I  tlien,  father  r  I  shall 

suffer. 
For  any  thmg  I  hear  to  th' contrary,  more 

mnjorum ; 
I  were  as  sure  to  be  a  cuckold,  father, 
A  gentleman  of  antler 

La  Ca.  Away,  away,  fool ! 

Mir.  As  I  am  sure  to  fail  her  expectation. 
I  had  rather  get  the  pox  than  get  her  babies  ! 

La  Ca.  You're  much  to  blame !  If  this  do 
not  affect  you, 
'Pray  try  the  other;  she's  of  a  niore  demure 
way.  [thus ! 

Bel.  That  I  had  but  the  audacity  to  talk 
I  love  that  plain-spoken  gentlewoman  admi- 
rably ; 
And,  certain,  I  could  go  as  near  to  please  her, 


vrui,  (uiu    vtivii    i.u^i.\,  w  du&iwjb.  AAuvi,  \^\,k <,wiu,  m.  \^vui\m  ^ki  us  licai  t.v  uiuaof; 

>«  r/iey  are  rotten  gone.]  Probably,  *  rotten  grown,*        Sympson. 
We  think  *  rotten  ^one^  better  than  *  rotten  grown  ;*  but  a  stop  renders  it  still  better: 
*  They  are  so  ripe,  they  »re  rotten — Qone .''  &c. 
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[Act  1.  Scene  S. 


if  down-ri0it  doing*-^h*  has  a  perilous  cQun- 

tcnai.ce! 
If  I  could  meet  one  that  would  believe  me, 
Apd  take  my  honest  laemiiug  without  circum- 
stance  

Mir,  You  shall  have  your  will,  sir  J  I  will 
trv  the  other; 
But  'iwill  be  10  small  use. — T  hope,  fair  lady, 
(For,  niethinks,  in  youreyes  I  see  more  mercy) 
You  will  enjoin  your  lover  a  less  penance ; 
And  tho'  1 11  promise  much,  as  men  are  li- 
beral, 
And  vow  an  ampl/e  sacrifice  of  service, 
Yet  your  discretion,  and  your  tenderness, 
^nd  thriftiness  in  love,  good  huswife's  carc- 

>s^^To  keep  the  stock  entire [fulness 

LiL  Good  sir,  speak  louder,  [thiijg: 

That  these  may  witness  too,  you  talk  of  no- 
1  should  be  h)ti\  alone  to  bear  thje  burth^i) 
Of  so  much  indiscretion. 

Mir.  Hark  ye,  hark  ye  ! 
Qds-bobs,  you' re  angry,  lady ! 

LiL  Angry  ?  no,  sir  ; 
I  oever  own'd  an  au{;er  to  lose  poorly. 
Mir,  But  you  can  love,  for  all  this ;  and 
delight  too, 
For  all  your  set  austerity,  to  hear 
Of  a  good  husband,  lady  ? 

Lil.  You  say  true,  sir  ;  [years, 

For,  by  my  troth,  Tve  lieard  of  none  these  ten 
They  are  so  rare;  and  there  are  so  many,  sir, 
So  many  longing  women  on  their  knees  too, 
That  pray  the  dropping-down  of  these,  good 

huslKinds— 
The  dropping-down  from  Heav'n;  for  they're 

pot  bred  here— 
That  you  may  guess  at  all  my  hope^  but 
hearing — 
Alir,  Why  may  not  I  be  one  ? 
IaL  You  were  near  *em  once,  sir. 
When  ye  came  o*er  the  Alps;  those  are  near 

Heaven: 
But  since  you  miss'd  that  happiness,  there  is 
no  hope  of  you, 
fitir.  Can  ye  love  a  man? 
LiL  Yes,  if  the  man  be  lovely ; 
Tliat  is,  be  honest,  mode«t.    I  would  have 

him  valiant, 
His  anger  blow,  but  certain  for  his  honour; 
l>aveU*d  he  should  be,  but  thro*  himself  ex^ 
actly,  [countries; 

Fgr  'tis  fairer  to  know  manners  well  than 
He  must  be  no  vain  talker,  nor  no  lover 
To  hear  himself  talk;  tliey  are  brags  of  a 

wanderer, 
Qf  one  finds  nq  retreat  for  fair  behaviour, 
Would  you  learn  more  ? 


Mir.  Yes. 

LiL  Learn  to  hold  voar  peace  then : 
Fond  girls  are  got  yvipi  tongues,  women  witl| 

tempers. 
Mir.  Women,  with  I  kpow  what;  butleli 

jttiat  vanish :  [band 

Go  thy  way,  good  wife  Bias  1  Sure,  thy  hua- 
Must  have  a  strong  philosopher's  stone,  b^ 

will  ne'er  please  thee  eine, 
Here's  a  starch t  piece  of  austerity  !  Do  yoo 

hear,  father? 
Do  you  hear  this  moral  lecture? 
La  Ca.  Yes,  and  like  it. 
Mir.  Why,  there's  your  judgment  now  j 

there's  an  old  bolt  shot  f 
This  thing  must  have  the  strangcstobservation, 
(Do  ypu  mark  me,  father  ?)  when  she  is  maxy 

ried  once, 
Thp  strangest  custoin  too  of  admiration 
On  all  she  does  and  speaks,  'twill  be  past 

sufferance ; 
I  must  not  lie  with  her  in  common  language^ 
Nor  cry,  <  Have  at  the^,  JC^te !'  I  sha)l  be 

hiss'd  then ; 
Nor  eat  my  uipat  iivithopt  the  sauce  of  seii<r 

tences,  [diet! 

Your  powder'd  beef  and  problems,  a  rare 
My  first  son  monsieur  Aristotle,  i  know  it. 
Great  master  of  the  metaphysicks,  or  so ; 
Tlie  second,  Solon,  and  the  best  law-setter; 
And  I  must  look  Egyptian  god-fatliers. 
Which  will  be  no  small  trouble :  My  eldest 

daughter 
Sappho,  or  such  s^  fidling  kind  of  poetess, 
And   IjTought  up,   inviid  -Minervd,  at  her 

needle; 
My  dogs  must  look  their  names  too,  and  all 

Spartan, 
I^laps,  Melampus !  qo  more  Fox  and  BauT 

diface. 
I  miyried  to  a  sullen  set  of  sentences? 
To  one  th.'^t  weighs  her  w<jrd»  and  her  beha-» 

viours 
In   the  gold  weights  of  discretion  ?  I'll  be 

hang'd  Rrst. 
JaiCu.  Pritl^ce  reclaim  thyself. 
Mir,  'Pray  ye,  give  me  time  then  : 
If  they  can  set  me  any  thing  to  play  at. 
That  seems  fit  for  a  gamester,  have  at  the 

fairest  ! 
Till  then  see  more,  and  try  more  ** ! 

La  Ca.  Take  your  time  then; 
ril  bar  you  no  fair  liberty.  Come,  gentlemen  ; 
And,  ladies,  con.p ;  to  all,  once  more  a  wel- 
come ! 
And  now  let's  in  to  aupper.  [Exit. 

Mir.  \\ow  dost  like  'em? 

»3  'Till  I  see  more,  and  try  mare]  The  sense  here  seems  to  indicate  a  slight  corruption  • 
ll^hich,  however,  makes  a  material  difference!  We  would  read,  * 

*  'Pray  ye,  give  me  time  then  : 

*  If  they  can  set  me  any  thing  to  play  at, 

*  That  seems  fit  for  a  gamester,  have  at  the  faircid 

*  'Till  then  see  more,  and  try  more ! 

J4i  Ca.  *  Take  your  time  then..'  '^ 


Act  S.  Scene  1.] 
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Finac.  They're  fair  enoagh,  butofso  strange 

behaviours 

Mir,  Too  strange  for  me :  I  must  have 

those  have  mettle. 
And  mettle  to  my  mind.    Cpmei   let's  be 

merry* 


Bel.  Bless  me  from  this  woman  !  I  would 
stand  the  cannon, 
Before  ten  words  of  hers. 

De  Ga,  Do  you  find  hira  now  ? 
Do  you  think  he  will  be  ever  ^rm? 

Ori,  I  fear  not.  [Eseunt* 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  r. 


tlnter  Mirahcll,  Pinac,  and  Belleur. 
Xlir,  "Vr  E'ER  tell  me  of  this  happiness ;  *tis 
-*-^    nothing!  [scurvy! 

The  scate  they  bring  with  being  sought-to^ 
I  had  rathcrrnake  mine  own  play,and  f  will  do. 
My  happiness  is  in  mine  own  content. 
And  the  despising  of  such  glorious  trifles*, 
As  I  have  done  a  thousand  more.     For  my 

humour, 
Give  roe  a  ^ood  free  fellow,  that  sticks  to  me, 
A  jovial  fair  companion  ;  there's  a  beauty  ! 
For  women,  I  can  have  too  many  of  them ; 
Good  women  too,  as  the  age  reckons  'em. 
More  than  I  have  employment  for. 

Finac,  You're  happy. 

Mir,  My  only  fear  is  that  I  must  be  forc*d, 
Against  my  nature,  to  conceal  myself: 
Health  and  an  able  body  are  two  jewels. 

Finac.  If  either  of  these  two  women  were 
offer'd  to  me  now, 
I  would  think  otherwise,  and  do  accordingly ; 
Yes,  and  recant  my  heresies,  I  would,  sir, 
And  be  more  tender  of  opinion, 
And  put  a  little  of  my  travell'd  liberty 
Out  of  the  way,  and  look  upon  'em  seriously. 
IVfethinks,  this  grave-carried  wench ^ 

Bel.  Methinks,  the  other, 
The  home-spoken  gentlewoman,  that  desires 

to  be  fruitful, 
Tliat  treats  of  the  full  manage  of  the  matter, 
(For  there  lies  all  my  aim)  that  wench,  me- 
thinks, 
If  T  were  but  well  set  on,  for  she  is  a  fable  **, 
If  I  were  but  hounded  right,  and  one  to  teach 
me:  [th' point! 

She  speaks  to  th'  matter,  arid  comes  home  to 


Now  do  I  know  I  have  such  a  body  to  please 
^^^>  [sure  on't/ 

As  all  the  kingdom  cannot  fit  her  with,  I'm 
If  I  could  hut  talk  myself  into  her  favour. 

Mir.  Thai's  easily  done. 
^  Bel.  That's  easily  said ;  'would  'twere  done ! 
You  should  sec  theu  how  1  would  Jay  about 

me. 
If  I  were  virtuous,  it  would  nc-er  grieve  me. 
Or  any  thing  that  might  justify  my  modesty ; 
But  when  my  nature  is  prone  to  do  a  charity. 
And  my  calr*'s  tongue  will  not  help  me  »s.     ... 

Mir.  Will  you  go  to  'em? 
They  can't  but  take  it  courteously. 

Finac.  I'll  do  my  part, 
Tho'  I  am  sure  'twill  be  the  hardest  I  e'er 
play'dyet;  r,„e; 

A  way  I  never  tried  too,  which  will  stagger 
And,  if  it  do  not  shame  me,  I  am  happ^ 

Mir.  Win 'em  and  wear 'em;  I  give  up 
interest. 

Finac.  Whut  ^ay  you,  monsieur  Belleur? 

Bel.  '^Vould  I  could  say, 
Or  sing,  or  any  thing  that  were  but  handsome ! 
1  would  be  with  her  presently ! 

Finac.  Yours  is  na  venture ; 
A  merry,  ready  wench. 

Bel.  A  vengeance  squibber  ! 
She'll  fleer  me  out  of  faith  too. 

Mir.  I'll  be  near  thee ; 
Pluck  up  thy  heart;  I'll  second  thee  at  alt 
brunts  ["littjg 

Be  angry,  if  she  ahuse  thee,  and  beat  her  a 
Some  women  are  won  that  way, 

Bel.  'Pray  be  quirt, 
And  let  me  think :  J  am  resolv'd  to  go  on  • 
But  how  I  shall  get  off  again ' 

Mir,  I  am  persuaded 


my 


•  Glorious  tri^$.]  i.  e.  Vain  trifles.  The  word  occurs  twice  again,  in  the  same  sense  id 
this  act,  p.  186.    So  the  French  often  use  gloire  and  glorieux.  ' 

'*  T"/?''  *^  **  *  fable.J  The  glaring  nonsense  of  this  passage  strikes  at  first  si.rht  T 
shall  give  the  reader  what  I  imagine  was  the  orfginal  lection,  and  leave  it  to  him  whether  it 
must  staud  or  fall :  * 

< for  she  is  affable.^        Si/mpton. 

Sympson'scnnjecture  is  ingenious,  though  we  cannot  think  the  present  reading  Waring  ««,. 
seme;  and  tlie  next  Une  seems  to  enforce  it.  The  whole  passage  should  be  in  a  parenthe^ 
thus,         .  * that  wench,  methinks,  ' 

*  If  I  were  but  well  set  on— (for  she  is  a  fable, 

*  If  I  were  but  hounded  right,  and  one  to  teach  me  )— 

*  She  speaks,'  &c. 

»»  And  my  calfs  tongue.]  And  OM^ht  evidently  to  be  changed  into  7%c».         SvmDMOH 
Leaving  tiie  sentence  broken,  as  it  ought  to  be,  A/$d  is  right,  and  most  spiritedf     * 
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[Act  2.  Scene  1. 


Thou  wilt  so  please  her,  she'll  go  near  to  ra- 
vish thee. 
Bel.  I  would  'twere  come  to  that  once ! 

Let  me  pray  a  little. 
Mir,  Now  for  thine  honour,  Pinac !  Board 
me  this  modesty,  [conquest 

Warm  but  this  frozen  snow-ball,  'twill  be  a 
(Altho'  I  know  thou  art  a  fortunate  wcnchcr, 
And  "hast  done  rarely  in  thy  days)  above  all 
thy  ventures. 
Bel,  You  will  be  ever  near  ? 
Alir,  At  all  necessities; 
And  take  thee  off,  and  set  thee  on  again,  boy, 
And  cherish  thee,  and  stroke  thee, 

BeL  Help  me  out  too ; 
For  1  know  1  shall  stick  i*th'  mire.    If  ye  see 
us  close  once,  [denly. 

Be  gone,  and  leave  me  to  my  fortune,  sud- 
For  1  am  then  detcrmin'd  to  do  wonders. 
Farewell,  and  fling  an  old  shoe  »6.     How  my 

heart  throbs ! 
'Would    I   were    drunk !   Farewell,  Pinac ! 

Heav'n  send  us 
A  joyful  and  a  merry  meeting,  m^n  ! 

Pinac,  Farewell, 
And  chear  thy  heart  up  !  and  remember, 

Belleur,  ' 
They  are  but  women. 

BeL  1  had  rather  they  were  lions. 

[iSxeunt  Bel.  Sf  Pinac, 
Mir,  About  it;  I'll  be  v/ith  ye  instantly. 

Enter  Oriana» 
Shall  I  ne'er  be  at  rest?  no  peace  of  con- 
science ? 
No  quiet  for  these  creatures  ?  am  T  ordain'd 
To  be  devour'd  quick  by  these  sho-cannibals  ? 
Here's  another  they  call  handsome;  I  care 

not  for  her, 
I  ne'er  look  after  her :  When  lam  half  lippltMl, 
It  may  be  I  should  turn  her,  and  peruse  her; 
Or,  in  uw  want  of  women,  f  might  call  for 

her; 
But  to  be  haunted  when  T  liave  no  fanr\', 
Jso  maw  to  th*  matter — Now  !  why  do  you 
follow  nie  ? 
Ori.  I  hope,  sir,  'tis  no  blemish  to  my  vir- 
tue; 
Nor  need  you,  out  of  scruple,  ask  that  ques- 
tion, 
If  you  remember  you,  before  your  travel, 
The  rotitract  you'tied  to  me  :  1'is  my  lore, 
sir. 


That  makes  me  seek  you,  to  confirm  your  me- 
mory ; 

And  that  being  fair  and  good,  I  cannot  suffer. 

I  come  to  give  you  thanks  too. 
Mir.  For  what,  prithee? 
Ori,  For  that  fair  piece  of  honesty  you 
shew'd,  sir. 

That  constant  nobleness. 

Mir,  How  ?  for  I  am  short-headed. 
Ori.  I'll  tell  ye  then ;  for  refusing  that  free 
offer 

Of  monsieur  Naritolet's,   those    handsome 
bea^ities, 

Those  two  prime  ladies,  that  might  well  hare 
prest  ye. 

If  not  to  have  broken  ^7^  yet  to  have  bow'd 
yo'jr  promise. 

I  know  it  was  for  my  sake,  for  your  faith' 
sake. 

You  slipt  *em  off;  your  honesty  compell'd  ye ; 

And  let  me  tell  ye,  sir,  it  shew'd  most  hand- 
somely. 
Mir,  And  let  me  tel(  thee,  there  was  no 
such  matter ; 

Nothing  intended  that  way,  of  that  nature  i 

I  have  more  to  do  with  my  honesty  than  to 
fool  it. 

Or  venture  it  in  such  leak  barks  as  women, 

I  put  *em  off  because  I  lov'd  'em  not. 

Because  they  are  too  queiisy  for  my  temper, 

And  not  for  thy  sake,  nor  the  contract  sake. 

Nor  vows  nor  oaths  ;  I  have  made  a  thousand 
of  'cm  ; 

They  are  things  indifferent,  whether  kept  or 
broken; 

Mere  venial  slips,  that  grow  not  near  the  con- 
science : 

Nothing  concerns  those  tender  parts;  they 
are  trifles : 

For,  as  1  think,  there  was  never  man  yet 
Jiop\'l  for 

Either  constancy  or  secrecy,  from  a  woman, 

tJnless  it  were  an  ass  ordain'd  for  sufferance  ; 

Nor  to  contract  with  such  ran  be  a  tial  ••; 

So  let  them  know  «n«ain;  for  'tis  a  justice, 

And  a  main  point  of  civil  policy, 

Whatc'er  we  say  or  swear,  they  being  repro- 
bates, [sidcs^ 

Out  of  the  state  of  faith,  we're  clear  of  idi 

And  'tis  a  curious  blindness  to  believe  us. 
Ori.  You  do  not  mean  this,  sure  ? 
Mir.  Yes,  sure,  and  certain  ; 

And  hold  it  positively,  as  a  principle, 

»•  -F/iwir  an  old  9hoe..'\  i,  e.  In  order  to  produce  good  luck.  It  is  a  saying  not  yet  obso-* 
lete.        R. 

*'  If  not  to  hare  broJccny  yet  to  hatfe  bozc\l  i/ovr  iroiniie,]  Cutler  probably  had  this  place 
in  his  head  when  he  wrote  these  lines  : 

*  Mafriage,  at  best,  is  but  a  vow, 

*  Which  all  men  either  break  or  bow.'        Sympsom. 

"*  Can  he  a  tial.  J  Mr.  Theobald  makes  a  queri/  obout  tial  in  his  margin :  as  it  is  a  word  1 
do  not  know  any  where  to  be  found,  I  have,  with  Mr.  Sewaid,  taken  the  freedom  to  alter 
it,         Sympion^ 

Mr.  i^ympson  changes  ttal  to  tie  a  We  have  retained  the  old  word,  and  think  it  is  intelli* 
giblc,  though  there  be  no  other  authority  for  it. 


Act.  i.  Scene  i.j 


As  ye  are  stnuii^  things,  and  made  of  strange 

iires  and  fluxes. 
So  we're  aJlow'd  as  strange  ways  to  obtain  ye, 
But  not  to  hold ;  we're*  ^1  created  errant. 
Ori,  You  told  me  other  tales. 
Mir,  I  not  deny  it ; 
I've  tales  of  all  sorts  for  all  sorts  of  women, 
And  protestations  likewise  of  all  sizes. 
As  they  have  vanities  to  make  Us  coxcombs : 
If  I  obtain  a  good  turn,  so  it  is, 
Fm  thankful  for  it;  if  I  be  made  an  ass. 
The  'mends  are  in  mine  own  hands,  or  the 

surgeon's. 
And  there's  an  end  on't. 

Ori,  Do  not  you  Jove  me  then  ? 

Jfcfir.  As  I  Jove  others;  heartily  I  love 

thee;  [elly : 

When  I  am  high  and  lusty,  I  love  thee  cru- 
After  I've  made  a  plenteous  meal,  and  satis* 

fied 
My  senses  with  all  delicates,  come  to  me, 
And  thou  shaltseehow  I  love  tiiee. 
i}ri.  Will  not  you  marry  me  ? 
Mir.  No,  certain,  no,  for  any  thing  I 

know  yet : 
I  must  not'lose  my  liberty,  dear  lady, 
And,  like  a  wanton  slave,  cry  for  more  shac- 
kles. 
What  should  I  marry  for?  do  I  want  any 

thing  ? 
Am  I  an  inch  the  further  from  my  pleasure  ? 
Why  should  I  be  at  charge  to  keep  a  wife  of 

mine  own, 
When  other  honest  married  men*s  will  ease  me. 
And  thank  me  too,  and  be  beholden  to  me  ? 
Thou  think'st  I'm  mad  for  a  maidenhead; 

thou  art  cozen'd : 
Or,  if  I  were  addicted  to  that  diet, 
Can  YOU  tell  me  whore  I  should  have  one? 

Thou  art  eighteen  now. 
And  if  thou  hast  thy  maidenhead  yet  extant, 
Sure,  'tis  as  big  as  cods-head ;  and  those  grave 

dishes 
I  never  Jove  to  deal  withal.    Dost  thou  see 

this  book  here? 
Look  overall  these  ranks ;  all  these  a/e  women, 
Maids,  and  pretenders  to  maideniicads;  these 

are  my  conquests ; 
All  these  I  swore  to  marry,  as  I  swore  to  thee. 
With  the  same  reservation,  and  most  righte- 
ously : 
Which  I  need  not  have  done  neither;  for, 

alas,  they  made  no  scruple, 
And  I  en  joy 'd  'em  at  my  will,  and  left  'em : 
Some  of  'em  are  married  since,  and  were  as 

pure  maids  again, 
Nay,  o'  my  conscience,  better  than  they  were 

bred  for ; 
The  rest,  fine  sober  women. 
Ori.  Are  you  not  ashamed,  sir? 
Mir.  No,  by  my  troth,  sir;   there's  no 

shame  bcloiigs  to  it; 
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I  bold  it  as  commendable  to  he  wealthy  19 

pleasure. 
As  others  do  in  rotten  sheep  and  pasture ! 

Enter  De  Card. 
Ori  Are  all  my  hopes  come  to  this?  It 
tliere  no  faith, 
No  troth,  nor  modesty,  in  men  ? 

De  Ga.  How  now,  sister? 
Why  weeping  thus  ?  Did  I  not  prophesy  ? 

Come,  tell  me  why 

Ori,  I  am  not  well ;  'pray  ye  pardon  me* 

[Exit. 
De  Ga.  Now,  monsieur  Mirabell,  wliaC 
ails  my  sister? 
You  have  been  playing  the  wag  with  her. 

Mir.  As  I  take  it, 
She  is  crying  for  a  cod-piece.    Is  she  gone? 
Lord,  what  an  age  is  this !  I  was  calling  for 

ye; 
For,  as  I  live,  I  thought  she  would  have  ra^ 
vish'd  me. 
De  Ga.  You're  merry,  sir. 
Mir.  Thou  know'st  this  book,  De  Gard^ 

this  inventory  ? 
De  Ga.  The  debt-book  of  your  mistresses; 

I  remember  it.  • 
Mir.  Why,  this  was  it  that  anger'd  her  j 
she  was  stark  mad  [down-right. 

She  found  not  her  name  here;  and  cried 
Because  I  would  not  pity  her  immediately, 
And  put  her  in  ray  list 

De  Ga.  Sure  she  had  more  modesty. 
Mir.  Their  modesty  is  aogier  to  be  over* 
done; 
They*ll  quarrel  sooner  for  precedence  here. 
And  take  it  in  more  dudgeon  to  be  slighted^ 
Than  they  will  in  publick meetings;  'tis  theif 

natures: 
And,  alas,  I  have  so  many  to  dispatch  yet^ 
And  to  provide  myself  for  my  affairs  too> 

That,  in  good  faith 

De  Ga.  Be  not  too  glorious-foolish; 
Sum  not  your  travels  up  with  vanities; 
It  ill  bcconies  your  expectation  '^  J 
Temper  your  speech,  sir  I    Whether  yout 

loose  story 
Be  true  or  false,  (for  you're  so  free,  I  fear  it) 
Name  not  ray  sister  in't,  I  must  not  hear  it; 
Upon  your  danger,  name  her  not  I  I  hold  her 
A  gentlewoman  of  those  happy  parts  and 

car?  iage, 
A  good  mau*s  t(^ngue  may  be  right  proud  to 
speak  her. 
Mir.  Your  sister,  sir?  d'ye  blench  at  that  ? 
d'ye  cai'il  ? 
D'ye  hold  her  such  a  piece  she  mayn't  bo 

play'd  withal  ? 
I've  had  an  hundred  handsomer  and  nobler^ 
Have  sued  to  me  too,  for  such  a  courtesy 
Your  sister  conies  i'th'  rear.    Since  ye're  so 
angry. 


>»  Your  ejcpectation.]  1.  «,  The  expectation  the  world  has  of  you.       Symp90A» 
Vol.  IL  8  B 
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[Act  S.  Scene  f . 


And  hold  jour  ftister  such  a  strong  Recusant, 
I  tell  ye,  I  may  do  it;  and,  it  may  be«  will 

too ;  -  [sion : 

It  may  be,  have  too;  there's  my  free  confcs- 
Work  upon  that  now  ! 

De  Ga.  If  I  thought  ye  had,  I  would  work, 
And  work  such  stubborn  work  should  make 

your  heart  ake  ! 
But  I  believe  ye,  as  I  evA*  knew  ye, 
A  glorious  talker,  and  a  legend-maker 
Of  idle  tales,  and  trifles ;  a  depraver 
Of  your  own  truth  :  Their  honours  fly  above 

ye**!  [tion, 

Anti  so  I  take  my  leave  ;  but  with  this  cau- 
Your  sword  be  surer  than  your  tongue !  you'iJ 

smart  else.        '  [thee ! 

Mir.  I  laugh  at  thee,  so  little  I  respect 
And  I'll  talk  louder,  and  despise  thy  sister ; 
Set  up  a  chamber-maid  that  shall  out-shine 

her, 
And  carry  her  in  my  coach  too,  and  that  will 

kill  her.  * 

Go,  get  thy  rents  up,  go ! 
be  Ga.  You  are  a  nne  gentleman !  {^xit. 
Mir,  Now  have  at  my  two  youtljs ;  V\\  see 

how  they  do ;  [study 

How  they  behave  themselves ;  and  then  V{\ 
What  wench  shall  love  me  next,  and  when 

ril  loose  her  ».  [Exit, 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Pinac  and  a  Servant, 

Pinac.  Art  thou  her  servant,  say'st  thou  ? 

Serv,  Her  poor  creature ; 
But  servant  to  her  horse,  sir. 

Pinac.  Canst  thou  shew  me 
The  way  to  her  chamber,  or  where  I  may 

conveniently 
See  her,  or  come  to  talk  to  her } 

Serv.  That  I  can,  sir; 
But  the  question  is,  whether  I  will  or  no. 

Pinac.  Why,  I'll  content  thee. 

Serv.  Why,  I'll  content  thee  then;  now 
you  come  to  me. 

Pinac.  There's  for  your  diligence. 

Serv.  There's  her  cnamber,  sir. 
And  this  way  she  comes  out ;  stand  you  but 
here,  sir,  [sure. 

You  have  her  at  your  prospect,  or  your  plea- 

Pinac.  Is  she  not  very  angry  ? 

Serv.  You'll  find  that  quickly : 


May-be  she'll  call  you  saucy  scurvy  fellow. 

Or  some  such  familiar  name;  may-be  she 
knows  you, 

And  will  flinp;  a  piss-pot  at  you,  or  a  pantofle. 

According  as  you  arc  in  acquaintance :  I  f  she 
like  you. 

May-be  she'll  look  upon  you ;  may-be  no  ; 

And  two  months  hence  call  for  you. 
Pinac,  This  is  fine. 

She's  mohstrous  proud  then  ? 
Serv.  She's  a  little  hauv»hty  ; 

Of  a  smal  1  bod  y,she  has  a  wind  well  mounted. 

Can  you  speak  Greek  ? 
Pinac.  No,  certain. 
&Tz;.  Get  you  gone  then ! 

And  talk  uf  stars,  and  firmaments,  and  fire- 
drakes?  [master. 

Do  you  remember  who  was  Adam's  school- 

And  who  taught  Eve  to  spin  ?  She  knows  all 
these,  [wf>rld 

And  will  run  you  over  the  beginning  o*  th' 

As  familiar  as  a  fidlcr.     Can  you 

Sit  seven  hours  together,  and  say  nothing  ? 

Which  she  will  do,  and,  when  she  speaks, 
speak  oracles, 

Speak  tilings  that  no  man  understands,  nor 
herself  neitlier. 
Pinac.  Thou  mak'st  me  wonder ! 
Serv.  Can  you  smile  ? 
Pinac.  Yes,  willingly; 

For  naturally  I  bear  a  mirth  about  me. 
Serv.  She'll  ne'er  endure  you  then;  she's 
never  merry  ;^ 

If  she  see  one  laugh,  slie'll  swoon  past  aqua 
vita. 

Never  come  near  her,  sir;  if  you  chance  to 
venture,  [too. 

And  talk  not  like  a  doctor,  you  are  damii'd 

I've  told  you  enough  for  your  crown,  and  so 
good  speed  you !  [Exit. 

Pinac.  I  have  a  pretty  task,  if  she  lie  thus 
curious, 

As,  sure,  it  seeirs  she  is !  If  I  fall  off  now, 

I  shall  be  laugh'd  at  fearfully ;  if  I  go  forward, 

I  can  but  be  abus'd,  and  that  I  look  for ; 

And  yet  I  may  hit  right,  but  'tis  unlikely. 

Stay!  in  what  mood  and  figure  shall  \  at- 
tempt her? 

A  careless  way  ?  No,  no,  that  will  not  wa- 
ken her ; 

Besides,  her  gravity  will  give  me  line  still. 

And  let  me  lose  myself;  yet  this  way  often 

to their  honours  fiy  about  yf.]  But  for  what  ?  We  have  here  a  manifest  corruption^ 

and  the  true  reading  is, 

* honours  fly  ahcrte  ye ;' 

i,  e.  are  out  of  the  reach  of  your  tongue,  4  <*.        Sj/mpton, 

Mr.  S3Tnp6on,  we  think,  has  suggested  the  right  reading,  (which  we  have  placed  in  the 
text,)  but  he  has  not  rightly  explained  his  own  emendation : 
*  Their  honours  fly  above  you;' 
t.  f.  (not  *  out  of  tlic  reach  of  your  tongue,'  but)  beyond  your  malice  to  impeach,  or  power 
Co  subdue. 

•1  and  when  Pll  lose  her,]  Edit,  1052  reads,  *  and  when  I'll  ioo$e  her/  which  we 

have  followed. 
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Has  bit,  sind  handsomely.  A  wanton  method  ? 
Aj,  if  she  give  it  leave  to  sink  into  her  <:on- 
sideration ;  [once, 

But  there's  the  doubt :  If  it  but  stir  her  blood 
And  creep  into  the  crannies  of  her  fancy. 
Set  her  a-gog— But  if  she  chance  to  slight  it, 
And  by  the  pow  V  of  her  modesty  fling  it  back, 
I  shalf  appear  the  arrant'st  rascal  to  her. 
The  most  licentious  knave — fori  shall  talk 

lewdly. 
To  bear  myself  austerely  ?  rate  ray  words  ? 
And  fling  a  general  gravity  about  mc, 
As  if  I  meant  to  give  laws  ?  But  this  I  can- 
not do, 
This  is  a  way  above  my  understanding : 
Or,  if  I  could,  'tis  oddsshe'U  think  I  mock  her; 
For  serious  and  sad  things  are  ever  still  suspi- 
Well,  ril  say  something:  [cious. 

But  learning  1  have  none,  and  less  good  man- 
ners, [face. 
Eapecially  for  ladies.  Well;  Til  set  my  best 

Enter  Lillia  and  Fetelta, 
I  hear  some  coming.  This  is  tlie  Brst  woman 
I  ever  fear'd  yet,  the  6rst  face  that  shakes  me. 

XiY.  Give  me  my  hat,  Petella  ;   take  this 
veil  off, 
This  sullen  cloud;  it  darkens  ray  delights. 
Come,  wench,  be  free,  and  let  the  musick 
Play  me  some  lusty  measure.  [warble; 

Pinac.  This  is  she,  sure, 
The  very  same  I  saw,  the  very  woman, 
The  gravity  I  wonder'd  at.    btay,  stay  ; 
Let  me  be  sure.    Ne*er  trust  me,   but  she 

danceth  I 
Summer  \^  in  her  face  now,  and  she  skJppeth. 
rU  go  a  little  nearer. 

Lil.  Quicker  time,  fellows  ! 
I  cannot  tind  my  legs  yet.    Now,  Petella  ! 

Enter  Mirabell, 
Pinac.  I  am  amaz*d !  I'm  fbimder*d  in  my 

fancy ! 
Mir.  Ha !  say  you  so  ?  Is  this  your  gravity  ? 
•  This  the  austerity  you  put  upon  you  ? 
1*11  see  more  o'  this  sport. 

Ul.  A  song  now ! 
Call  in  for  a  merry,  and  a  light  song; 
And  sing  it  with  a  liberal  spirit. 

Enter  a  Man, 
Man.  Yes,  madafm. 

LiL  And  he  not  amaz*d,  sirrah,  but  take 
us  for  your  own  company. 
Let's  walk  ourselves:  Come,  wench,  'Would 
we  had  a  man  or  two ! 
Pinac.  Sure,  she  has  spied  me,  and  will 
abuse  me  dreadfully; 
Slia  has  put  on  this  for  the  purpose ;  yet  I 

will  try  her. 

Madam,  I  would  be  loth  my  rude  intrusion. 
Which  I  must  crave  a  pardon  for— 

IaL  Oh,  you  are  welcome, 
You  are  very  welcome,  sir !  we  want  such  a 
one. 

SB 


Strike  up  again.  I  dare  presume  joa  dance 

well. 
Quick,  quick,  sir,  quick !  the  time  steals  on. 
Pinac.  I  would  talk  with  you. 
JJl,  Talk  as  you  dance. 
Mir.  She'll  beat  him  off  his  legs  first 
This  is  the  finest  mask  ! 
LiL  Now,  how  do  you,  sir? 
Pinac.  You  have  given  me  a  shrewd  heaL 
IaL  I'll  give  you  a  hundred. 
Come,  sing  now,  sing;  for  I  know  you  sing 

well; 
I  see  you  have  a  singing  face.  ^ 

Pinac.  A  fine  modesty ! 
If  I  could,  she'd  never  give  me  breath. — 
Madam,  'would  I  might  sit  and  recover. 

LiL  Sit  here,  and  sing  now; 
Let's  do  things  quiekly,  sir,  and  handsomely. 
Sit  close,  wench,  close.  Begin, begin!  [Sang* 
Pinac.  I'm  lesson'd. 
LiL  Tis  very  pretty,  i' faith.  Give  me  soma 

wine  now^ 
Pinac.  I  would  fain  speak  to  you. 
LiL  You  shall  drink  first,  believe  me. 
Here's  to  you  a  lusty  healtli. 

Pinac.  I  thank  you,  lady. — 
'Would  I  were  off  again  !  I  smell  my  misery  • 
I  was  never  put  to  this  rack  !  I  shall  be  drunk 
too. 
Mir.  If  thou  be'st  not  a  right  one,  I  have 
lost  mine  aim  much: 
I  thank  Heav'n,  that  I  have*scap*d  thee !  To 

her,  Pinac ; 
For  thou'rt  as  sure  to  have  her,  and  to  groan 

for  her [trimly. 

rU  see  how  my  other  youth  docs ;  this  speeds 
A  fine  grave  gentlewoman,  and  worth  much 
honour  I 
Xi7«  Now,  how  do  you  like  me,  sir? 

[Exit  Mir. 
Pinae.  I  like  you  rarely. 
LiLYou  see,  sir,  tho' sometimes  we're  grave 
and  silent. 
And  put  on  sadder  dispositions. 
Yet  we're  compounded  of  free  paxts,  and 

sometiqies  too 
Our  lighter,  airy,  and  our  fiery  mettles 
Break  out,  and  show  themselves;  And  what 
tliink  yoy  of  that,  sir? 
Pinac.  Good  lady,sit,(for  I  am  very  weary) 
And  then  J '11  tell  you. 

LiL  Fv !  a  young  man  idle? 
Up,  and  walk;  be  still  in  action  ; 
Tlie  motions  of  the  body  are  fair  beauties  t 
Besides,  'tis  co|d.    Odda*me,  sir,  ^let's  walk 

faster! 
What  think  you  now  of  the  lady  Felicia? 
And  Bella^-Fronte,  the  duke's  fair  daughter? 
ha  ?  [arta. 

Are  they  not  handsome  things  ?  There  is  Du<« 

And  brown  Olivia 

Pinac.  I  know  none  of 'em. 
LiL  But  brown  must  not  be  cast  away, 
sir.     If  yoimg  Lelia 
Had  kept  herself  till  this  day  from  a  husband, 
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m 


THE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE. 


[Act  S.  Scene  im 


Why,  what  a  beauty,  sir!  You  know  Ismena, 
The  fair  gem  of  Saint  Germans? 

Piriac,  By  my  troth,  I  do  not.      [Brisac, 
JUL  And  then,  1  know,  you  musthear  of 

How  unlike  a  gentleman 

Finac.  As  I  live,  1  have  heard  ndthing. 
Idl.  Strike  me  another  galliard  ! 
Finac.  By  this  light,  I  cannot ! 
In  troth,  I  have  sprainM  my  leg,  madam. 

Idl.  Now  sit  yoi^  down,  sir, 
^nd  tell  me  why  you  came  hither?  why  you 

chose  me  out? 
What  is  your  business?  your  errand?  Dis- 
patch, dispatch ! 
May-t\e  you  are  some  gentleman's  man,  (and 

I  mistook  you) 
Tliat  have  brought  me  a  letter,  or  a  haunch 

of  venison. 
Sent  me  fram  some  friend  of  mine. 
Pinac.  Do  1  look  like  a  carrier? 
You  might  allow  me,  what  I  am,  a  gentleman. 
LU,  Cry  you  mercy,  sir !  I  saw  you  yester- 
day :  [you* 
You're  new  come  out  of  travel ;  I  mistook 
And  how  do  all  our  impudent  friends  in  Italy? 
Finac,  Madam;^!  came  with  duty,  and  fair 
courtesy. 
Service,  and  honour  to  you. 

Lil.  You  came  to  jeer  me ! 
You  see  I'm  merry,  sir ;  I've  changed  my  copy : 
None  of  the  sages  now,aad  'pray  you  proclaim 
it;  *  [sir, 

Fling  on  me  what  aspersion  you  shall  please, 
Of  wantonness,  or  wildnes^;  I  look  for  it; 
And  tell  the  world,  I  am  an  hypocrite. 
Mask  in  a  forc'd  and  borrow'd  shape,  I  ex- 
pect it;  [sir. 
But  not  to  have  you  believ'd  :  For,  mark  you, 
1  have  won  a  nobler  estimatiou, 
A  stronger  tie  by  my  discretion 
Upon  opinion  (howe'er  you  think  I  forc'd  it) 
Than  either  tongue  or  act**  of  yours  can  slub- 
ber,                                                  [sir, 
And,  when  I  please,  I  will  b^  what  I  please, 
So  I  exceed  not  mean^;  and  none  shall 
brand  it,                                    [slighted. 
Either  with  scorn  or  shame,  but  shall  be 
Finac.  Lady,  I  come  to  love  you. 
LiL  Jx)ve  yourself,  sir ; 


And  when  I  want  observers,  Fil  send  for  you. 
Heigh-ho !  my  fit's  almost  oflF ;  for  we  do  ail 

by  fits,  sir. 
If  you  be  weary,  sit  till  I  come  again  to  you, 

[Exit. 
Finac.  This  is  a  wench  of  a  dainty  spi- 
rit; but 
Hang  me  if  I  know  yet  cither  what  to  think 
Or  make  of  her !  She  had  her  v,  ill  of  me. 
And  baited  me  abundantly,  [  thank  her  ; 
And,  I  confess,  I  never  was  so  blurted**. 
Nor  ever  so  abus'd :  I  must  bear  my  own  sins. 
You  talk  of  travels;  here's  a  curious  country  ! 
Yet  I  will  find  her  out, or  forswear  my  faculty, 

[Krit. 

S^feNE  III. 

Enter  Bosalura  and  Oriana, 

JRos.  Ne'er  vex  yourself,  nor  grieve ;  you 

are  a  fool  then.  [suifer 

Ori.  Ym  sure  I'm  made  so :  Yet,  before  I 

Thus  like  a  girl,  and  give  him  leave  to  tri«r 

umph 

Ro9.  You  say  right;  for  as  long  as  he  per<» 
ceives  you  fyou : 

Sink  under  his  proud  scornings,  he'll  laugb  at 
For  me,  secure  yourself;  and  for  my  sister, . 
I  partly  know  her  mind  too :  Howsoever, 
To  obey  my  father,  we  have  made  a  tender 
Of  our  poor  beauties  to  the  traveli'd  monsieur. 
Yet  two  words  to  a  bai^ain !  He  slights  us 
As  skittish  things,  and  we  shun  him  as  curious. 
May-be,  my  free  behaviour  turns  his  stomach. 
And  makes  him  seem  to  doubt  a  loose  opinions 
I  must  be  so  sometimes,  tho'  all  the  world  saw 
it. 
Ori.  Why  should  not  you?  Are  not*minds 
only  measur'd  ? 
As  long  as  here  you  stand  secure    ■ » ■ 

Rot.  You  say  true ; 

As  long  as  miu^  own  conscience  makes  no 

question,  [rable. 

What  care  I  for  report?  that  woman's  miscn 

That's  good  or  bad  for  their  tongues'  sake. 

Come,  let's  retire. 
And  get  my  veil,  wench.    By  my  troth,  your 
sorrow,  [maddings^ 

And  the  consideration  of  men's  humoioua 
Have  put  me  into  a  serious  contemplation. 

•«  Tongue  or  art  of  yourai.]'  The  sense  is,  *  than  either  what  you  can  say  or  do  can  sully." 
But  haply  this  cannot  be  made  Out  of  the  words  as  they  stand,  and  tlierefore  I  would  read, 

*  Tongue  or  act  of  yours,' 
So  Mr.  Theobald  had  wrote  in  his  margin.    Act  and  art^  through  qur  Authors'  plays,  aro 
frequently  confounded.        Sumpwn. 

«3  Exceed  not  mean.]  t.  e.  moderatidn,  discretioq. 
■*  I  never  was  so  blurred, 

Nor  ever  soabtts^d,]  Edit.  1652  reads,  blurted.  Mr.  Sympson,  disliking  both  words,  J* 
inclined  to  substitute jf?uHe<f;  but  blurted  is  certainly  the  right  word.  It  is  used  in  the  sam^ 
tense  in  Edw.  Ill,  SeeCapell's  Prolusions,  p.  81. 

*  {)h,  that  I  were  some  other  countryman  ! 
^  This  day  hath  set  derision  on  the  I*rench, 
'  And  all  the  world  will  blurt  and  scorn  at  us.'        R« 
^  4r^  Qur  ^nds  only  meatur^d  1^]  The  sense  seems  to  require, 
*  Are  not  minds  only  measur'd  ?  * 
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Enter  Mirahell  and  Bellair, 

Ori,  Come,  'faith,  let's  sit,  and  think. 

Rns.  That's  a]l  my  business. 

Mir.   Why   stanast  thou  peeping  here? 
Thou  great  slug,  forward ! 

BeL  She  is  there ;  peace ! 

Mir,  Why  stand'st  thou  here  then. 
Sneaking,  and  peaking,  as  thou  wouldst  steal 

linen  ? 
Ilast  thou  not  place  and  time  ? 

BeL  I  had  a  rare  speech 
Studied,  and  almost  ready ;  and  your  violence 
Has  beat  it  out  of  my  brains. 

Mir,  Hang  your  rare  speeches ! 
Go  me  on  like  a  man. 

BeL  Let  me  set  my  bedW  up. 
How  has  Pinac  performed  ? 

Mir,  IV  has  won  already : 
He  stands  not  thrumming  of  caps  thus. 

BeL  Lord,  what  should  I  ail ! 
What  a  cold  I  have  over  my  stomach  I  Vould 

I  had  some  hum«! 
Certain  I  have  a  great  mind  to  be  at  her, 
A  mighty  mind. 

Mtr.  On,  fool! 

BeL  Good  words,  I  beseech  you ; 
For  I  will  not  be  abus'd  by  both. 
•     Mir,  Adieu,  then, 

(Twill  not  trouble  you ;  I  see  you  are  valiant) 
And  work  your  own  way. 

BeL  Hist,  hist!  I  will  be  ruPd; 
I  will,  i'  faith;  1  will  go  presently:      [suds? 
Will  vou  forsake  me  now,  and  leave  me  i*  th' 
You  know,  I  am  false-hearted  this  way ;  I 

beseech  you. 
Good  sweet  Mirabcll  (I'll  cut  your  throat  if 

you  leave  me. 
Indeed  I  will !)  sweet-heart ! 

Mir,  I  will  be  ready. 
Still  at  thine  el  bow;  take  a  man's  heart  to  thee, 
And  speak  thy  mind;  the  plainer  still  the 

better. 
She  is  a  woman  of  that  free  behaviour, 
Indeed,  that  common  courtesy,  she  cannot 

deny  thee; 
Go  bravely  on. 

BeL  Madam — keep  close  about  me, 
Still  at  my  back. — Madam,  sweet  madam— 

iJo#.  Ha!  ("bleme? 

What  noise  is  that  ?  what  saucy  sound  to  trt»u- 

JWir.  What  said  she? 

Bel,  1  am  saucy. 

Mir,  Tis  the  better. 

PeL  She  comes ;  must  I  be  saucy  still  ? 

Mir,  More  saucy. 

Jlos.  Still  troubled  with  these  vanities? 
Heaven  bless  us ! 

*^ 'Would  I  had  $ome  hum,]  Mr.  Theobald,  doubtful  of  this  term,  queries  whether  rum 
ought  not  to  supply  its  plaee.   I  once  tho'jght  mum  was  the  more  likely  to  be  the  true  read- 
ing, but  am  convinced  (so  precarious,  however  likely,  are  all  conjectural  emendations)  that 
|he  text  is  right  upon  credit  of  Ben  Jonson  in  his  Devil's  an  Ass,  vol.  iv.  p.  360. 
^  Chimney-sweepers  and  carmen,  are  got, 
'  To  their  tobacco,  strong-waters,  Aum, 
'  Meath,  and  obarni.'  Sympton^ 

Eumy  the  common  cant  for  strong  liquor.    See  Beggars'  Bush. 


What  are  we  born  to  ?  Would  you  speak  with 

any  of  my  people? 
Go  in,  sir ;  1  am  busy. 

BeL  This  is  not  she,  sure !  [then ! 

Is  this  two  children  at  a  birth  ?  I'll  be  hang'd 
Mine  was  a  merry  gentlewoman,  talk'd  dain- 
tily, 
Talk'd  of  those  matters  that  befitted  women ; 
This  is  a  parcel-prayer-book;    I'm  serv'd 

sweetly !  ' 

And  now  i  am  to  look  too ;  I  was  prepar'd 
for  th'  other  way. 
Bos.  Do  you  know  that  man  ? 
OrL  Sure,  I  have  seen  him,  lady. 
Bos,   Mctliinks  'tis  pity  such  a  lusty  fel- 
low [ploy  men  t« 
Should  wander  up  and  down,  ana  want  em 
BeL  She  takes  me  for  a  rogue  !^-You  may 
do  well,  madam,  [forsooth; 
To  stay  this  wanderer,  and  set  him  at  work, 
He  can  do  something  that  may  please  your 
ladyship ;  [mgs, 
I  have  heard  of  women  that  desire  good  breed-* 
Two  at  a  birth,  or  so. 

Ros,  The  fellow's  impudent. 

Ori.  Sure,  he  is  craz'd. 

Ros.  I  have  heard  of  men  too  that  have  had 

good  manners ;  [P'^X 

Sure,  this  is  want  of  grace !  Indeed,  'tis  great 

The  young  man  has  been  bred  so  ill ;  but  this 

Is  full  of  such  examples.  [lewd  agt 

BeL  I  am  founder'd. 
And  some  shall  rue  the  setting  of  me  on  ! 

Mir,  Ha !  so  bookish,  lady  ?  is  it  possible  ? 
Turn'd  holy  at  the  heart  too  ?  I'll  be  hang'd 

then. 
Why,  this  is  such  a  feat,  such  an  activity. 

Enter  Servant,  with  a  veiL 

Such  fast  and  loose — A  veil  too  for  your 

0  DiOf  Dio  !  [knavery? 
Ros,  What  do  you  take  me  for,  sir? 
Mir,  An  hypocrite,  a  wanton,  a  dissembler, 

Howc'er  you  seem,  and  thus  you're  to  be 

handled ;  [it* 

(Mark  me,  Btileur)  and  this  you  love,  I  know 

Ros,  Stand  oif,  bold  sir  I 

Mir.  You  wear  good  clothes  to  this  end. 
Jewels ;  love  feasts,  and  masks. 

Ros,  Ye'rc  monstrous  saucy  ! 

Mir,  All  this  to  draw  on  fools;  and  thus, 
Ye're  to  be  lull'd.  [thus,  lady, 

BeL  Let  her  alone,  I'll  swinge  ye  else, 

1  will,  i' faith!  for  tho'  I  cannot  skill  o'this 

matter  [me. 

Myself,  I  will  not  see  another  do  it  before 
And  do  it  worse. 
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JRos.  Away !  ^-ouVe  a  vain  thing! 
You've  traveird  far,  sir,  to  return  again      ^ 
A  windy   and  poor  bladder!  You  talk  of 

women,  [one. 

That  are  not  worth  the  favour  of  a  common 
The  grace  of  her  grew  in  an  hospita4? 
Against  a  thousand  sucli  blown  fooleries, 
I'm  able  to  maintain  good  women*s  hbnours, 
Tbcir  freedoms,  and  their  fames,  and  I  will 

do  it — 
ii//r.  Sh'  has  almost  struck  me  dumb  too. 
Ros.  And  declaim 
Against  your  base  malicious  tonguts,  your 

noises,  [viours? 

For  tlicy  are  nothing  else.   You  teach  bcha- 
Or  toucli  us  for  our  freedoms'^?  Teach  your- 
selves manners, 
Truth  and  sobriety,  and  live  so  clearly 
That  our  lives  may  shine  in  ye ;  and  then 

task  us.  [ye: 

It  seems,  ye're  hot ;  the  suburbs  will  supply 
Good  women  scorn  such  gamesters,  so  I'll 

leave  ye ! 
I  am  sorry  to  see  this :  'Faith^  sir,  live  fairly. 

[Exit, 
Mir.  This  woman,  if  she  hold  on,  may  be 

virtuous ; 
lis  ahnost  possible  :  VVe'll  have  a  new  day. 
Bel.  Ye  brought  me  on,  ye  forc'd  me  to 

this  foolery : 
I'm  sham'd,  I'm  scorn'd,  I'm  flurted"!  yes,  I 


yes,  I 
[ship, 


Tbo'  J  cannot  talk  to  a  woman  like  your  wor- 
And  use  my  phrases,  and  my  learned  figures, 
Yet  I  can  light  with  any  man. 


Mir.  Fy ! 

Bel.  I  can,  sir ; 
And  1  will  fight. 

Mir.  With  whom  ? 

Bel.  With  you,  with  any  man ; 
For  all  men  now  will  laugh  at  me. 

Mir.  Prithee  be  moderate. 

BeL  And  I'll  beat  all  men.    Come  ! 

Mir.  I  love  thee  dearly. 

Be/.  I  will  beat  all  that  love ;  love  has 
undone  me ! 
Never  tell  me !  I  will  not  be  a  history. 

Mir.  Thou  art  not. 

Bel.  'Sfoot,  I  will  not!  Give  me  room,  - 
And  let  me  see  the  proudest  of  ye  jeer  me  ; 
And  I'll  begin  w^  you  first. 

Mir.  Prithee,  Belleur ! 
If  1  do  not  satisfy  thee 

Bel.  Well,  look  you  do. 
But,  now  I  think  on*t  better,  'tis  impossible  ! 
I  must  beat  somebody ;  I  am  maul'd  myself^ 
And  1  ouftht  in  justice-^ —  ) 

Mir.  No,  no,  no ;  ye're  cozeu'd  : 
But  walk,  and  let  me  talk  to  thee. 

Bel.  Talk  wisely. 
And  see  that  no  man  laugh,  upon  no  occa* 

sion  ; 
For  I  shall  think  then  'tis  at  me. 

Mir.  I  warrant  thee. 

BeL  Nor  no  more  talk  of  this. 

Mir.  Dost  think  I'm  maddish  f 

Bel.  I  must  needs  fight  yet ;  for  I  find  it 
concerns  me ; 
A  p«jx  on*t !  I  must  fight. 

Mir.  I' faith,  tliou  shalt  not.       [Exeunt* 


Or  touch  us^or  our  freedoms."]  On  coni'dering  the  turn  of  this  speech,  it  seems  probable 
liould  substitute  ta»k  for  touch :  *  You  teach,  or  task  ^ ' — *  Teach  yourselves,  and  then 


we  should 
lot/cus.' 


ACT    in. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  T)e  Gard  and  Lugier. 
De  Ga.  T  KNOW  you  ar'e  a  scholar,  and 
•■•  can  do  wonders. 
Lug.  There's  no  great  scholarship  belongs 
to  this,  sir; 


What  I  am,  I  am :  I  pity  your  poor  sister, 
And  heartily  I  hate  thcse.'travellers, 
These  gun-cracks,  made  of  mops  ♦  and  mo- 
tions '  ^  ^  ^  [mings ; 
There's  nothing  in  their  houses  here  but  huu)- 
A  bee  has  more  brains.  I  grieve  and  vex  too  '^ 
The  insolent  licentious  carnage 


*  Mops.]  Mopping  and  mowing,  and  mops  and  moms^  are  used  by  Shakespeare  for  w  jld  and 
extrav'iigant  beliai'iour. 

•7 . 1  grieve  and  vex  too 

Tlie  iMolent  licentious  carriage.]  Vex  here  is  a  neutral  verb,  and  is  used  so  a  little  lower  t 
Mir.  * now  vex,  ladies, 

*  Envy,  and  vex,  and  rail.' 

Tlie  text  here  I  have  not  altered  either  as  to  pointing  or  reading,  though  I  once  thought  tli^ 
whole  should  thus  have  run, 

* I  grieve  and  vex  too. 

*  The  insolent  licentious  carriage 

*  Of  this  out-facing  fellow,  Mirabell, 

*  J'wi  mad  to  see ;  to  see  him  prick  his  plumes  up.'        Sj/mpsom* 
Our  Authors  often  use  neutral  verbs  actively.    Vex  here  signifies  to  vex  at. 


Act  3.  Scene  1.] 


tllE  WILD-GOOS£  CHASE. 


191 


Of  this  out-facing  fellow,  Mirabell ; 

And  I  am  mad  to  see  him  prick  his  plumes  up. 

Ve  Ga.  His  wrongs  you  partly  know. 

iMg.  Do  not  you  stir,  sir; 
Since  he  has  begun  with  wit,  let  wit  revenge  it: 
Keep  your  sword  close;  we*ll  cut  his  throat  a 

new  way. 
I  am  asham'd  the  gentlewoman  should  suffer 
Such  base  lewd  wrongs. 

De  Ga,  I  will  be  rurd ;  he  shall  live. 
And  left  to  your  revenge. 

Lug.  Ay,  ay.  Til  tit  him :  [men; 

He  makes  a  common  scorn  of  handsome  wo- 
Modesty  and  good  manners  are  .his  h\ay- 
games ;  [mission ; 

He  takes  up  maidenheads  wit!i  a  new  com- 
The  church-warrant's  out%f  date.     Follow 

ray  counsel, 
For  I  am  zealous  in  the  cause. 

De  Ga,  I  will,  sir. 
And  will  be  slill  directed ;  for  the  truth  is, 
My  sword  will  make  my  sister  seem  more 

monstrous : 
Besides,  there  is  no  honour  won  on  reprobates. 

Lug.  You  are  i'  th'  right.  The  slight  h*  has 
shew'd  my  pupils 
Sets  me  a-fire  too.  6o ;  I'll  prepare  your  sister, 
And,,  as  I  told  you 

De  Ga.  Yes;  all  shall  be  fit,  sir. 

Lug.  And  seriously,  and  handsomely. 

De  Ga.  I  warrantyou. 

Lug.  A  little  counsel  more.       [Whisper$. 

De  Ga.  Tis  well. 

Lug.  Most  stately ! 
See  that  observ'd ;  and  Lhen  ! 

De  Ga.  I  have  you  every  way. 

Lug.  Away  then,  and  be  ready. 

De  G^.  With  all  bpeed,  sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  LiUiuy  Rosalura,  and  Oriana. 
Lug.  We'll  learn  to  travel  too,  may-be, 
beyond  him. 
Good  day,  fair  bwiuties ! 

Lit.  You  have  beautified  us, 
We  thank  yOu,  sir;  you  have  set  us  off  most 

gallantly 
With  your  grave  precepts. 

Ros.  We  expected  husbands 
Out  ofyour  documents  and  taught  behaviours. 
Excellent  husbands ;  thought  men  would  run 

stark  mad  on  us. 
Men  of  all  ages,  and  all  states;  we  expected 
An  inundation  of  desires  and  offers, 
Atorrent  of  trim  suitors ;  all  we  did, 
Or  said,  or  purpos'd,  to  be  spells  about  us, 

Spells  to  provoke 

Lit.  You  haveprovok*d  us  finely! 
We  foUow'd  your  directions,  we  did  rarely. 


We  were  stately,  coy,  demure,  careless,  light, 

giddy, 
And  play'd  at  all  points:  This, /you  twore, 

would  carry. 
B/)s    We  made  love,  and  contemn'd  love; 

now  seem'd  holy. 
With  such  a  reverent  pnt-on  reservation 
W^hich  could   not  miss,  according  to  your 

principles;  [public. 

Now  gave  more  hope  again ;  now  close,  now 
Scill  up  and  down,  we  beat  it  like  a  billow; 
And  ever  those  behaviours  you  read  to  us. 
Subtle,  and  new :  But  all  this  will  not  help  us ! 
Lil.  Tlicy  help  to  hinder  us  of  all  acquaint- 
ance, [better 
They've  frighted  off  all  friends  !  What  am  I 
For  all  my  learning,  if  I  love  a  dunce, 
A  handsome  dunce?  to  what  U5>e  serves  my 

rcadino  ?  [horsct. 

You  s'lould  have  taught  me  what  belongs  to 
Dogs,  dice,  hawks,  banquets,  masks,  free  and  ' 

fair  meetings, 
To  have  studied  gowns  and  dressings. 

Lug.  YeVe  not  mad,  sure  !      [agements: 
lios.  We  shall  be,  if  we  follow  yourencour- 
rU  take  mine  own  way  now ! 

Li/.  Ami  I  my  fortune; 
We  may  live  maids  else  till  the  moon  drop 

mill-stones.  fsters  * 

I  see,  your  modest  women  are  takoi  for  mon* 

A  dowry  of  good  breeding  k  worth  nothing. 

Lug.  Since  ye  take  it  so  to  th*  heart,  'pray 

ye  give  me  leave  yet,  [tic : 

And  you  shall  see  how  I'll  convert  tliis  here- 

Mark  how  this  Mirabell 

Lii.  Name  him  no  more; 
For,  tho'  I  long  For  a  husband,  I  hate  him, 
And  would  be  marrjed  sooner  to  a  monkev. 
Or  to  a  Jack  of  Straw  ««,  than  such  ajuj^gler. 
Ro^   I  am  of  that  mind  too;  he  is  too"'mm- 

ble. 
And  plays  at  fa^t  and  loose  too  learned!  v, 
For  a  plain-meaning  woman;  ttiat's  the  truth 

on't. 
Here's  one  too,  tliat  we  love  well,  would  be 

angry;  [Pointing  to  Or iana. 

And  reason  why.     No,  no,  we  will  not  trou- 

bleyou,  [happy  r 

JNor  him  at  this  tmie:  May  he  make  you 
We'll  turn  ourselves  io(Jse  now,  to  our  fair 

fortunes; 
And  the  down-right  way 

Lil.  The  winning  way  we'll  follow; 
We'll  bait  that  men  mrfy  bite  fair,  and  not 

be  friglited ; 
Yet  weMi  not  be  carried  so  cheap  neither; 

we'll  have  some  sport,  [tutor. 

Some  mad-morris  or  other  for  our  money* 


^  A  Jack  of  Strum.]  In  Shakespeare's  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,  act  v.  scene  4    Falstiff 
^7\  V^^«'"^'  ^''"'  "^'^  "'"^y "^l^  rnHdv^Jack-a-Unt,  when  'tis  upon  ill  employmen^t.'  Upon 
which  Mr.  bteevens  observes,  thtit^  a  Jocko' Lent  appears  to  have  been  some  puppet  which 
-  was  thrown  at  m  Lent,  like  Shrove-tidc  ro.ks; '  aud,  among  olhei-  instances  to  prove  it 
produces  thjs  passage  trom  our  Author.         H.  i^'w*^.  it, 

A  man  ofiiraw  is  a  phrase  in  use  at  this  day. 
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Lug.  'Tis  like  enough :  Prosper  your  own 
dievires ! 
YeVe .  old  enough  to  chusc :  But,  fur  this 

genrlewuman, 
So  please  her  give  me  leave 
Ori.  I  shall  be  glad,  sir. 
To  find  a  friend  whose  pity  may  direct  me. 
^  Lug,  I'll  do  my  best,  and  faithfully  deal 
for  ye ; 
But  then  ye  must  he  ruPd. 
OrL  In  all,  I  vow  to  you. 
IRos.  Do,  do :  lie  has  a  lucky  hand  some- 
times, ril  asirure  you; 
And  hunts  the  recovery  of  a  lost  lover  deadly. 
Lug,  You  must  away  straight.  ' 
OrL  Yes. 

Lug,  And  I'll  instruct  you : 
Here  you  can  know  no  more. 

OrL  By  your  leave,  sweet  ladies; 
And  all  ourVortune«  arrive  at  our  own  wishes! 
Lit.  Amen,  amen! 
Lug,  I  must  borrow  your  man. 
IaL  *Pray  take  him ; 
He  is  within :  To  do  her  good,  take  any  thing, 
Take  us  and  all. 

Lug,  No  doubt,  ye  may  find  takers; 
And  so  we'll  leave  ye  to  your  own  disposes. 
IaL  Now,  which  way,  wench? 

[Ex€U7il  Lug.  4'  Ori. 
Ros.  We'll  go  a  brave  way,  feor  not; 
A  safe  an  A  sure  way  too;  and  yet  a  bye-way. 
I  must  Confess,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  be 
married. 
Lil,  So  have  I  too  a  grudging  of  good-will 
that  way ; 
And  would  as  fain  be  dispatch'd.    But  this 

monsieur  Quicksilver 

Ros,  No,  no ;  we'll  bar  him,  ^ye  and  main : 
Let  him  trample; 
There  is  no  safety  in  his  surqucdry  «: 
An  army-royal  of  wot:ien  are  too  few  for  him; 
He  keeps  a  journal  of  his  getitleness. 
And  will  go  near  to  print  liis  fair  dispatches, 
And  call  it  his  triumph  over  time  and  women  : 
Let  him  pass  out  of  memory !  What  think  you 
Of  his  two  companions  ? 

Lil.  Pinac,  methinks,  is  reasonable ; 
A  little  modesty  he  has  brought  home  with 

him, ' 
And  might  be  taught,  in  time,  uome  hand- 
some duty. 
Ros.  Thev  say,  he  is  a  wencher  too. 
Lil.  I  like  him  letter  ;  [tlemnn, 

A  free  lipht  touch  or  two  becomes  a  gen- 
And  sets  nim  seemly  off:  So  he  exceed  not, 
But  keep  his  compass  clear,  he  may  be  look'd 

at. 
I  would  not  marry  a  man  that  must  be  taught, 
And  conjur'd  up  wiih  kisses;  the  best  game 
Is  play'd  still  by  the  best  gamesters. 

jKrw.   Fy  upon  thee  ! 
What  talk  hasp  thou  ? 

TM.  Are  not  we  alone,  and  merry  ?  , 


Why  should  we  be  asham'd  to  speak  what  we 

think  ?  Thy  gentleman,  [thee 

The  tall  fat  fellow,  he  that  came  to  se« 
Ros.  Is't  not  a  goodly  man? 
Lil.  A  wondrous  goodly ! 
H'has  weight  enough,!  warrant  thee :  Merc/ 

upon  roe, 
What  a  serpent  wilt  thou  seem  under  such  i| 

St.  George ! 
Ros.  'Jhou  art  a  fool!  Give  me  a  man 

brings  mettle, 
Brings  substance  with  him,  needs  no  broths 

to  lare  hini. 
These  little  fellows  shew  like  fleas  in  boxes. 
Hop  up  and  down,  and  keep  a  stir  to  vex  us : 
Give  me  the  puissant  pike!  take  vou  the 

small  shot.  [duller; 

Lil.  Of  a  great  thing,  I  have  not  seen  a 
Therefore,  methinks,  sweet  sister— 

Ros.  Peace,  he's  raodesi ; 
A  baahfulness ;  which  is  a  point  of  grace, 

wench :  [sister^ 

But,  when  these  fellows  come  to  moulding. 
To  heat,  and  handling — As  I  live,  1  like  him  ; 
And,  methinks,  I  could  form  him. 

t:nter  Mirabell. 
Lil.  Peace !  the  fire-drake. 
AJir.  Bh  ss  vc,  sweet  beauties,  sweet  in- 
comparable ladies, 
Sweet  wits,  sweet  humours !  Bless  you,  learn- 
ed lady !  [tions ! 
And  you,  most  holy  nun  !  Bless  your  devo- 
Lil.  And  bless  your  braius,  sir,  your  most 
prrtiunnt  brain<-,  sir ! 
They  arc  in  travail;  may  they  be  deliver*d 
Of  a  most  hopeful  Wild-Goose! 

Ros,  Bless  your  manhood  ! 
They  sjw  you  are  a  gentleman  of  action, 
A  t'Hir-:ux-;>mplish'd  man,  and  a  rare  en<:ineer; 
You  have  a  trick  to  blow  up  maidenheads, 
A  subtle  trick,  they  say  abroad, 
jlfir.  I  have,  lady. 
Rns.  And  often  glory  in  their  ruins. 
Mir.  Yes,  forsooth;- 
I  have  a  speedy  trick,  pk^ase  you  lo  try  it; 
My  engine  will  dispatch  you  instantly. 
Ros.  I  would  I  were  a  woman,  sir,  fit  for 
you,  [too ) 

As  there  be  such,  no  doubt,  may  enghie  you 
May,  with  a  counter-mine,  blow  up  your  ^ 

valour.  [nest  j 

But,  in  good  faith,  sir,  we  are  both  too  lio- 
And,  the  plague  is,  we  cannot  be  persuaded  : 
Tor,  look  YOU,  it'  we  thought  it  were  a  glory 

To  be  the  last  of  all  your  lovely  ladies 

Mir.  Coutf,  coihe';  leave  prating:  Thif 
hns  spoil'd  your  market! 
This  pride,  aud'^puft-up  heart,  will  make  y* 

fast,  ladies. 
Fast,  when  ye're  hungry  too. 
Ros.  The  more  our  pain,  sir. 
JM.  The  more  our  health,  I  hope  too. 


*•  Surquedn/.]  Sec  note  52  on  Monsieur  Xboma|k 
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.    Mir.  Your  behaviours 

Have  made  men  standi  amaz'd;  those  men 

thatlov^d  ye; 
iAea  of  fair  states  and  parts.    Your  strange 

conversions  >•  [fore ; 

Into  I  know  not  what)  nor  how,  nor  where- 
Your  scorns  of  those  that  came  to  visit  ye  ; 
Your  studied  whim- whams,  and  your  fine  set 

faces : 
What  liave  these  got  ye  ?  Proud  and  harsh 

opinions !  [ture, 

A  travcll*d  monsieiir  was  the  strangest  crea- 
The  wildest  monster  to  be  wondcr'd  at ; 
His  person  made  a  public  scoff,  his  kno^vledge 
(As  if  [}€  had   been  bred  'mongst  bears  or 

bandogs) 
Shunn'd  and  avofded;  his  conversation  snufTM 
What  harvest  brings  all  this?  [at: 

Ro9,  I  pray  you  proceed,  sir. 
Afir,  N  ow  ye  shall  see  in  what  esteem  a 

traveller. 
An  understanding  gentleman,  and  a  monsieur, 
Is  to  be  held ;  and  to  your  griefs  confess  it, 
Both  to  your  griefs  and  gulls  ! 

LiL  Jn  what,  I  pray  ye,  sir? 
We  would  be  glad  to  understand  your  excel- 
lence, [rarely ! 
Mir,  Go  on,  sweet  ladies ;  it  becomes  ye 
tor  me,  I  have  blest  mc  from  yc ;  scoff  on 

seriously,  [Learning, 

And  note  the  man  ye  mock'd.  You,  lady 
Note  the  poor  traveller,  that  cume  to  visit  ye, 
That    flat    unfurnish'd    fellow;    note    iiini 

throughly  ! 
You  may  chance,  to  see  him  anon. 
LiL  Tis  very  likely. 
Mir.  And  see  him  courted  by  a  travelled 

lady,  fcin ; 

Held  dear,  and  honour'd,  by  a  virtuous  vir- 
Way-be,  a  bcituty  not  far  short  of  yours  nei- 
It  may  be,  clearer.  [thcr; 

LiL  Not  unlikely. 
Mir.  Younger ;  * 
As  killing  eyes  as  yours,,  a  wit  as  poignant; 
May-be,  a  state  to  that  may  top  your  fortune: 
Enquire  how  she  thinks  of  him,  how  she  hoUl^ 

him ; 
His  good  parts,  in  what  precMnis  price  already ; 
Being  a  stranger  to  him,  how  she  court-,  him ; 
A  stranj^er*^  iii§  nation  too,  how  she  dotes 

on  him; 
Enquire  of  this ;  be  sick  to  know :  Curse,  lady. 
And  keep  your  chamber !  cry,  and  turse !  A 

sweet  one, 
A  thousand  in  yearly  land,  well  bred,  well 

friended, 
Traveird,and  highly  followed  for  her  fashions ! 
LiL  Bless  his  good  fortune,  sir. . 
te    Mir.  This  scurvy  fellow, 


I  thinW  they  call  his  name  Pinac,  this  serving- 
man  [dam. 
That  brought  you  venison,  as  I  take  it,  ma- 
Note  but  this  scab !  Tis  strange,  that  this 

coarse  creature. 
That  has  no  more  set-off  but  his  juggliUgs, 

His  traveird  tricks 

LiL  Good  sir,  I  grieve  not  at  him. 
Nor  envy  not  his  fortune  :  Yet  I  wonder ! 
He's  handsome,  yet  I  see  no  such  perfection. 
Alir.  'Would  \  had  his  fortune  !  for  it  is  a* 
woman  .  [ment, 

Of  that  sweet-temper'd  nature,  and  that  judg- 
Besides  her  state,  that  care^  clear  under- 
standing, 

And  such  a  wife  to  bless  him 

Hon.  'Pray  you  whence  is  she  ?         [lady ; 

Mir.  Of  England,  and  a  most  accomplisH'd 

So  modest  that  men*s  eyes  are  frighted  at  her, 

And  such  a  noble  carriage — How  now, sirrah? 

Enter  a  Boy* 
Boy.  Sir,  the  great  English  lady— — 
Mtr.  What  of  her,  sir  ? 
Boy.  Has  newJy  left  her  coach,  and  coming 
this  way,  [Pinac 

Where  you  may  see  her  plain :  Monsieur 
The?  only  man  that  leads  her. 

Enter  PinaCy  Mariana^  and  attendants, 

Mir.  I}e*s  much  honour'd  ; 
'Would  I  had  such  a  favour !  Now  vex,  ladies^ 
Envy,  and  vex,  and  rail ! 

JRos,  You  are  short  of  us,  sir. 

Mir.  Bless  your  fair  fortutie,  sir ! 

Finac.  I  nobly  thank  you. 

Mir.  Is  she  married,  Iriend  ? 

Pinac.  Na,^no. 

Mir.  A  goodly  lady ; 
A  sweet  and  dejicate  aspect !  Mark,  mark; 

and  wonder ! 
Hast  thou  any  hope  of  her  ? 

Pinac.  A  little, 

Mir.  Follow  close  then ; 
Lose  not  that  hope. 

Pinac.  To  you,  sir. 

[Mariana  courtesfci  to  him* 

Mir.  Gentle  lady  ! 

Ros.  She's  fair,  nidecd. 

LiL  I've  seen  a  fairer ;  yet 
She's  well. 

Ros.  lier  cloaths  sit  handsome  too. 

LiL  She  dresses  prettily. 

Ro9.  And,  hy  my  faith,  she's  rich ;  she 
looks  still  sweeter. 
A  well-bred  woman,  I  warrant  her, 

LU.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 
May  I  crave  this  gentlewoman's  name? 

Pinac,  Mariana,  lady. 


-ttrange  conventions 


Into  Iknov^  not  tohatj  \'c  j  Mr.  Theobald  too  here  has  affixed  his  query  in  the  margih; 
I  make  no  doubt  but  our  Authors  have  suilertd  only  at  the  press,  and  that  the  original  rending 


Was, 


Vol.  IL 


-strange  conversions* 
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fAct  t.  Scene  is 


Xi7.  I  ^ill  liot  lajy  I  owe  you  a  quarrel, 
monsieur. 
For  mi^ng  me  your  stale !  A  oobie  gentle- 
man 
Would  have  had  more  courtesy,  at  least  more 

faith, 
Than  to  turn  off  his  mistress  at  first  trial : 
You  know  not  what  respect  I  might  have 

shewed  you ; 
I  find  you  have  worth. 

Pinac.  I  cannot  stay  to  answer  you ; 
You  see  my  charge.    J  am  beboldmg  to  you 
For  all  your  merry  tricks  yuu  put  upon  me, 
Your  bobs,  and  base  accounts:  I  came  to 

love  you, 
To  wooe  you,  and  to  serve  you ;  I  am  much 

indebted  to  you 
For  'dancing  me  off  my  legs,  and  then  for 

walking  me, 
For  telling  me  strange  tales  I  never  heard  of, 
More  to  abuse  me ;  for  mistaking  me, 
When  you  both  knew  I  was  a  gentleman, 
And  one  deserv'd  as  rich  a  match  as  you  are ! 
LiL  Be  not  so  bitter,  sir. 
Pinac,  You  see  this  lady  3 
She's  young  enough,  and  fair  enough,  to 

please  me ; 
A  woman  of  a  loving  mind,  a  quiet. 
And  one  that  weighs  the  worth  of  him  that 

loves  her ; 
I  am  content  witli  this,  and  bless  my  fortune : 

Your  curious  wits,  and  beauties . 

IaL  'Faith,  see  me*  once  more. 
Pinac.  I  dare  not  trouble  you. 
JaL  May  I  speak  to  your  lady  ? 
Pinac.  I  pray  ybu   content  yourself:  I 
know  you're  bitter. 
And,  in  your  bitterness,  you  may  abuse  her ; 
Which  if  she  comes  to  know,  (for  she  un- 
derstands you  not,) 
It  may  breed  such  a  quarrel  to  your  kindred, 
And  such  an  indiscretion  fiing  ou  you  too 
(For  she  is  nobly  friended) — -— 
IaL  I  could  eat  her ! 

Pinac.  Rest  as  ye  are,  a  modest  noble 
gentlewoman, 
And  afford  your  honest  neighbours  some  of 
your  prayers. 

[Exeunt  Pin.  Mar*  and  attendants. 
,    Mir,  What  think  you  now  ? 

LiL  Taith,  she's  a  pretty  whiting; 
Sh*  has  got  a  pretty  catch  too  ! 

Mir.  You  are  angry. 
Monstrous  angrv  now,  grievously  angry  ; 
And  the  pretty  heart  does  swell  now  I 
Lit.  No,  in  troth,  sir. 
Mir.  And  it  will  cry  anon,  *  A  pox  upon  it?' 
And  it  will  curse  itself,  and  eat  no  meat,  lady; 
And  it  will  fight  31! 


Zt7.  Indeed,  yoa  artf  mistaken  ;  ^ 

It  will  be  very  merry. 

Rot.  Why,  sir,  do  you  think 
There  are  no  more  men  living,  nor  no  hand- 
somer, [thousand^ 
Than  he,  or  you  ?  By  this  light,  there  be  ten 
Ten  thousand  thousand  I  Comfort  yourself, 

dear  monsieur  I 
Faces,  and  bodies,  wits,  and  all  abiliments** : 
There  are  so  many  we  regard  'era  not. 

Enter  Belleur  and  two  Gentlemen. 
Mir.  That  such  a  noble  lady--«I  could 
burst  now ! 
So  far  above  such  trifles  / 

IkL  You  did  laugh  at  me; 
And  I  know  why  ye  laughed ! 

1  Gent.  I  pray  ye  be  satisfied ! 
If  we  did  laugh,  we  had  some  private  reason^ 
And  not  at  you. 

S  Gent.  Alas,  we  know  you  not,  sir. 
BeL  I'll  make  you  know  me !  Set  your 
faces  soberly ; 
Stand  this  way,  aud  look  sad ;  I'll  be  no  may* 

game! 
Sadder,  demurer  yet ! 

Rat.  What's  the  matter? 
What  ails  this  gentleman? 
BeL  Go  off  now  backward,  that  I  may  be- 
hold ye : 
And  not  a  simper,  on  your  lives ! 

'  [Exeunt  Gentlemen, 
LiL  He's  mad,^  sure. 
BeL  Do  you  observe  me  too  ? 
Mir.  I  may  look  on  you. 
BeL  Why  do  you  grin  ?  I  know  your  mind. 
Mir.  You  do  not. 
You're  strangely  humorous :  Is  there  no  mirth, 

nor  pleasure. 
But  you  must  be  the  object? 

BeL  Mark,  and  observe  me  s  Wbere-evcr 

I  am  nam'd. 

The  very  word  shall  raise  a  general  sadness. 

For  the  disgrace  this  scurvy  woman  did  me. 

This  proud  pert  thing !  Take  heed  you  lau|^ 

not  at  me ; 
Provoke  me  not;  take  heed ! 

lias.  I  would  fain  please  you ; 
Do  any  thing  to  keep  you  quiet. 

BeL  Hear  me : 
Till  I  receive  a  satisfaction 
Fx^ual  to  the  disgrace  and  scorn  you  gave  me. 
You  are  a  wretched  woman ;  till  thou  woo^st 

me. 
And  I  scorn  thee  as  much,  as  seriously 
Jeer  and  abuse  thee ;  ask,  what  Gill  thou  art, 
Or  any  baser  name ;  I  will  proclaim  thee, 
I  will  so  sing  thy  virtue,  so  be-paint  thee— - 
Roi,  Nay,  good  sir,  be  more  niodest. 


»»  And  it  mill  fight.]  Mr.  Sympson  for  Jjght  substitutes  iigh,  because  the  word  merry 
occurs  in  Liliia's  answer ;  and  tlius  '  the  sentence,'  says  he, '  is  set  sound  by  restoring  of  tho 
mntitkftit/    We  have  not  adopted  his  variation,,  because  the  text  is  sense,  and  spirited. 

3"  Jbiliments.]  Probably  we  should  read^  habilbnents;  unlets  abilunents  formerly  signified 
opacity,  QT  uccomiflmhm€nt$. 


Act  S.  Scene  1.] 
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Bel,  Do  you  laugh  again  ? — 
Because  you  are  a  woman,  you  are  lawless^ 
And  out  of  cuuipa«s  of  an  honest  anger. 
Ros.  Good  sir,  liave  a  better  belief  of  me. 
JM.  Away,  dear  sister,       [Exeunt  ladies. 
Mir.  Is  nut  this  better  now,  this  seeming 
madness. 
Than  falling  out  with  your  friends? 
BeL  Have  I  not  frijihted  her? 
Mir,  Into  her  right  wits,  I  warrant  thee : 
Follow  this  humour. 
And  thou  shalt  see  how  prosperously  'twill 
puide  thee. 
BeL  Vm  glad  IVe  found  a  way  to  wooe 
yet ;  I  wa«  afraid  once 
I  never  should  have  made  a  civil  suitor. 
Well,  I'll  about  it  still.  [Exit. 

Mir,  Do,  do,  aud  prosper. 
"What  sport  do  I  make  with  these  fools ;  what 

pleasure  feeds  mt', 
And  fats  my  siaes  at  their  poor  innocence ! 

Enter  Lugier. 
Wooing  and  wiving !  hang  it !  giye  me  mirth. 
Witty  and  dainty  mirth !  1  shall  grow  in  love, 

sure, 
With  mine  own  happy  bead.    Who's  thjs.^ 

To  me,  sir? 
What  youth  is  this? 

Lug.  Yes,  sir,  k  would  speak  with  you, 
If  your  name  be  monsieur  Mirabell. 

Mir,  You  have  hit  it : 
Your  business,  I  beseech  you  ? 

Lyg.  This  it  is,  sir ; 
There  is  a  gentlewoman  hath  long  time  af- 
fected you. 
And  lov'd  you  dearly. 

Mir,  Turn  over,  and  end  that  story; 
Tis  long  enough :  I  have  no  faitli  iu  women, 
sir. 
Lug.  It  seems  so,  sir :  I  do  not  come  to 
wooe  for  her, 
Or  sing  her  praises,  tho'  she  well  deserve  'em  ; 
I  come  to  tell  you,  you've  been  cruel  to  her, 
Unkind  and  cruel,  false  of  faith,  aud  careless; 
Taking  more  pleasure  in  abusing  her. 
Wresting  her  honour  to  your  wild  disposes, 
Than  noble  iu  requiting  her  affection  : 
Which,  as  you  are  a  man,  I  must  desire  you 
fA  geutleman  of  rank)  not  to  persist  in, 
^o  more  (o  {oad  her  fair  name  with  your  in- 
juries. 
Mir.  Why,  I  beseech  you,  sir  ? 
Lug.  Good  sir,  I'll  tell  you, 
And  I'll  be  short  \  I'll  tell  you,  *cquse  I  love 
you ;  [follow. 

Because  I'd  have  you  shun  the  shame  may 
There  is  a  nobleman,  new  come  to  town, 'sir, 
A  noble  and  a  great  man,  that  affects  her, 
(A  countryman  of  mine,  a  brave  Savoy  an. 
Nephew  to  th'  duke;  aud  so  much  honours 
her,  [way. 

That  'twill  be  dangerous  to  pursue  vour  old 
To  touch  at  any  tiimg  concerns  her  honour, 
^lieve,  most  dangerous :  lier  uame  isOriapa, 


Take 


And  this  great  man  will  marry  her. 

heed,  sir; 

For  howsoe'er  her  brother,  a  staid  gentleman, 
Lets  things  pass  upon  better  hopes,  this  lord, 

sir. 
Is  of  that  fiery  and  that  poignant  mettle, 
(Especially  provok'd  on  by  affection) 
That  'twill  be  hard— But  you  are  wise. 
Mir,  A  lord,  sir  ? 
Lug.  Yes,  and  a  noble  lord. 
Mir.  'Send  her  good  fortune ! 
This  will  not  stir  k^r  lord  ? — A  baroness? 
^ay  you  so,  say  you  so?  By'r  lady,  a  bravo 

title ! 
Top,  and  top-gallant  now  !  'Save  her  great 

ladysliip !  [sir, 

I  was  a  poor  servant  of  hers,  I  must  confess, 
And  in  those  days  1  thought  I  might  hejovy, 
Aud  make  a  little  bold  to  call  in  to  her; 
But,  basta  /  now,  I  know  my  rules  and  di^ 

stance : 
Yet,  if  she  want  an  usher,  such  an  implement. 
One  that  is  throughly  pac'd,  a  clean-made 

gentleman. 
Can  hold  a  hanging  up  with  approbation, 
Plant  his  bat  formally,  and  wait  witb'patieuce, 
I  do  beseech  you,  sir — — 

Lug.  Sir,  leave  your  scoffing. 
And,  as  you  are  a  gentleman,  deal  fairly: 
I  have  given  you  a  friend's  counsel ;  so  I'll 

leaye  you.  [possible 

Mir,  But,   hark  ye,  hark  ye,  sir !    Is't 
I  may  believe  what  you  say  ? 
Lug.  You  may  choose,  sir. 
Mir.  No  baits  ?  uo ,  iish-hooks,  sir  Mo  gins  ? 

no  nooses  ?  \ 

No  pitfalls  to  catch  puppies  ? 

Lug,  I  tell  you  certain :  | 

You  may  believe ;  if  not,  sti^id  to  the  danger  \ 

[Exil. 
Mir,  A  lord  of  Savoy,  si^ya  he  ?  (he  duke's 

nephew  ?  '  [riage ! 

A  mau  so  mighty?  By'r  lady,  a  fair  mar* 
By  my  faith,  a  handsQme  fortune !  I  must 

leave  prating ; 
For,  ^)  confess  the  truth,  I  have  abus*d  her. 
Fur  which  I  should  be  sorry,  but  that  will 

soem  scurvy. 
I  must  confess  she  was,  ever  since  I  knew 

her. 
As  modest  as  she  was  fair;  I  am  sure  she 

lov'd  me ; 
Her  means  good,  and  her  breeding  excellent; 
And  for  my  sake  she  hasrefus'd  fair  matches : 
I  may  play  the  fool  linely. — Stay !  who  are 

these  r 

Enter  De  Gardy  Oriana,  and  attendants. 
Tis  she,  I  am  sure ;  aud  that  the  lord,  it 

should  seem : 
He  carries  a  fair  port,  is  a  handsome  man  too« 
1  do  begin  to  feel  1  am  a  coxcomb. 

Ori.  Good  my  lord,  chuse  a  nobler ;  for 
I  know 
I  am  so  far  below  your  rank  and  honour. 
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[Act.  3.  Scene  !• 


That  what  you  can  say  this  way,  I  must  credit 
But  spoken  to  beget  yourself  sport.   Alas,  sir, 
I  am  so  far  off  from  deserving  you, 
My  beautjsso  unfit  for  your  affection, 
That  I  am  grown  the  scorn  of  common  railers, 
Of  such  injurious  things^  that,  when   they 

cannot 
Reach  at  my  person,  lie  with  my  reputation. 
I*m  poor,  besides. 

De  Ga.  You  are  all  wealth  and  goodness; 
And  none  but  such  as  arc  the  scum  of  men, 
The  ulcers  of  an  honest  state,  spite-weavers, 
llmt  live  on  poison  only,  like  swoln  spiders. 
Dare  once  profane  such  excellence,  such 
sweetness. 

Mir,  This  man  speaks  loud  indeed. 

X)e  Ga.  Name  but  the  men,  lady; 
Let  roe  but  know  these  poor  and  base  de- 
pravers. 
Lay  but  to  my  revenge  their  persons  open. 
And  you  shall  see  how  suddenly,  how  fully, 
Por  your  most  beauteous  sake,  how  direfuUy, 
I'll  handle  their  despites.     Is  this  thing  one  ? 
Be  what  he  will 

Mir.  Sir ! 

JDe  Ga.  Dare   your    malicious    tongue, 
sir 

Mir,  I  know  you  not,  nor  what  you  mean. 

Ori.  Good  my  lord  ! 

De  Ga.  If  he,  or  any  he— 

Ori,  I  beseech  your  honour ! 
This  gentleman's  a  stranger  to  my  knowledge ; 
And,  no  doobt,  sir,  a  worthy  man. 

De  Ga,  Your  mercy ! 
But,  had  he  been  a  tainter  of  your  honour, 
A  blaster  oftbo.se  beauties  reign  within  you — 
But  we  shall  find  a  fitter  time.     Dear  lady. 
As  soon  as  I  have  freed  you  from  your  guar- 
dian, 
And  done  some  honoured  offices  unto  you, 
ni  take  you,  with  those  faults  the  world  flings 

on  you, 
And  dearer  than  the  whole  world  1*11  esteem 
you !  \ Exeunt, 

Mir,  This  is  a  thundriug  lord;  I*m  i>lad  I 

'scapM  him.  [lainy  ! 

How  loynii^ly  the  wench  disclaim'd  my  vil- 

I  am  vex '4  now  heartily  that  he  shall  have 

her; 
Not  that  I  rare  to  marry,  or  to  lose  her. 
But  that  thi.s  bilbo-lord  shall  reap  that  mai- 
denhead flior! 
That  was  my  due ;  that  he  shall  rig  and  top 
I'd  give  a  thousand  crowns  now^  he  migtit 
miss  her. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv,  Nay,  if  I  bear  your  blows,  and  keep 
your  counsel, 


You  have  good  luck^  sir:  I'll  teach  yon  to 
strike  lighter.  . 
Mir.  Come  hither,  honest  fellow :  Canst 
'    thou  tell  me 
Where  this  great  lord  lies?  this  Savoy  lord  ? 

Thou  met'st  him ; 
He  now  went  by  thee,  certain. 

Serv,  Yes,  he  did,  sir; 
I  Vnow  him,  and  I  know  you're  fool'd. 

Mir.  Come  hither; 
Here's  all  this,  give  me  truth. 

Serv,  Not  for  your  money,  [beaten, 

(And  yet  that  may  domuch)  but  I  have  been 
And  by  the  worshipful  contrivers  beaten,  aaa 

ill  tell  you. 
This  is  no  lord,  no  Savoy  lord. 

Mir,  Go  forward.  fS'^^'T 

Serv.  This  is  a  trick,  and  put  upon   you 

By  one  Lu^ier:  The  lord  is  monsieur  De 

Gard,  sir, 
An  honest  gentleman,  and  a  neighbour  here ; 
Theirendsyou  understand  better  thanl,  sure. 

Mir.  Now  I  know  him; 
Know  him  now  plain ! 

Serv.  I  have  discharg'd  my  choler";  so 

God  be  wi*  you,  sir !  [Erit, 

Mir,  What  a  purblind  puppy  was  I !  Now' 

I  remember  him ; 

All  the  whole  cast  on*sface,  tho'  it  were  um« 

ber'd,  fwhelp. 

And  mask'd  with  patches.     What  a  dunder^' 

To  let  him  domineer  thus  !  How  he  strutted, 

And  what  a  load  of  lord  be  clapt  upon  him  ! 

^Would  I'd  him  here  again !  I  would  so  bonnet^ 

him,  [plot 

I  would  so  thank  his  lordship  for  his  lewd 
Do  they  think  to  carry  it  away,  with  a  great 

band  made  of  bird-pots, 
And  a  pnirof  pin-buttock*d  breeches? — Ha! 

'tis  he 
Again ;  he  comes^  he  comes,  be  comes !  have 
at  him. 

Enter  Dfi  Gard,  Oriana,  ^c 
IMy  Savoy  lord,  [singing.]  why  dost  thoa- 

frown  on  mer 
And  will  that  favour  never  sweeter  be  ? 
Wilt  thou,  I  say, forever  play  the  fool? 
De  Gard,  be  wise,  and,  Savoy,  go  to  school ! 
My  lord  De  Gard,  1  thank  you  for  your  an- 

tick  ;  [tick  ; 

My  lady  hrif;ht,  that  will  be  sometimes  franv 
You  worthy  train  that  wait  upon  this  pair, 
'Send  you  more  wit,  aud  them  a  bouncing 

baire3<! 
And  so  I  take  my  humble  leave  of  your  ho« 

nours.  [Exit^ 

Dc  Ga,  We  are  discover'd,  tliere's  no  rc-i 

medy. 


M  1  hare  discharged  my  colours.]  As  it  appears  that  the  Servant  betrays  the  plot  out  of 
rc-sentmeut  from  having  been  beaten,  Mr.  Sympson  properly  reads,  '  I  have  discharged  my 
choler.* 

34  And  they  a  bouncing  bairc.]  It  is  clear  that  for  the^f  we  should  read  them  ;  but  we  know 
not  what  to  make  of  the  word  baire. 
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f^ilJuvBianca's  man,  upon  my  life, 
o  stubbornness,  because  Lugier  corrected 

him [cal ! 

A  shameless  slave  ^ !  plague  on  him  for  a  ras- 
OrL  I  was  in  a  perfect  hope.    The  bane 
on*t  is  now, 
Jle  will  make  mirth  on  mirth,  to  persecute  us. 


De  Ga.  We  roust  be  patient;  I  am  vex*d 

to  til'  proof  too.  [spoiil.s. 

1*11  try  once  more ;  then  if  I  fail,  here's  one 

Ori.  Let  me  be  lost,  and  scorn*d  first ! 

De  Ga,  Well,  we'll  consider. 

Away,  and  let  me  shift ;   1  sliail  be  hooted 

else.  [Eseunt. 


35  A  shameless  slave's  plague  on  him  for  a  rascal.]  What  a  shameless  slave's  plague  means, 
is  possibly  as  much  unknown  to  the  reader  as  myself.  I  dispute  not  but  the  Poet  gave  the 
|ine  chuS| 

^  A  shameless  slave  /  plague  on  him  for  a  rascal,'        Sj^mpson. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  L 


Enter  Lugier,  Lillia,  and  Servants. 
Lugm  "PAINT  not,  but  do  as  I  direct  ye;. 
^   trust  me.  Hady, 

Believe  me  too,  for  what  I  have  tola  you, 
As  true  as  you  arc  Li  Ilia,  is  authentic  ; 
I  koow  it,  I  have  found  it;  Tis  a  poor  cou* 

raije 
Flies  off  for  one  repulse.    These  travellers 
Shall  find,  before  we  have  done,  a  home-spun 
wit,  ['em. 

A  plain  French  understanding,  may  cope  with 
They've  had  the  better  yet,  thank  your  sweet 

squire  here  ! 
And  let  'em  brag.    You  would  be  reveng'd  ? 
Lit.  Yes,  surely. 
Lug.  And  married  too  ? 
Lil.  I  think  so. 

Lug.  Then  be  counsell'd;  , 

You  know  how  to  proceed.    IVe  other  irons 

ilcating  as  well  as  yours,  and  I  will  strike 
Three  blows  with  one  stone  home.  Be  rul'd, 

and  happy; 
And  so  I  leave  you,  Now's  the  time.  [Exit. 

Lil.  I'm  ready, 
If  he  do  come  to  do  me  *. 

Serv.  Will  you  stand  here, 
And  let  the  people  tliink  you're  God  knows 

what,  mistress  ? 
Jjet  boys  and  'prentices  presume  upon  you  ? 
LiL  'Prithee  liold  thy  peace. 
Serv.  Stand  at  his  door  that  hates  you  } 
LiL  'Prithee  ieave  prating. 
Serv.  Tray  you  go  to  *h'  tavern :  I'll  give 
you  a  pint  of  wine' there. 

9> do  come  to  do  me,}  This  unmeaning  place  I  would  reform  thus, 

'  If  he  do  come  to  dor  me.' 
The  d(*r  and  to  dor  are  common  in  our  Authors'  and  Ben  Jonson's  writings.     Thus  in  Tlio 
Lover's  Progress,  the  second  play  after  this,  act  i.  scene  1,  Malfort  says  to  Leon^ 

<  _  I  would  not 

*  Receive  the  dor '        Sympson, 

Ppssibly  do  is  an  accidental  interpolation  of  the  printer  or  transcriber:  The  measure,  as 
well  as  sense,  is  better  without  it ;  and  Sympson's  alteration  is  hard  and  unplausible.  The 
dor,  as  a  substantive^  is  common ;  but  we  remember  no  instaace  of  its  being  used  as  a  verb, 
j[o  dor. 


If  any  of  the  mad-cap  gentlemen  should  come 

That  take  up  women  upon  special  warrant, 
You  were  in  a  wise  case  now. 

Enter  filirabell,  Pinac,  Mariana^  Priest,  and 
attendants. 
LiL  Give  me  the  garland  : 
And  wait  you  here. 

Mir.  She  is  here  to  seek  thee,  sirrah: 
I  told  thee  what  would  follow ;   she  is  mad 

for  thee ! 
Shew,  and  advance. — So  early  stirring,  Jady  f 
It  shews  a  busy  mind,  a  fancy  troubled. 
A  willow  garland  too?  Is't  possible? 
Tis  pity  so  much  beauty  should  lie  musty  ; 
But  'tis  not  to  be  help'cf  now. 
Lil.  The  more*s  my- misery. 
Good  fortune  to  you,  lady,  you  deserve  it; 
To  me,  too-late  repentance,!  have  sought  it. 
I  do  not  envy,  tho'  I  grieve  a  little, 
You  are  mistress  of  that  happiness,  those  joys. 
That  might  have  been,  had  I  been  wise— But 

fortune 

Pinac.  She  understands  you  not ;  'pray  you 
do  not  trouble  her! 
And  do  not  cross  me  like  a  hare  thus;  'tis  as 
omino'i?. 
LiL  I  come  not  to  upbraid  your  levity, 
(Tho'  you  made  show  of  love,  and  tho'  I  iik'd 
you)  .  [gcrs; 

To  claim  an  interest,  Cwe  are  yet  both  stran- 
But  what  W6  migh(  have  been,  had  you  per- 

scvcr'd,  sir !) 
To  be  an  eve-sore  to  your  loving;  lady : 
This  garland  shews,  1  give  myself  forsaken. 
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(Yet  she  must  pardon  roe,  'tis  most  unwil- 
lingly !) 
And  all  the  power  and  interest  I  had  in  you 
^As,  I  persuade  myself,  somewhat  you  lov'd 
Thus  patiently  I  render  up,  I  offer        [me !) 
To  her  that  must  enjoy  you,  and  so  blessyou  1 
Ouly,  I  heartily  desire  this  courtesy, 
And  would  not  he  denied,  to  wait  upon  you 
This  day,  to  see  you  tied,  then  no  more  trou- 
ble you. 
Pinac,  It  needs  not,  lady. 
LiL  Good  sir,  grant  me  so  much. 
Finac,  'Tis  private,  and  we  make  no  in- 
vitation, [public. 
IaI,  My  presence,  sir,  shall  not  proclaim  it 
pinac.  May-be,  'tis  not  in  town, 
XiV.  I  Iiave  a  coach,  sir, 
And  a  most  ready  will  to  do  you  service. 
Mir.  Strike,  now  ur  never  I  make  it  sure  ! 
I  tell  thee, 
8hc*ll  hang  herself,  if  she  have  thee  not. 

Pinac.  Tray  you,  sir,  [two 

Entertain  my  noble  mistress:  Only  a  word  or 
With  this  importunate  woman,  and  I'll  re- 
lieve you—  [fancies. 
Now  you  see  what  your  flings  are,  and  your 
Your  states,  and  your  wild  stubbornness; 
now  you  find  [vices, 
>Vbat  'tis  to  gird  and  kick  at  men's  fair  ser- 
To  raise  your  pride  to  such  a  pitch  and  glory. 
That  goodness  shews  like  gnats,  scorn'd  un- 
der you, 
Tis  ugly,  naught;  a  self-will  in  a  woman, 
Chain'd  to  an  over-weening  thought,  is  pes- 
tilent, 
Murders  fair  Fortune  first,  then  fair  Opinion : 
There  stands  a  pattern,  a  true  patient  pattern^ 
Humble,  and  sweet. 

LiL  I  can  but  grieve  my  ignorance, 
flepentance,  some  say  too,  is  the  best  sacri- 
fice ; 
For  fure,  sir,  if  my  chance  had  been  so  happy 
(Asl  confess  I  was  mine  own  destroyer)  I  by. 
As  to  have  arriv'd  at  you,  ( 1  will  not  proplie- 
But  certain,  as  I  tbinL;  I  sliould  have  pleas'd 
you;  [tcsy, 

Have  made  you  as  much  wonder  at  my  cour- 
My  love,  and  duty,  as  I  have  disheartenM  you. 
Some  hours  we  hav«  of  youth ,^  and  some  of 

folly; 
And  being  free-lorn  maids,  we  take  a  liberty, 
And,  to  maintain  tliat,  bouictimes  we  strain 
highly. 
Pinac,  Now  you  talk  reason. 
LiL  But  being  yoak'd  and  governed,  [uSj^ 
Married,  and  those  slight  vanities  purg'd  from 
How  fair  we  grow!    how  gentle,  and  how 
tpnder,  [us! 

We  twine  about  those  loves  that  shoot  up  with 
A  sullen  woman  fear,  that  talks  not  to  you ; 


She  has  a  sad  and  darkened  soul,  loves  dull  j ; 
A  merry  and  a  free  wench,  give  her  liberty. 
Believe  ber,  in  the  lightest  form  she  appear* 

to  you. 
Believe  her  excellent,  tho'  she  despise  yoo  ; 
Ltt  but  these  fits  and  flashes  pass,  she'll  shew 

to  you  [nish'd : 

As  jewc:ls  riibb'd  from  dust,  or  gold  new  bur- 
Sue  ii  had  I  been,  had  you  believ'd ! 

Pinac.  Is't  possible?  [y<>U» 

fjil.  And  Co  your  happiness  I  dare  assure 

If  true  love  be  accounted  so.  Your  pleasurcp 

Your  will,  and  your  command,  had  lied  my 

motions: 
But  that  hope*3  gone.  I  know  you  are  youn{( 

nnd  giddy,  [you. 

And,  'till  you  have  a  wife  can  govern  with 
You  sail  upon  t|it$  world's  sea'^,  light  an^ 

empty;  [neither 

Your  bark  i)i  danger  i|aily.  Tis  pottlie  name 
Of  wife  cjui  steer  you,  but  the  noble  nature. 
The  diligence,'  the  care,  the  love,  the  ptitience; 
Slie  makes  the  pilot,  and  preser\'es  the  hus- 
band, [on. 
That  knows  and  reckons  every  rib  he's  built 
But  this  I  tell  you,  to  my  sbatnc^ 

Pinac.  I  adniire  you ; 
And  now  am  sorry  that  I  ahn  beyond  you. 
Alir.  So,  so,  so !  fair  and  softly !  She  h 

thine  own,b<>y; 
She  comes  now  without  lure. 

Pinac.  But  that  it  must  needs 
Be  reckou'd  to  me  as  a  wantonness. 
Or  worse,  a  madness,  to  forsake  a  blessing, 
A  blessing  of  that  hope 
JUL  I  dare  not  urge  you : 

And  yet,  dear  sir 

Pinac.  Tis  most  certain,  I  had  rather. 
If  'twere  in  ray  own  choice—- for  you're  my 

countiy-womau,  [ger, 

A  neighbour,  here  born  by  me;  she  a  stran- 

And  who  knows  how  her  friends 

LiL  Do  as  you  please,  sir; 
If  you  be  fast,  not  all  the  world — ^I  loveyou^ 
It  is  most  true,  and  clear,  I  would  persuade 
And  I  shall  love  you  still.  [you  ; 

Pinac.  Go,  get  before  me  i  [seutly  ; 

So  much  you  have  won  upon  me— do  it  prer 
Here's  a  priest  ready — I'll  have  you. 

Li7.  Mot  now,  sir;  [l«dy  ; 

No,  you  shall  pardon  me ! — Advance  your 

I  dare  not  hinder  you  most  h\gh  preferment  : 

Tis  honour  enough  for  me  I  have  unmask'd 

Pinac.  How's  that.*  [you- 

LiL  I've  caught  you,  sir !  Alas^  I  am  no 

states-woman. 
Nor  no  great  traveller,  yet  I  have  found  you  : 
I've  found  you:--  lady  too,  your  beauteous  lady^ 
I've  found  her  birtb  and  breeduig  too,  her 

discipline. 


37  You  sail  upon  this  wold-5«a.]  The  reader,  I  dare  say,  will  be  pleased  to  see  this  dark 
place  so  well  cleared  up.  The  text,  with  only  the  trifling  addition  of  a  letter,  is  from  tlif 
copy  of  1^62^  which  represents  the  line  thus  ; 

'  <  Yqu  sail  upon  this  worldr^^  light  and  em|>ty/        Sympioh* 
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Who  brought  her  over,  and  who  kept  your 

.^^Jf  fnery 

And,  when  he  laid  her  by,  what  virtuous  nun- 

Receir'd  her  in;  Fve  found  allthebe!  Are 

you  blank  now  ? 
Methinks,  such  travell'd  wisdoms  should  not 
fool  thus; 

Soch  excellent  indiscretions «■ 

Mir,  How  could  she  know  this? 

IaL  'Tis  true,  she's  English  born,  but  most 

part  French  now,  [fort. 

And  so  I  hope  you*ll  find  her,  to  your  com- 

Alas,  I  am  ignorant  of  what  she  cost  you  ! 

The  price  of  these  hir'd  clothes  I  do  not  know, 

gentlemen  ] 
Those  jewels  are  the  broker's,  how  you  stand 
bound  for  'em ! 
Finac,^  Will  you  make  this  good? 
IdL  Vc9,  yes;  and  to  her  face,  sir. 
That  she*s  an  English  whore  !  a  kind  of  fling- 
dust,  [one ! 

One  of  your  London  light  o'  loves,  a  right 
Cameover  in  thin  pumps,  and  half  a  petticoat, 
One  faith  s',  and  one  smock,  with  a  broken 

haberdasher : 
I  know  all  this  without  tt  conjurer. 
Her  name  is  Jumping-Juan,  an  ancient  sin- 
weaver;  [slipp'd, 

She  was  first  a  lady's  chambermaid,  there 
And  broke  her  leg  above  the  knee;  departed. 
And  set  up  shop  herself;  stood  the  fierce 
conflicts  [lours. 

Of  many  a  furious  term ;  there  lost  her  co- 
And  last  shipp'd  o\'er  hither. 

Mir.  WeVe  betray  *d  !  [mystery  ? 

Lil.  Do  you  come  to  fright  me  with  this 
To  stir  me  with  a  stink  none  can  endure,  sir? 
1  pray  you  proceed;  the  wedding  will  become 
you !  [ther ! 

Who  gives  the  lady?  you?  An  excellent  fa- 
A  careful  man,  and  one  that  knowsi  a  beauty ! 
Send  you  fair  shipping,  sir !  and  so  Til  leave 

Be  wise  and  manly,  then  I  may  chance  to 
love  you !  [Exit, 

Mir.    As  I  live,  Fin  asham'd  this  wench 
has  reach'd  me, 
Monstrous  asham'd !  but  there's  no  remedy. 
This  skew'd-ey'd  carrion 

Pinac.  This  1  suspected  ever.  [of  you; 
Come,  come,  uncase ;  we  have  no  more  use 
Your  cioaths  must  back  again. 

Mariana.  Sir,  you  shall  pardon  me ; 
Tis  not  our  English  use  to  be  degraded. 
If  you  will  visit  me,  end  take  your  venture, 
You  shall  have  pleasure  for  your  properties: 
And  so,  sweetheart \Exit. 

Mir.  Let  her  go,  and  the  devil  go  with  her ! 

We  have  never  better  luck  with  these  prelu- 

diums.  [woman, 

Come,   be  not  daunted;  think  she's  but  a 

And,  let  her  have  the  devil's  wit,  we'll  reach 

ber !  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  it 
Enter  Rosalura  and  Lugier, 

Ba$.   You  have  now  redeem'd  my  gooci 
opinion,  tutor. 
And  you  stand  fair  again. 

Lug.  I  can  but  la)K>ur, 
And  sweat  in  your  aflPairs.  I  am  sureBelleui 
\V  ill  be  here  instantly,  and  use  his  anger. 
His  wonted  harshness. 

Rot.  I  hope  he  will  not  beat  me. 

Lug.  No,  sure,  he  has  more  manners.  B% 
you  ready?  [him, 

/U)*.  Yes,  yes,  I  am;  and  am  resolv'd  to  6t 
With  patience  to  out-nlo  all  he  can  offer. 
But  how  does  Oriana  ? 

Lug. '  Worse,  and  worse  still ; 
There  is  a  sad  house  for  her;  she  is  now* 
Poor  ladv,  utterly  distracted. 

Ro$.  Pity ! 
Iiifinite  pity !  Tis  a  handsome  lady,      [stef. 
That  Mirabell'sa  beast,  worse  than  a  mou* 
If  this  alBiction  work  not. 

Enter  Lillia^Biancat 

J  At.  Are  you  ready  ? 
Belleur  is  coming  on,  here,  hard  behind  mej 
I  have  no  leisure  to  relate  my  fortune; 
Only  I  wish  you  may  come  off  as  handsomely. 
Upon  the  sign,  you  know  what.  \Eiit* 

Ros.  Weil,weU;  leave  me! 

Enter  Belleur. 

Bel.  How  now  ? 

Rifs.  YouVe  welcome,  sir. 

Bel.  Tis  well  ye  have  manners ! 
That  court'sy  again,  and  hold  your  counte* 

nance  staidly ! 
That  look's  too  light;  take  heed!  so,  sityt 

down  now ; 
And,  to  confirm  me  that  your  gall  is  gone, 
Your  bitterness  dispersed,  (for  so  I'll  have  it) 
Look  on  me  steadfastly,  and  whatsoe'er  I  say 
,,     to  you,  ^  [then! 

Move  not,  nor  alter  in  your  face ;  youVe  gon« 
For  if  you  do  express  the  least  distaste. 
Or  shew  an  angry  wrinkle, (mark  me,  woman! 
We  are  now  alone)  I  will  so  conjure  thee. 
The  third  part  of  my  execution 
Cannot  be  spoke. 

Ras.  I  am  at  your  dispose,  sir. 

BeL  Now  rise,  and  wooe  me  a  little;  let 
me  hear  that  faculty :  fyou  I 

But  touch  me  not;  nor  do  not  lie,  I  charge 
Begin  now. 

Ros.  If  so  mean  and  poor  a  beauty 
Mav  ever  hope  the  grace 

6el.  You  cog,  you  flatter! 
Like  a  lewd  thing,  you  lie!  '  May  hope  that 

grace?' 
Why,  what  grace  canst  thou  hope  for?   An* 
swernot;  [thee! 

tor  if  thou  dost,  and  liest  again,  I'll  twing« 


*  One  faith,  and  one  smock.}  The  word/ai/A  seems  a  corruptioo  here. 


soo 
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Do  not  I  know  thee  for  a  pestilent  woman? 
A  proud  at  both  ends?  Be  not  angry, 
Nor  stir  not,  o'  your  life ! 
BjOS,  I  am  counseird,  sir. 
Bel,  Art  thou  not  tiow  (confess,  for  I'll 
hjive  the  truth  out) 
As  much  unworthy  of  a  man  of  merit. 
Or  any  of  ye  all,  nay,  of  mere  man, 
Tho*  he  were  crooked,  cold,  all  wants  upon 
him,  [figure, 

Nay,  of  any  dishonest  thing  that  bears  that 
As  devils  are  of  mercy? 
Ros,  We  are  unworthy. 
Bel,  Stick  trj  that  truth,  and  it  may  chance 
to  save  thee. 
And  is  it  not  our  bounty  that  we  take  ye? 
That  we  are  troubled,  vex'd,  or  tortured  with 
Our  mere  and  special  bounty  ?  [ye, 

Ros.  Yes. 

BeL  Our  pity,  [l.V  ; 

That  for  your  wickedness  we  swinireyo  sound- 
Your  stubbornness,  and  your  stout  hearts, 

we  belabour  ye  ? 
Answer  to  that ! 

Ros.  I  do  confess  your  pity. 
BeL  And  dost  not  tliou  deserve  in  thine 
own  person, 
Thou  impudent,  thou  pert— Do  not  change 

countenance ! 
*  Ros.  1  dare  not,  sir. 

BcL  For  if  you  do 

Ros.  rra..8ettlcd. 

BeL  Thou  wagtail,  peacock,  puppy,  look 
on  me ; 
I  am  a  gentleman. 

Ros.  It  seems  no  less,  sir. 
BeL  And  darest  thou  in  thy  surquedry— 
Ros.  I  beseech  you  ! 
It  was  ray  weaki^ess,  sir,  I  did  not  view  you, 
I  took  not  notice  of  your  noble  parts, 
Nor  caird  your  personam,  nor  your  proper 
fashion.  ^ 

BeL  This  is  some  amends  yet. 
Ros.  I  shall  mend,  sir,  daily. 
And  study  to  deservd. 

BeL  Come  a  little  nearer ! 
Canst  thou  repent  thy  villainy? 
Ros.  Most  seriously. 
BeL  And  be  asham'd  ? 
Ros.  I  am  ashamed. 
BeL  Cry ! 

Ros.  It  will  be  hard  to  do,  sir. 
BeL  Cry  now  instantly; 
Cry  monstrously,  that  all  the  town  may  hear 
thee;  ^   [tey; 

Cry  seriously,  as  if  thou  hadst  lost  thy  mon- 

And,  as  1  like  thy  tears 

Ros.  Now  ! 


Enter  Lilliay  and  four  tcomen  laughing, 

BeL  How  !  how  !  do  you  jef  r  me  ? 
Have  you  broke  your  bounds  again,  dame  ? 

Ros.  Yes,  and  laugh  at  you. 
And  laugh  most  heartily. 

BeL  What  are  these?  whirlwinds? 
Is  hell  broke  loose,  and  all  the  furies?  flut- 
Am  I  greasM  once  again  ?  [ter*d  ! 

Ros.  Yes,  indeed  are  you; 
And  once  again  you  shall  be,  if  you  quarrel  f 
Do  you  come  to  vent  your  fury  on  a  virgin? 
Is  this  your  manhood,  sir? 

1  Worn.  Let  him  do  his  best ; 

Let's  see  the  utmost  of  his  indignation  ; 
I  long  to  see  him  angry.    Come ;  proceed, 
sir.  [ber  I 

Hanji  him,  he  dares  not  stir ;  a  man  ot  tim- 

2  Worn.  Come  hither  to  fright  maids  witfi 
thy  bull-faces  ?  [may-pole ! 

To  threaten  ecntlewomen  ?  Thou  a  miui  ?  a 
A  preat  dry  pudding  ! 

3  iVom.  Come,  come,  do  your  worst,  sir; 
Be  angry  if  thou  dnr'st. 

Bel,  The  Lord  deliver  me ! 

4  Worn.  Do  but  look  scurvily  upon  this 
lady,  [taken ; 

Or  give  us  one  foul  word— We  are  all  mis* 
lliis  is  some  mighty  dairy-maid  in  manV 
cloaths. 

LiL  1  am  of  that  mind  too^ 

Bel.  What  will  they  do  to  me? 

LiL  And  hir'd  to  come  and  abuse  us:  A 
man  has  manners; 
A  gentleman,  civility  and  breeding. 
Some  tinker's  trull,  with  a  beard  glew'd  on. 

1  Worn.  Let's  search  him. 
And  itb  we  find  him 

BeL  Let  me  but  depart  from  ye, 
Sweet  Christian  worrfen ! 

LiL  Hear  the  thing  speak,  neighbours. 

Bel.  ' Tis  but  a  small  Tcquest :  If  e*er  I 
trouble  ye. 
If  e'er  I  talk  again  of  beating  women, 
Or  beating  any  thing  that  can  but  tu  rn  to  me  } 
Of  ever  thinking  of  a  handsonie  lady 
But  virtuously  and  well,  of  ever  speaking 
But  to  her  honour— This  Til  promise  ye, 
I  will  take  rhubarb,  and  purge  choler  mainly^ 
Abundantly  I'll  purge. 

LiL  lUlscnd  you  broths,  sir.     [patiently^ 

BeL   I  will  be  iaugh'd  at,  and  endure'it 
I  will  do  any  thing  ! 

Ras.  I'll  be  your  bail  then. 
When  you  come  next  to  wooe,  'pray  yea 

come  not  boisterously, 
And  furnish'd  like  a  bear-ward. 

BeL  No,  in  truth,  forsooth. 

Ros.  1  scented  you  long  since. 


»  Nor  call'd  t/our  person,  nor  your  proper  fashion.]  If  the  passas^e  was  designed  to  be  im- 
perfi'ct  by  the  Poet,  it  is  to  no  purpose  to  undertake  the  coriectjon  of  it;  if  not,  proL  ably 
we  should  alter  call'd  into  something  like  skiirj,  i.  c.  had  no  knowledge  o!',  or  did  nol 
know  your  person,  &c.  was  so  proper.         Sampson. 

Call'd  seems  erroneous;  yet  we  do  not  like  skilled. 
sense  of  the  passage. 


Marked  would  come  nearer  to  tlic 
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Bel,  I  was  to  blame  sure ; 
I  will  appear  a  gencleman. 

Rvf.  ,Tis  the  best  for  yoo. 
For  a  true  iioble  gentleman's  a  brave  tiling. 
Upon  that  hope,  we  quit  you.     You  fear  se« 
rioiisly  ? 
Bel.  Yes,  truly  do  I ;  I  confess  I  fear  you, 
And  honour  you,  and  any  thing ! 
Ros.  Farewell  then ! 

Worn,  And  when  you  come  to  wooe  next, 
bring  more  niercy ! 

[ExetiHt  Ro$,  and  Women. 

Enter  two  Gentlemenm 
Bel.  A  dairy-maid!  a  tinker's  trull!  llcav'n 
bless  me ! 
Sure,  if  I  had  provok'd  *em,  they  had  quai> 

ter*d  me. 
I  am  a  most  ridiculous  ass,  now  I  perceive  it; 
A  coward,  and  a  knave  too. 

1  Gent.  'Tis  the  mad  gentleman ; 
Lei's  set  our  faces  right. 

Bel.  >^u,  no;  laugh  at  me, 
And  laugh  aloud. 

2  Gent.  We  are  better  mannered,  sir. 
BeL  I  do  deserve  it;  call  uie  patch,  and 

puppy, 
And  beat  me,  if  you  please. 

1  Gent.  N  o,  indeed ;  we  know  ydu. 
BeL  Death,  do  as  I  would  have  ye ! 

2  Gent.  You  are  an  ass  then, 
A  coxcomb,  and  a  calf ! 

BeL  I  am  a  great  calf. 
Kick  rae  a  little  now :  Why,  when  ?  Sufficient. 
Now  laugh  aloud,  and  scorn  me;  so  God  b'ye! 
And  ever  when  ye  meet  me,  laugh. 

1  Gent.  We  will,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Unier  NantoUty  La  Castre,  De  Gardy  Lugier, 

and  MirabelL 

Mir.  Your  patience,  gentlemen !  Why  do 

ye  bait  me  f 
Nant.  Is't  not  a  shame  you  are  so  stub^ 
born-henrted,  ' 

So  stony  and  so  dull,  to  such  a  lady, 
Of  her  perfections,  and  her  misery  ? 

Lug.  Does  she  not  love  you  ?  Does  not  her 
distraction 
For  your  sake  only,  her  most-pitied  lunacy 
Of  ail  but  you,  shew  ye  ?  Does  it  not  compel 
ye? 
Mir.  Soft  anrf  fair,  gentlemen ;  'pray  ye 

proceed  temperately. 
Lvg.  If  you  have  any  feeling,  any  sense 
in  you, 

The  least  touch  of  a  noble  heart 

La  Ca,  Let  him  alone ; 
It  is  his  glory  that  he  can  kill  beauty. 
You  bear  my  stamp,  but  not  my  tenderness;  j 
Your  wild  unsavoury  courses  set  that  in  you  !  I 

41  Black  mntU.]  This  expression  also  occurs  in  The  Mad  Lover,  vol.  i.  act  iv.    It  »-^m. 
to  mean  some  dirge  or  hwUi  funerals.  •    ^'  "*®™* 

you  II,  «  D 


For  shame,  be  sorry,  tho'  you  cannot  cure  her ; 
Shew  something  of  a  man,  of  a  fair  nature. 

Mir.  You  make  me  mad ! 

De  Ga.  Let  me  pronounce  this  to  you  ; 
You  take  a  strange  felicity  in  slighting 
And  wronging  women,  which  my  poor  sister 
feels  now;  [sir, 

Heav'n's  hand  be  gentle  on  her !    Mark  me, 
That  very  hour  she  dies,  (there's  small  hope 

otherwise) 
That  minute,  you  and  I  must  grapple  for  it; 
Either  your  life  or  mine  ! 

Mir^  Be  not  so  hot,  sir; 
I  am  not  to  be  wrought  on  by  these  policies^ 
In  truth,  I  am  not!  nor  do  I  fear  the  tricks. 
Or  the  high-sounding  threats,  of  a  Savoyan. 
I  glory  not  in  cruelty,  (ye  wrong  me) 
Nor  grow  up  Water'd  with  the  tears  of  women. 
This  let  rae  tell  ye,  howsoe'er  I  ihew  to  ye. 
Wild,  as  ye  please  to  call  it,  or  self-will'd. 
When  I  see  cause  I  can  both  do  and  suffet*^ 
Freely,  and  feelingly,  as  a  true  gentleman. 

Enter  Rosahtra  and  UUia, 
Rm.  Oh,  pity,  pitrjr !  thousand,  thousand 

pities! 
LiL  Alas,  poor  soul!  she'll  die!  she  if 
grown  senseless; 
She  will  not  know,  nor  speak  now, 

Ros.  Die  for  love }  ffint ! 

And  love  of  such  a  youth  ?  Vd  die  for  a  dog 

He  that  kills  me,  TUgive  him  leave  to  eat  mel 

I II  know  men  better,  ere  I  sigh  for  any  of 'cm. 

UL  Ye  have  done  a  worthy  act,  sir,  a  most 

v  *TwT'         M   u  [conqueror! 

le  ve  kill  d  a  maid  the  wrong  way ;  ye're  a 

Ros.  A  conqueror.?  acobler!  Hang  him, 

sowter !  fmorv  I 

Go  hide  thyself,  for  shame !  go  lose  thy  me- 

Live  not  'inongst  men ;  thou  art  a  beast,  a 

A  blatant  beast !  [monster, 

LiL  Jfyou  have  yet  any  honesty. 
Or  ever  heard  of  any,  take  my  counsel; 
Off  with  your  gartCrs,  and  seek  out  a  bough, 
A  handsome  bough  ;   for  1  would  have/ou 

hang  hke  a  gentleman ; 
And  write  some  doleful  matter  to  the  world 
A  wuriinig  to  hard-hearted  men.  ' 

Mir.  Out,  kitlings ! 
What  catterwauling's  here !  what  gibing  » 
D  you  thmk  my  heart  is  sofien'd  wiih  a  black 
bhcw  me  some  reason.  [santis4»? 

Enter  Oriana  on  a  bed. 
Rt)s.  Here  then,  here  is  a  reason. 
Nant.  Now  if  ye  be  a  man,  let  this  sight 

shake  ye !  * 

La  Cn,  Alas,  poor  gentlewoman  I  Do  vou 

know  me,  lady  ?  ^ 

Lug.  How  she  looks  up,  and  stares ' 
Ori.  I  know  you  very  well ;  fsieur. 

You  are  my  godfather;  and  that's  the  mon- 
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J)€  Ga.  And  who  am  1  ? 

Ori,  You  arc  Amadis  de  Gaul,  sir. 
Oh,  oh,  my  heart !  Were  ye  never  in  love, 
sweet  lady  ?  [dens  ? 

Atid  do  you  never  dream  of  flowers  and  par- 
I  dreaiu  of  walking  fires:  Take  heed!   It 
comes  now.  [face,  sure. 

Who's  that.?  'Pray  stand  away.  iSe  seen  that 
How  light  my  head  is! 

Kos,  Take  some  rest. 

Ori,  I  cannot ; 
For  I  must  be  up  tomorrow  to  go  to  church, 
And  I  must  dress  me,  put  my  new  gown  on. 
And  be  as  fine  to  meet  my  love !  Heigh-ho  ! 
Will  not  vou  tell  me  where  my  love  li©8 
buried  ? 

Mir,  He  is  not  dead.  Beshrew  my  heart, 
she  stirs  me ! 

Ori.  He's  dead  to  me. 

Mir.  Is*t  possible  my  nature 
Should  be  so  damnable,  to  let  her  sufler? 
Give  me  your  hand. 

Ori,  How  soft  vou  feel,  how  gentle  t 
ni  tell  you  jour  fortune,  friend. 

Mir,  How  she  stares  on  me  I 

Ori,  You  have  a  flattering  face,  but  'tis  a 
fine  one;  [hearts. 

I  warrailt  you  may  have  a  hundred  sweet- 
Will  ye  pray  for  me?  I  shall  die  tomorrow; 
And  will  ve  ring  the  bells  ? 

Mir,  I  m  most  unworthy, 
I  do  confess,  unhappy.     Do  you  know  me  ? 

Ori.  I  would  I  did ! 

HHr,  Oh,  fair  tears,  how  ye  take  me ! 

Ori,  Do  ye  weep  too  ?  You  have  not  lost 
your  lover? 
You  mock  me;  I'll  go  home  and  pray. 

Mir,  'Pray  you  pardon  me; 
Or,  if  it  please  you  to  consider  justly,    [me, 
Scorn  me,  for  I  deserve  it ;  scorn  and  shame 
Sweet  Oriana ! 

UL  Let  her  alone;  she  trembles:      [her. 
Her  fits  willgrow  more  strong,  jf  ye  provoke 

La  Ca,  Certaiu  she  knows  you  not,  yet 
loves  to  see  you. 
IIow  she  smiles  now  I 

Enter  Belletir. 
Bel,  Where  are  ye  ?  OIj,  why  don't  you 
laugh?  Come,  laugh  at  me ! 
Why  a  devil  art  thou  sad,  and  such  a  subject, 
Such  a  ridiculous  subject  as  I  am 
Before  thy  face  ? 

Mir.  'Prithee  put  off  this  lightness; 
This  is  no  time  for  mirth,  nor  place;  Tve  us'd 

too  much  on't : 
I  have  undone  myself,  and  a  sweet  ladj. 
By  being  too  indulgent  to  my  foolery. 
Which  truly  I  repent.    Look  here!' 
^/.  What  ails  she? 
Mir,  Alas,  she's  mad. 
Bel,  Mad? 

Mir.  Yes,  too  sure ;  for  me  too. 
Bel,  Dost  thou  wonder  at  that?  fiy  this 
good  light,  they're  all  so ; 


They're  coz'ning  mad,  they're  brawling  mad, 

they're  proud  mad ; 

They're  ail,  all  mad.    I  came  from  a  world 

of  mad  women,  [deal  with  'em. 

Mad  as  March  hares:  Get  'em  in  chains,  then 

Tliere's  one  that's  mad;  she  seems  well,  bat 

she  is  do^-mad. 
Is  she  dead,  dost  think  ? 

Mir,  Dead  ?  Heav'n  forbid  ! 

Bel.  Heav'n  further  it ! 
For,  till  they  be  key-cold  dead,  there's  no 
trusting  of  'cm.  [it, 

Whate'er  they  seem,  or  howsoe'er  they  carry 
Till  they  be  chap^fairn,  and  their  ton&ues 
at  peace,  ['em. 

Naird  in  their  coffins  sure,  I'll  ne'er  believa 
Shall  I  talk  with  her? 

Mir,  No,  dear  friend,  be  quiet. 
And  be  at  peace  a  while. 

Bel.  I'll  walk  aside, 
And  come  again  anon.  But  take  heed  to  her: 
You  say  she  is  a  woman  ? 

Mir,  Yes. 

Bel.  Take  great  heed ; 
For  if  she  do  not  cozen  thee,  then  hang  me^ 
Let  her  be  mad,  or  what  she  will,  she'll  cheat 
thee!  [Rrit, 

Mir.  Away,  wild  fool !  How  vile  this  shews 
in  him  now ! 
Now  take  my  faith,  (before  ye  all  I  speak  it) 
And  with  it  my  repentant  love. 

I^  Ca,  This  seems  well. 

ilfir.  Were  but  this  lady  clear  again,  whose 
sorrows  [feet. 

My  v^ry  heart  melts  for,  were  she  but  per- 
(For  thus  to  marry  her  would  be  two  miseries) 
Before  the  richest  aud  the  6oblest  beauty, 
France,  or  the  world  could  shew  me,  I  would 
take  her:  '  [her. 

As  she  now  i«,  ray  tears  and  prayers  shall  wed 

De  Ga.  This  makes  some  small  amends. 

Ro8,  She  beckons  to  you : 
To  us  too,  to  go  off. 

Nant,  Let's  draw  aside  all. 

[Exeunt  umnes  prater  Oriana  and  MirahelL 

Ori,  Oh,  my  best  friend  !  I  would  faiu 

Mir,  What  ?  she  speaks  well, 
And  with  another  voice. 

Ori.  But  I  am  fearful, 
And  shame  a  little  stops  my  tongue 

Mir.  Speak  boldly* 

Ori.  Tell  you,  I'm  well,  I'm  perfect  well  i 
('pray  you  mock  not)  ' 
And  that  I  did  this  to  provoke  your  nature; 
Out  of  my  infinite  ana  restless  love. 
To  win  your  pity.    Pardon  me  ! 

Mir.  Go  forward : 
Who  set  you  on? 

Ori,  None,  as  I  live,  no  creature ; 
Not  any  knew,  or  ever  dream'd  what  I  meant. 
Will  you  be  mine? 

Altr.  'Tis  true,  I  pity  you  ; 
But  when  I  marry  you,  jou  must  be  wiser* 
Nothing  but  tricks?  devices? 

Orin  Will  you  shame  me  ? 


Act  5.  Scene  S.] 


THE  \VTLD-GOOSE  CHASE. 


SOS 


Mir,  Yes,   marry,  will  I. — Come  near, 

come  near !  a  miracle  !  [marriage, 

The  woman's  well;  she  was  only  mad  tor 

Stark  inad  to  be  ston*d  to  death ;  give  her  good 

counsel.  [damsel? 

Will  this  world  never  mend  ?  Are  you  caught, 

£«/er  Belleur,  La  Cattre,  Lvgier,  Naniolet, 
l)e  Card,  Rosaluroy  and  Liliia, 
hcL  How  ijoes  it  now  ? 
Mir,  Thcu  art  a  kind  of  prophet ; 
The  woman*s  well  again,  and  would  hare 
guild  me;  [her. 

Well,  excellent  well,  and  not  a  taint  upon 
BeL  Did  not  I  tell  you  ?  Let  'em  be. what 
can  be, 
Saints,  devils,  any  thins,  they  will  abuse  us. 
Thou  wert  an  ass  to  believe  her  so  loner,  a 
coxcomb;  [lions. 

Give  *em  a  minute,  they'll  abuse  whole  mil- 
Mir,  And  am  not  I  a  rare  physician,  gen- 
That  can  cure  desperate  mad  minds  ?  [tiemen, 
De  Gti.  be  not  insolent. 
Mir.  Weil,  go  thy  ways:  From  this  hour 
I  disclaim  tliee,  [love  thee. 

Unless  thou  hast  a  trick  above  diis;  then  Til 


You  owe  me  for  your  cure.  Tray  have  a  carq 

of  her, 
For  fear  she  fall  into  relapse.  Come,  Belleur ; 
We'll  set  up  bills  to  cure  diseased  virgins. 

BeL  Shall  we  be  merry  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

BeL  But  VW  no  more  projects: 
If  we  could  make  'eui  mad,  it  were  some 
mastery  1  [Exeuat. 

IaL  I'm  glad  she's  well  again. 

Bos,  So  am  I,  certain, 
Oe  iit)t  nshani'd. 

Ori.  I  shall  never  sec  a  man  more. 

De  Ga,  Come,  you're  a  fool !  had  you  but 
told  me  this  trick, 
He  should  not  have  gloried  thus. 

Lug.  He  shall  not  long  neither. 

La  Ca,  Be  rul'd,  and  be  at  peace :  You 
have  my  consent. 
And  what  power  I  can  work  with. 

Nant,  Come,  leave  blushing  ; 
We  are  your  friends :  An  honest  way  con^-*' 
pell'd  you.  [pensVV 

Heav'n  will  not  see  so  true  a  love  unrecon  - 
Come  in,  and  slight  him  too. 

Lug,  The  next  shall  hit  him.       [Rreunt^ 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 
Enfer  De  Gard  andLugier^ 
De  Gj.'T^WILL  he  discovered. 

"■■    Lug,  That's  the  worst  can  hap- 
pen :  [him, 
If  there  be  any  way  to  reach,  and  work  upon 
Upon  his  nature  suddenly,  and  catch  him — 

That  he  loves, 
Tho'  he  dissemble  it  and  would  shew  contrary, 
And  will  at  length  relent,  1*11  lay  my  fortune ; 
Nay,  more,  my  life. 
t)e  Ga,  Is  she  won  ? 
Lvg,  Yes,  and  ready,  , 

And  my  designments  set. 

De  Ga.  They're  now  for  travel ;  [wooing. 
All  for  that  game  again;  they  have  forgot 
Zaig.  Let  'em  ;  we'll  travel  with  *em. 
De  Ga.  Where's  his  father  ? 
Lug.  Within ;  he  knows  my  mind  too,  and 
allows  it, 
Pities  your  sister's  fortune  most  sincerely; 
And  has  appointed,  for  our  more  assistance. 
Some  of  his  secret  friends. 
De  Ga.  'Speed  the  plough  ! 
Lug.  Well  said : 
And  be  you  serious  too. 
De  Ga.  I  shall  be  diligent. 
Lug.  Let's  break  the  ice  for  one,  the  rest 
^ill  drink  too  [gentlewomen 

(Believe  me,  sir)  of  the  same  cup:  My  young 
Wait  but  who  sets  the  game  a*footi;  tho'  they 
•e«m  stubborn^ 


Rescrv'd,  and  proud  now,  yet  I  know  their 

hearts. 
Their  pulses  how  they  beat,  and  for  what 

cause,  sir. 
And  how  they  loft'g  to  venture  their  abilities 
In  a  true  quarrel.     Husbands  they  must  and 

u'iil  have. 
Or  nunneries,  and  thin  collations      [sin^^ss ; 
To  cool  their  bloods.    Let*s  all  about  our  bur  ■ 
And,  if  this  fiyil,  let  Nature  work  ! 

D^  Ga,  You've  arm'd  lup.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Mirabelly  Nantolet,  and  La  Castre. 

Jm  Ca.  Will  you  be  wilful  then  ? 

Mir.  'Pray,  sir,  your  pardon  ; 
For  i  must  travel.     Lie  lazy  here. 
Bound  to  a  wife  ?  chain'd  to  her  subtleties. 
Her  humours,  and  her  wills,  which  are  mere 

fetters  ? 
To  have  her  today  pleas'd,  tomorrow  peevish, 
The  third  day  mad,  the  fourth  rebellious  > 
You  see,  belbre  they're  married,  what  mO" 
riscoes,  [us : 

What  masks  and  mutnmeries  they  put  urjon 
To  be  tied  here,  and  suffer  their  tavalto's  f 

Nant^  *Tis  yonr  own  seeking. 

Mir,  Yes,  to  get  my  freedom. 
Were  they  as  I  could  wish  'em 

La  Ca.  Fools,  and  meacocks,     , 
To  endure  what  you  think  tit  to  put  upon  'em  [ 
Come,  change  your  mind. 
9 
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Mir.  Not  before  I  have  changed  air,  father. 
When  I  know  women  worthy  of  my  company, 
I  will  return  again  and  wait  upon  'cm  ; 
rrill  then,  dear  sir,  Fil  ramble  all  the  world 

over  «*, 
And  run  all  hazards,  misery,  and  poverty, 
80 1  escape  the  dangerous  bay  of  matrimony  1 

Enter  Belleurand  Pinac, 
Pinac.  Are  you  resolv'd  ? 
Mir,  Yes,  certain;  I  will  out  again. 
Pinac.  We  are  for  you,  sir;  we  are  your 
servants  once  more : 
Once  more  we'll  seek  our  fortune  in  strange 

countries; 
Qors  is  too  sconiful  for  us. 
HeL  Is  there  ne'er  a  land 
That  you  have  read,  or  heard  of,  (for  I  care 

not  how  far  it  be. 
Nor  under  what  pestiferous  star  it  lies) 
Ahappy  kingdom,  where  there  are  no  women  ? 
Nor  have  been  ever?  nor  no  mention 
Ofany  such  lewd  things,  with  lewder  qualities? 
For  thither  would  I  travel ;  where  'tis  felony 
To  confess  he  had  £^  mother;  a  mistress,  trea- 
La  Ca.  Are  you  for  travel  too?  [son. 

Bel.  For  any  thing, 
For  living  in  the  moon,  and  stopping  hedges. 
Ere  I  stay  here  to  be  abus'd,  and  baffled. 
'    Nant,  Why  did  you  not  break  your  minds 

to  me  ?  they  are  my  daughters  ; 
And  sure  I  think  I  should  have  that  command 

over  'em, 
To  see  'em  well  bestow *d.    I  know  ye  are 
gentlemen,  [parents; 

Men  of  fair  parts  and  states ;  \  know  your 

And  had  ye  told  me  of  your  fqiraifections 

Make  but  one  trial  more,  and  let  me  second 

Bel,  No;  I'll  make  hob-nails  first,  and 
mend  old  kettles ! 
Can  you  lend  me  an  armour  of  high  proof,  to 

appear  in, 
And  two  or  three  field-pieces  to  defend  me  ? 
The  king's  guard  are  mere  pigmies. 

Nant.  They'll  not  eat  you.      [monsicnrs, 
Bel.  Yes,  and  you  too,  and  twenty  fatter  | 

^  ril  arable  all  the  world  oivr.]  We  have  ventured  to  insert  ramble j  which  Is  a  much  bette^. 
word  here  than  amble,  and  probably  the  right. 

«  To  cut  me  into  rands  and  sirloins.]  As  we  can  annex  no  meaning  to  the  word  rands  in 
this  passage,  we  have  inserted  rounds.  A  round  of  beef  is  almost  as  common  a  phrase  as  tk 
^irlom. 

4*  Honestly.']  i.  e.  Good-breeding,  good-manners.         Sympson. 

••  Bandog.]  This  word  has  often  occurred  before.  It  is  i'requently  to  be  met  with  in  our 
old  writers,'  as  a  term  of  reproach ;  as  in  Massinger's  Virgin  Martyr,  act  ii.  scene  '2. 

*  Sirrah!  bandog  /* 

It  appears  to  have  been  the  name  of  a  dog  of  the  fierce  kind :  thus  in  the  same  play,  actiy. 
scene  ^,  ' 

*  What  bandogs  but  you  tv^^  would  worry  a  woipan  ? ' 
And  again,  act  v.  scene  1, 

*  Bandogs  (kept  three  days  hungry)  worried 
'  A  thousand  Britibh  rascals,'  4'C*         R- 

It  seems  in  this  place  to  signify  some  part  of  dress  which  had  derived  its  name  from  the 
dog;  though  it  may  mean  literally  a  bandog. 


If  their  high  stomachs  hold  :  They  came  with 

chopping-knives. 
To  cut  me  into  rounds  and  sirloins^,  and  S0 

powder  uic. 
Come,  shall  we  go  ? 

Nant.  You  cannot  be  so  discourteous. 
If  ye  intend  to  go,  as  not  to  visit  'em, 
And  take  your  leaves. 

Mir.  That  we  dare  do,  and  civilly, 
And  thank  'em  too. 

Finac,  Yes,  sir,  we  know  that  honesty  ♦•. 
Bel.  I'll  come  i'th'  rear,  forty  foot  off,  V\\ 
assure  you. 
With  a  good  gun  in  my  hand ;  1*11  no  more 

Amazons, 
I  mean  no  more  of  their  frights :  I'll  make 

my  three  legs. 
Kiss  my  hand  twice,  and  if  I  smell  no  danger. 
If  tiie  interview  be  clear,  may-be  I'll  speal^ 

to  her; 
I'll  wear  a  privy  coat  too,  and  behind  me. 
To  make  those  parts  secure,  a  bandog**. 
Im  Ca.  You  are  a  merry  geinleman. 
Bel.  A  wary  gentleman,  I  do  assure  you  j 
I  have  been  warn'd,  and  must  be  arni'd. 

La  Ca.  Well,  son. 
These  are  your  hasty  thoughts ;  when  I  sec 

you  are  bent  to  it,         * 
Then  1*11  believe,  and  join  with  you;  so  we'll 

leave  ye. 
There  is  a  trick  will  make  ye  stay.        [Exit. 
Nant.  I  hope  so.  [Exit, 

Mir,  We  have  won  immortal  fame  now,' 

if  we  leave 'em. 
Pinac.  You  have,  but  we  have  lost. 
Mir.  Pinac,  thou'rt  cozen'd ; 
I  know  they  love  you ;  and  to  gain  you  hand- 
somely,       *  [millions  -. 
Not  to  be  thought  to  yield,  they  would  give 
Their  father's  willingness,  that  must  needs 
shew  yon. 

Pinac.  If  I  thought  so 

Mir.  You  bhall  be  harig'd,  you  recreant! 
Would  you  turn  rcncgado  now?. 

Ec/.  No ;  let's  away,  boys. 
Out  of  the  air  and  tuirtult  of  iheir  villainies. 
Tho'  I  were  married  to  that  grashopper. 
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And  had  her  fast  by  th'  legs,  I  sliould  think 
she  would  cozen  roe. 

Enter  a  young  Factor, 

JVrc.  Monsieur  Mirabel!,  I  Cake  it? 

Mir.  YouVe  i'th*  right,  sir. 

Fac,  I  am  come  to  seek  you,  sir  ;  I  have 
been  at  your  father's. 
And  understanding  you  were  here 

Mir,  YouVe  welcome. 
May  I  crave  your  name  ? 

Fac,  Foss,  sir,  and  your  servant. 
That  you  may  know  me  better,  I  am  factor 
To  your  old  merchant,  Leverdure. 

Mir,  How  does  he  ? 

Fac.  Well,  sir,  I  hope;  he  is  now  at  Orleans, 
About  some  business. 

Mir.  You  are  once  more  welcome. 
Your  master's  a  right  hones^  man,  and  one 
I  am  much  beholding  to,  and  must  very  shortly 
Trouble  his  love  agaiu. 

Fac.  You  may  be  bold,  sir. 

3£ir.  Your  business,  if  yoa  please  now  ? 

Fac.  This  it  is,  sir. 
I  know  you  well  remember,  in  your  travel, 
A  Genoa  merchant 

Mir,  I  remember  many. 

Fac.  But  this  oian,  bir,  particularly;  your 
own  benefit 
Must  needs  imprint  him  in  you ;  one  Alberto, 
A  gentleman  you  sav'd  from  being  murder'd 
A  little  from  Bologna: 
I  was  then  myself  in  Italy,  and  supplied  you, 
Tho*  haply  you*  have  forgot  me  now. 

Mir.  No,  I  remember  you. 
And  that  Alberto  too;  a  noble  gentlemen. 
More  to  remember  were  to  thank  myself,  sir. 
What  of  that  gentleman  ? 

Fac.  He's  dead. 

Mir.  I'm  sorry.  [sister 

Fac.  But  on  his  death-bed,  leaving  to  his 
All  that  be  had,  benide  some  certain  jewels, 
(Which,  with  a  ceremony,  he  bequeath'd  to 

you. 
In  grateful  memory)  he  commanded  strictly 
ilis  sister,  as  she  Jov'd  him  and  his  peace. 
To  see  those  jewels  safe  and  true  deliver'd, 
And,  with  them,  liis  last  love.    She,  as  ten- 
der to  [vant 
Observe  this  will,  not  trusting  friend  nor  scr- 
With  sue))  a  weight,  is  come  herself  to  Paris, 
And  at  my  master's  house. 

Mir,  You  tell  me  a  wonder. 

Fac.  I  tell  you  a  truth,  sir.    She  is  young 

and  handsome. 

And  well  attended ;  of  much  state  and  riches ; 

So  loving  and  obedient  to  her  brother,  [also. 

That,  on  my  conscience,  if  he  had  given  her 


She  would  most  willingly  have  made  her 
tender. 

Mir.  May  not  I  see  her?  ' 

Fac.  She  desires  it  heartily. 

Mir.  And  presently?  ' 

Fac.  She's  now  about  some  business. 
Passing  accounts  of  some  few  ilebts  licn^ 
And  buying  jewels  of  a  merchant.   •  [owing^ 

Jlfir.  Is  she  wealthy?       ^  [venture: 

Fac.  I  would  you  had  her,  sir,  at  all  ad<^ 
Her  brother  had  a  main  state. 

Mir.  And  fair  too? 

Fac.  The  prime  of  all  those  parts  of  Italyj. 
For  beauty  and  for  courtesy. 

Mir.  I  must  needs  see  her. 

Fac.  Tis  all  her  business,  sir.    You  maj 
now  see  her ; 
But  tomorrow  will  be  fitter  for  your  visitation^ 
For  she  is  n«t  yet  prepar'd. 

Mir.  Only  her  sight,  sir ; 
And,  when  you  shall  think  'fit,  for  further 
visit.  [your  coming. 

Fac.  Sir,  you  may  see  her,  and  Til  wait 

Mir.  And  I'll  be  with  ye  instantly.  I  know 
the  bouse ; 
Mean  time,  my  love,  and  thanks,  sir  ! 

Fac.  Your  poor  servant !  [-Er'A 

Finac.  Thou  hast  the  strangest  luck!  What 
was  that  Alberto? 

Mir.  An  honest  noble  merchant,  'twas  my 
chance  [him. 

To  rescue  from  some  rogues  b^  almost  slain 
And  he  in  kindness  to  remember  this ! 

Bei.  Kow  we  shall  have  you  [ness,) 

(  For  all  your  protestations,  and  your  forward 
Find  out  strange  fortunes  in  this  lady's  eyes. 
And  new  enticements  to  put  off  your  journey ; 
And  who  shall  have  honour  then  ? 

Mir.  No,  no,  never  fear  it: 
I  must  needs  see  her,  to  receive  my  legacy. 

Bel.  If  it  be  tied  up  in  her  smock,  Ueav'a 
help  thee ! 
May  not  we  see  too  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  afore  we  go : 
I  must  be  known  myself  ere  I  be  able 
To  make  thee  welcome.     Wouldst  tljou  sef 

more  women  ? 
I  thought  you  had  been  out  of  love  with  all. 

Bei.  1  may  be, 
(I  find  that)  with  the  least  encouragement ; 
Yet  I  desire  to  see  whether  all  countries 
Are  naturally  possess'd  with  the  same  spirits; 
For  if  they  be,  I'll  take  a  monastery, 
And  never  travel ;  for  I  had  rather  be  a  friar. 
And  live  mew'd  up,  than  be  a  fool,  and  flouted, 

Alir.  Well,  well,  I'll  meet  you  anon,  then 

tell  you  more,  boys ;  [ney  <• ; 

However,  stand  prepar'd,  prest  for  our  jour« 


^  Prest.]  Prepar'd,  ready.        Sj/mpton. 

Sk»  in  The  four  P's,  by  John  Heywood,  (Dodsley's  Collection,  toI.  i.  p.  95,) 
*  *  Who  may  not  play  one  day  in  a  week 

*  May  think  bis  thrift  far  to  seek. 


'  Devise  what  pastime  that  ye  think  bcst^ 
f  And  make  ye  sqre  to  fiude  me  prest,* 
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For  certain,  we  shall  go,  I  think,  wheo  I  have 

seen  tier. 
And  view'd  ber  well. 

Pinac.  Go,  co,  and  we'll  wait  for  yc ; 
Your  fortune  directs  ours. 

BeL  Y^  shall  find  us  i'th*  tatern, 
Laroentii^in  sack  and  su^ar^  for  our  losses. 
If  she  be  right  Italian,  and  want  servants, 
You  may  prefer  the  propcrest  man :  How  I 
Worry  iv  woman  now !  [could 

Pinac,  Comt*,  come,  leave  prating ; 
You  may  have  enough  to  do,  without  this 
boasting.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  m. 

Snter  Lugier,  Dc  Gard,  RosalurOyfind  JJllia- 
Jiianca, 

1m g.  This  is  the  last  adventure. 

De  Ga,^  And  the  happiest, 
As  wc  hope,  too. 

Hot.  We  should  be  glad  to  find  it. 

IaL  Who  siiall  conduct  us  thither? 

JUtg.  Your  man  is  ready,  ftnan ; 

For  1  must  not  he  seen;  Ao,  nor  this  gentle- 
1  hat  may  beget  suspicion ;  all  the  rest 
Are  people  ot  no  doubt.     I  mould  have  ye, 
ladies,  '  f^e. 

Keep  your  old  liberties,  and  do  as  we  instruct 
Come,  look  not  pale,  yc^hall  not  lose  your 
wishes,  [liappy. 

Nor  beg  'em  neither,  but  he  yourselves,  and 

Ro^.  I  tell  you   true,  1   cannot  hold  off 
Jlor  give  no  more  hard  language,      [longer, 

J)e  Oa.  You  shall  not  need. 

Ro8.  I  love  the  gentleman,  and  roust  now 
shew  it :  , 

Shall  I  beat  a  proper  man  out  of  heart  ?     - 

Lug,  There's  none  advises  you. 

JUL  Taith,  I  repent  me  too. 

Jjig.  Repent,  and  spoil  all ; 
Tell  what  you  know,  you  had  best ! 

Lil.  rirtell  what!  think; 
For  if  he  ask  me  now,  if  I  can  love  him, 
I'll  tell  him.  Yes,  I  can.    The  man's  a  kind 

maq, 
And  out  of  his  true  honesty  affects  me. 
Altho*  he  play'd  the  fool,  which  I  requited, 
Must  I  still  hold  him  at  the  staff's  end  ? 

Lug.  You  are  two  stran^'e  women. 

Km,  We  may  be,  if  we  fool  still. 

Lug,  Dare  ye  believe  me? 
Follow  but  this  advice  I  have  set  you  in  now, 
A  ndifye  lose— Would  ye  yield  now  so  basely? 
Giv:e  up  without  your  honours  sav*d? 

De  0^,  Fy,  ladies ! 
Preserve  your  freedom  still. 


JaI.  Well,  well,  for  this  time. 

TAig,  And  carry  that  full  state 

Rot.  Thai's  as  the  wind  stands; 
If  it  begin  to  chop  about,  and  scant  us. 
Hang  me,  but  I  know  what  I'll  do !  Come, 

direct  us; 
r  make  no  doubt,  wc  shall  do  handsomely. 

De  Ga.  Some  part  o'tii'  way  we'll  wait  upoq 
you,  ladies ; 
The  rest  your  n.an  supplies. 

Lug,  Dq  well,  I'll  honour  ye.       [Exotnt^ 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Factor  and  Mirabelly  Oriana,  and  two 
merchants, 
Fac,  Look  you,  sir,  there  she  is;  you  see 
how  busy. 
Methinks  you  ar%iu6nite1y  bound  to  her,  for 
her  journey. 
Mir.  How  gloriously  she  shews!  She  is  a 

tall  woman. 
Fac.  Of  a  fair  size,  sir.    My  master  not 
being  at  home, 
I  have  been  sooutof  my  wits  to  get  her  com- 
pany ! 
I  mean,  sir,  of  her  own  fair  sex,  and  fashion— 
Mir.  A  far  off,  she  is  irtbst  fair  too. 
Fac   In  ear,  most  excellent. — 
At  length,  i  liave  entreated  two  fair  ladies, 
(And  Imppily  you  know 'cm) the  young daugb» 

Of  monsieur  Nan  to!  et [tera 

Aiir.  I  know  Vm  well,  sir. 
What  are  those?  jewels? 
Fac.  All. 

Mir,  Tfiey  make  a  rich  show. 
Jar.  There  is  a  matter  of  ten  thousand 
pounds  too 
Was  owing  here:  You  see  those  merchants 

with  her; 
They  have  bro'jght  it  in  now. 

Mir.  How  handsomely  her  shape  shews ! 
Fac.  Those  are  still  neat;  your  Italians 
are  most  curious. 
Now  she  looks  this  way. 

Mir.  Sh*  has  a  gooiily  presence !  [you  ; 
How  full  of  courtchy !  Well,  sir,  I'll  leave 
And  if  I  may  be  bold  to  bring  a  friend  or  two, 

Good  noble  gentlemen 

Fac.  No  doubt,  you  may,  sir; 
For  you  have  most  command.  i 

Mir.  I  have  seen  a  wonder  !  [Exit^ 

Ori.  Is  he  gone  ? 
•    Fac.  Yes. 
Ori.  How? 

Fac.  Taken  to  the  ntmost : 
A  wonder  dwells  about  him. 


^  Sack  and  sugar.]  *  Sugar  and  sack  was  a  favourite  liquor  in  Shakespeare's  time:  In» 
^  letter  describing  queen  Elizabeth's  entertainment  at  Killingworth-castle,  1575,  by  R.  L. 
«  [Langhaiu]  bl.  1,  12mo,  the  writer  says,  (p.  H6.)  *<  Sipt  I  no  more  sak  andsuger  than  I  do 
**  Mahnzey,  I  should  not  blush  so  much  a  dayz  as  I  doo."  And  in  another  place,  describing 
*  a  minstrel  I,  who,  being  somewhat  irascible,  had  been  offended  by  the  company,  he  adds» 
**  At  last,  by  sum  entreaty,  and  many  fair  w(K)rds,  with  sak  and  suger,  we  .sweeten  him  agaiix.*^ 
<  P.  S(V       Dr.  Percy's  oote  on  the  First  Part  of  Henry  IV,  aqt  ii.  scepe  4.        ii. 


Act  5.  Scene  6.] 


THE  WILD-GOOSE  CIIASfi. 


m 


Ori.  He  did  not  guess  at  me?      [tvoman. 

Fac.  No ;  be  secure,  you  shew  another 
He  Xh  gone  to  fetch  his  friends. 

Ori.  Wlierc  are  the  gentlewomen  ? 

Fac.  Here,  here ;  now  they  are  come, 
Sit  still,  and  let  them  see  you.       . 

Enter  Rosaluroy  LilUuy  and  Servant 

lioi.  *Pmy  you,  where*s  my  friend,  sir? 

Fac.  She  is  within,  ladies;  but  here's  an- 
other gentlewoman,  [her, 
A  stranger  to  this  town:  So  please  you  visit 
Twill  be  well  taken. 

Lit.  Where  is  she  .^  • 

FaC.  There,  above,  ladies. 

Serv.  Bless  me !  what  thing  is  this  !  Two 

pinaclcs  [woodcock!»  ? 

Upon  her  pate !  Is*t   not  a  glode  to  catch 

Ron.  Peace,  you  rude  kn^ve ! 

Serv.  What  a.  bouncing  bum  slie  has  too ! 
There's  sail  enough  for  a  carmck  i^. 

Ros.  Whiit  is  this  lady? 
For,  as  I  live,  she's  a  goodly  woman* 

Fac.  Guess,  guess. 

LU.  I  have  not  seen  a  nobler  presence. 

Serv,  Tii   a  lusty  wench  I    now  could  I 
spend  my  forty-pence,  [her, 

With  ail  my  heart,  to  have  but  one  fling  at 
To  £iive  Ikm*  but  a  swashing  blow«. 

LU.  You  rascal! 

Serv.  Ay,  that*s  all  a  man  has  for's  good 

will :  ^rwill  be  long  enough  f™*-*'' 

Before  you  cry,'  *  Come,  Anthony,  and  kiss 

LiL  I'll  have  you  whipt. 

Ji/i«.  lias  my  friend  seen  this  lady  ? 

Fac,  Yes,  yes,' and  is  well  known  to  her. 

Ros.  I  much  admire  her  presence. 

LiL  So  do  I  too ; 
For,  I  protest,  she  is  the  handsomest, 
The  rarest,  and  the  newest  to  mine  eye, 
That  ever  I  saw  yet. 

Ros.  I  long  to  know  her ; 
My  friend  shall  do  that  kindness, 

Ori.  So  she  shall,  ladies: 
Come,  *pray  you  come  up. 

Ros.  (.)h  me ! 

LU.  Hang  me,  if  I  knew  her ! 
Were  I  a  man  myself,  I  should  now  love  you ; 
Nay,  I  should  dote. 

Ros.  I  dare  not  trust  mine  eyes  ; 
For,  as  1  live,  you  are  the  strangest  alter'd— 
I  must  come  up  to  know  the  tr'ith. 

Serv.  So  must  I,  lady ; 
For  r  am  a  kind  of  unbeliever  too. 

LU.  Get  you  gone,  sirrah ; 
And  what  you  have  seen  be  secret  in  ;  you 

arc  paid  else ! 
No  more  of  your  long  tongue. 
Fac.  Will  ye  go  in,  ladies. 
And  talk  witli  her  ?  These  ventures  will  come 

straight. 
Away  with  this  fellow. 


LU.  There,  sirrah ;  go,  disport  you. 
Serv.    I   would   the  truuk-hos'd  womaa 
would  go  with  me !  [Fsit, 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  MirabeU,  Pinac,  and  BMleur, 

Pinac.  Is  she  so  glorious  handsome? 

1^1  ir.  You  would  wonder; 
Our  women  look  like  gipsies,  like  Gills  to  her; 
I'heir  cloaths  and   fashions  beggarly,    and 
Base,  old,  and  scurvy.  [bankrupt, 

Bei.  How  looks  her  face  ? 

Mir,  Most  heavenly ; 
And  the  becoming  motion  of  her  body 
So  sets  her  off! 

Bel.  Why,  then  we  shall  stay. 

ATir,  Pardon  me. 
That's  more  than  I  know ;  if  she  be  that  womctii 
She  appears  to  be » 

BeL  As  ^tis  impossible. 

Mir.  I  shall  then  tell  you  more. 

Pinac.  Did  you  speak  to  her  ? 

Mir.  No,  no,  I  only  saw  her,  she  was  busy: 
Now  I  go  for  tliat  end ;  and  mark  her,  geiH 

tlemed, 
f  f  she  appear  not  to  you  one  o*  tW  sweetest, 
The4iandsomest,  the  fairest,  in  behaviour — • 
We  shall  meet  the  two  wenches  there  too  > 

they  come  to  visit  her. 
To  wonder,  as  we  do. 

Pinac.  Then  We  shall  meet  'em* 

BtL  I  had  rather  meet  two  beard. 

Mir.  There  you   may  take  your  leaves^ 
dispatch  that  business. 
And,  as  ye  find  their  humours 

Pinac.  Is  your  love  there  too  ? 

Mir.  No,  certain ;  she  has  no  great  heart 
to  set  out  again. 
This  is  the  house ;  I'll  usher  you. 

Bel.  I'll  bless  me. 
And  take  a  good  heart,  if  I  can. 

Mir,  CoiQe,  nobly.  [Exeunt4 

SCENE  vr* 

Enter  Factor^  Rosaluruf  LUUa^  and  Oriana* 

Fac.  They  are  come  in.     Sit  you  two  oflf 
as  strangers ; 

Enter  Boy, 
There,  lady.    Where's  the  boy  ?    Be  ready, 

sirrah, 
And  clear  your  pipes ;  the  music  now :  they 
■         enter.  [Muuc^ 

Enter  MirabeU,  PinaCf  arid  Belleur, 

Pinae.  What  a  state  she  keeps !  How  far- 
off  they  sit  from  her  I  [|y  ! 
How  rich  she  is !  Ay,  marry,  this  shews  brave* 
Bel,  She  is  a  lusty  wench,  and  may  allur* 
a  good  man; 


•  Carrack.  See  note  4  on  The  Elder  Brother. 

«  A  washing  blow,]  Surely  we  should  read|  swashing^ 
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Tim  WIED-GOOSE  CHASti. 


[Act  5.  Scene  6i 


J3ut  if  she  have  a  tongue^  1^11  not  give  two- 
pence for  her. 
There  sits  my  fury ;  how  I  shake  to  see  her  ! 

Fac,  Madam,  this  is  the  gentleman. 

Mir,  How  sweet  she  kisses ! 
She  has  a  spring  dwells  on  her  lips,  aParadide! 
Thi»  is  tlie  legacy,  / 

SONG. 

From  the  honour'd  dead  I  bring 
Thus  his  love  and  last  oft'Ving. 
Take  it  nobly,  'tis  your  due, 
i^-Vom  a  friendship  ever  true. 
From  a  faith,  &c. 

Ori.  Most  noble  sir, 
This  from  my  now-dead  brother,  as  his  love, 
And  grateful  memory  of  your  great  benefit; 
From  me  my  thanks,  my  wishes,  and  my  %r- 

vice. 
n^ill  I'ani  more  acquainted,  I  am  silent; 
Only  I  dare  say  this,  you  are  truly  noble. 

Mir.  What  should  I  think  I 

Pimic.  Think  you've  a  handsome  fortune : 
'Would  I  had  such  another ! 

Rot.  Ye  are  well  met,  gentlemen ; 
We  hear  ye  are  for  travel? 

Pinac,  You  hear  true,  lady; 
And  come  to  take  our  leaves. 
*  JUL  We'll  along  with  ye :  ['^y* 

We  see  you're  grown  so  witty  by  your  jour- 
We  cannot  chuse  but  step  out  too.  'J'his  lady 
We  mean  to  wait  upon  as  far  as  Italy. 

Bel.  I'll  travel  into  Wales,  amongst  the 
'      mountains. 
In  hope  they  cannot  find  me  **. 

Rot.  If  you  go  further. 
So  good  and  free  society  we  hold  ye, 
We'll  jog  along  too. 

Pinac.  Are  you  so  valiant,  lady  ? 

Lili  And  well  be  merry,  sir,  and  laugh. 

Pjfoc.  It  may  be 
We*B  go  by  sea. 

"  X/7.  Why,  'tis  the  only  voyage; 
I  love  a  sea-voyage,  and  a  blust'nng  tempest ; 
And  let  all  split ! 

Pinac.  This  is  a  dainty  damsel ! 
I  think  'twill  tame  you.  Can  you  ride  post? 

Lil.  Oh,  excellently!  I  am  never  weary 
that  way : 
A  hundred  mile  a-day  is  nothing  with  me. 

BeL  I'll  travel  under  ground.  Do  you  hear, 
sweet  lady  ? 
I  find  it  will  be  dangerous  fur  a  woman. 
,  Rot.  No  danger,  sir,  I  warrant;  I  love  to 
be  under.  [over! 

BeL  I  see  she  will  abuse  roe  all  the  world 
But  say  we  pass  thro'  Germany,  an^  drink 
hard  ? 

Rot.  We'll  learn  to  drink  and  swagger  too. 

BeL  She'll  beat  me! 
Lady,  I'll  live  at  home. 


Rot.  And  I'll  live  with  thee; 
And  we'll  keep  house  together, 

BeL  I'll  keep  hounds  first; 
And  those  I  hate  right  heartily. 

Pinac.  I  go  for  Turky ; 
And  so  it^nay  be  up  into  Persia. 

IaL  We  cannot  know  too  much;   111  tr»* 
vcl  with  you. 

Pinac.  And  you'll  abuse  mei 

LiL  Like  enough. 

Pinac,  Tis  dainty  ! 

BeL  I  will  live  in  a  bawdy-house. 

Rot.  I  dare  come  to  you. 

BeL  Say,  I'm  dispos'd  to  hang  myself  .> 

Rot.  There  I'll  leave  you. 

BeL  I  am  glad  I  know  how  to  avoid  you. 

Mir.  Mfiy  I  speak  yet? 

Fac.  She  beckons  to  you,  [pence, 

Mir.  Lady,  I  could  wish  I  knew  to  recom- 
Even  with  the  service  of  my  life,  those  pains, 
And  those  high  favours  you  have  thrown 

upon  me : 
'Till  I  be  more  desertful  in  your'cye,    [you. 
And  'till  nw  duty  shall  make  known  I  honour 
Noblest  of  women,  do  me  but  this  favour 
T<^  accept  this  back  again,  as  a  poor  testimony, 

Ori.  I  must  have  you  too  with 'em;  else 
tljewill,  [fring'd,  sir} 

That  says  they  must  rest  with  you,  is  in- 
Which,  pardon  me,  I  dare  not  do, 

Mir.  Take  me  then ; 
And  take  me  witli  the  truest  love. 

Ori,  Tis  certain. 
My  brother  lov'd  you  dearly,  and  I  ought 
As  dearly  to  preserve  that  love :  But,  sir, 
Tho'  I  were  willing,  these  are  but  your  cere- 
monies. 

Mir.  As  I  have  life,  I  speak  my  soul ! 

Ori.  I  like  you :  [mony. 

But  how  you  can  like  me,  without  I've  testi- 
A  stranger  to  you 

Mir.  I'll  marry  you  immediately; 
A  fair  state  I  dare  promise  you. 

BcL  Yet  she'll  cozen  thee, 

Ori.  'Would  some  fair  gentleman  durst 
promise  for  you ! 

Mir,  By  all  that's  good 

Enter  La'Cattre,  Nantolety  Lugier,  and  JDe 

Gard, 

AIL  And  we'll  make  up  the  rest,  lady. 

Ori.  Then,  Oriana  takes  you.  Nay,  she  has 

caught  you !  / 

If  you  start  now,  let  all  the  world  cry  shame 

on  you ! 
I  have  out-travell'd  you. 

BeL  Did  not  I  say  she  would  cheat  thee? 
Mir.  I  thank  you !  I  am  pleas'd  you  have 
deceiv'd  me, 
And  willingly  I  swallow  it,  and  joy  in't: 
And  yet,  perhaps,  I  know  you.    Whose  plot 
was  this  ? 


» I  hope  they  cannot  Jimi  me,}  So  all  former  editions. 


Act.  5,  Scene  6.] 


THE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE, 
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Lug.  I  le's  not  ftsfaamM  that  cast  it;  He  that 
executed, 
Follow'd  your  father^s  will. 

Mir.  VVhat  a  worlds  tliis! 
Kothintj;  but  craft  aud  cozenage  ? 

Ori,  W 1 10  begun,  sir? 

Mir.  Well;  i  do  take  thee  upon   mere 

compassion ;  '  [mouy, 

And  I  do  ti jink  I  shall  love  thee.  As  a  testi- 

I'tl  burn  ray  book,  and  turn  a  new  leaf  over. 

But  these  &ne  cloatbs  yon  shall  wear  still. 

Ori.  [  obey  you,  sir,  iu  all. 

Nant.  And  how,  how,  daughters?   Wriat 
say  you  to  these  gentlemen  ? 
What  say  ye,  gentlemen,  to  tlie  girls  ? 

Finac,  By  my  troth — if  she  can  love  me. 

IM.  How  long? 

Pirutc.  Nay,  if  once  you  love 

LiL  Then  taLe  me, 
And  take  vonr  chance. 

Pinac.  Niost  willingly !  You  are  mine, lady; 
And  if  (  use  you  not,  that  you  may  love  me — 

LiL  A  match,  i'  faith. 

Pinac.  Why,  now  you  travel  with  me. 

Ro$.  How  that  thing  stands ! 


Bel.  It  will,  if  you  urge  its'. 
Bless  your  five  wits ! 

Rn$.  Nay,  prithee  stay ;  111  have  thee. 

Bel,  You  must  ask  me  leave  first. 

Rot.  Wilt  thou  use  me  kindly, 
And  beat  me  but  once  a  week  r 

Bel.  If  you  deserve  no  more. 

Rift.  And  wilt  thou  get  me  with  child? 

Bel.  Dost  thou  ask  me  seriously  ? 

B/i$.  Yes,  indeed  do  I. 

Bel.  Yes,  1  will  get  thee  with  child.  Com^ 
presently, 
An't  be  but  in  revenge,  1*11  do  thee  that  cour- 
tesy. I"  thee ! 
Well,  if^thou  wilt  fear  God,  and  me,  have  at 

Rof.  I'll  love  you,  and  I'll  honour  you. 

Bel.  1  am  pleas'd  then. 

Mir.  This  Wild-Goose  Chase  is  done;  w# 
have  won  o*  both  sides. 
Brother,  your  love,  and  now  to  church  of 

all  hands; 
Let's  lose  no  time. 

Piiuic.  Our  travelling  lay  by. 

Bel.  No  more  for   Italy;   for  the  Low 
Countries,  I9».  [Exeunt  omne*. 


SI  Bell.  It  will,  if  ye  urge  it,"]  Tlie  want  of  a  negative  makes  Belleur  say  just  the  contrary 
to  what  he  designed, 

*  It  will  not  if  ye  urge  it.'        Sj/mpton. 
The  inse'rtion  of  the  negative  reverses  what  the  Poets  most  clearly  intended  to  say. 

s» lay  by. 

Bell.  iVfi  more/or  Italy, for  the  lAm-Countrie^.']  The  reading  which  the  present  edition 
exhibits  is  Mr.  Theobald's,  and  a  happy  one  it  is,  as  it  both  completes  tiie  sense,  and  keeps 
up  the  solemn  custom  of  not  only  the  play-wrishts  of  our  Authors,  but  these  of  our  present 
time,  viz.  of  making  each  drama  conclude  in  a  jingle.        Sympson. 

A  strong  reason  for  supposing  the  I  was  Iqst  at  the  press,  is,  that  the  first  edition  haa  a 
fQinma  at  the  end  of  this  play, 

« foj.  the  Low  Countries/ 


Vou% 


SE 


A  WiPfi  FOR  A  MONTH: 

A  TRAGI-CbMEDY* 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  ascribe  this  Play  wholly  to  Fletcher;  and  die  Pro- 
logue Speaks  of  the  Author  in  the  singular  number.  It  was  first  printed  in  the  folio  of 
1047.  We  do  not  know  that  it  ever  received  sitiy  alterations ;  nor  has  it  been  performfed  iii 
the  course  6{  manV  years  pnSt.  And  indeed,  liotwitlistanding  the  noble  flights  of  poetry 
with  which  this  Tragi-Coniedy  abounds,  tlje  subject  is  of  siich  a  nature  aS  must  ufecessii- 
rily  preclude  its  represciitatioli  on  the  modem  theatre. 


PROLOGUE. 


You're  welcome^  gentlemen ;  and  \voald  our 

fea&t 
Were  bo  well  seasoned,  to  please  cv'ry  gtiest  I 
tnseuuous  appetites,  I  hope  we  hhali. 
And  their  cxaiuples  may  prevail  in  all. 
Our  noble  friend,  who  writ  this,  bid  rae  say, 
He*d  rather  dress,  upon  a  triumpli-day,  [too, 
My  lord-may or*d  feast,  and  ikiike  him  sauces 
Sauce  for  each  scvVal  mouth,  nay  further  go, 
He'd  rathet-  build  up  those  invincible  pies 
And  castle-custards  that  liffright  all  eyes; 


Nay  Mt  *em  all  and  tHeir  artillery, 
Than  dress  for  such  a  curious  company 
One  single  dish :    Yet  he  has  pleas  d  ye  too. 
And  youVe  confessed  he  knew  well  ^hat  to 

do  J 
Be  hungry  as  you  were  wont  to  be,  and  bring 
Sharp  stomachs  to  the  stories  lie  shall  sing, 
And  he  dare  yet,  he  says,  prepare  a  table 
Shall  make  yuu  say,  Well  cirest^  and  he  weM 

able. 


PEliSONS    REPRESENTED. 


AlpHONSO,  King  qf  Naples. 

Frederick,  Brother  to  Alphomoy  and  Usw^ 
per  of  his  Kingdom. 

S0RAN(>,'a  Lord,  Brother  to  t^vtinthey  Fre- 
derick's Instrtiment. 

X'axERIO,  a  riobiet/ouug  lA)rd,  Servant^  ttfler- 
v>ard  married  to  Eianthe; 

Camk.lo,     ^ 

tLEANTllES,>  Thrte  hontit  Court  Idtrdi. 

]V1enallo,    3 

Rug  It),  on  htmest  Jjord,  Friend  to  Alphonso. 

MAiiCO»  a  Fr'utr,  Alphonso  a  Friend, 

PaxiiiiAldi)^  d  necessary  Creature  to  Sorano, 


ToNTj  Frederick's  ktiaviih  Fooh 
Castkuccio,  Captain  of  the  Citadely  hn  hth 

nest  Man. 
Cupid  aJtd  OrAcf,^^  with  bthtr  ^fasquers. 
Lawyer. — Physicidu. — Cilptain.— Cutpurse. 
Citizens  Und  Attkndatits. 

Qrrxy,  Wif^  to  Frederick,  a  tirtuous  Jjidyi 
EVANTIIE,  Ai^er  to  SoraHo,  the  chaste  Wife 

of  Valeria;  (ir  A  Wife  for  a  Month. 
Cassandra,  an  old  Bawd,  Waiting-womshi 

to  EvQHthe. 

Ladies,  and  City  Wives. 


SCENE,  Napiei. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Frederick,  Sorano,  ValeriOy  CamillOf 

CleantheSf  Menallo,  and  attendants. 
Sorano.  T\7'ILL  your  Grace  speak? 

-    ^  »     Fred.  Let  me  alone,  Sorano : 


Altho'  itiy  thoughts  sieifl  sad,  they're  welf 
come  tu  njo.  '  [wishes,- 

Sor,  You  know  Vtn  private  as  your  secret 
Ready  to  fling  ray  soul  upon  your  service ', 
Eh"!  5*our  command  be  oif  t. 

Fred,  iiid  those  depart. 


>  Ready  tojiing  my  soul,  &c.]  Sorano's  readiness  to  assist  his  master's  amours  is  equal  to,< 
tad  as  infttwous  as,  that  uf  Paudaros,  in  Shakcspei(re*s  Troilus  andCrcssidt^.        H, 


«£« 


SIS 


A  WIFE  FOR  A  MONTH. 


[Act  i.  Scene  i* 


Sor,  You  fnast  retire^  my  lords* 

Cam,  What  new  design 
Is  hammering  in  hb  head  now  ? 

C/c.  ■  Let's  pray  heartily  [old, 

None  of  our  heads  meet  with*t :  My  wife*s 
That's  all  my  comfort. 

Men,  Mice's  ugly,  that  I  am  sure  on. 
And  I  think  honest  too}  'twould  make  me 
start  else.  [fever, 

Cam.  Mine's  troubled  in  the  country  with  a 

And  some  few  infirmities  else,     lie  looks 

again;  [business  ^ 

Come,   let's  retire :   Certain  'tis  some  she- 

This  new  lord's  empfoy'd.        [Exeunt  lordt, 

VuL  I'll  not  be  tar  off, 
Because  I  doubt  the  cause.  \_Retirea. 

Fred,  Are  they  all  gone? 

Sor,  All  but  your  faithful  servant. 

Fred.  I  would  tell  thee, 
But  'tis  a  tiling  thou  canst  not  like. 

Sor.  'Pray  you  speak  it : 
Is  it  my  head  ?  I  have  it  ready  for  you,  sir : 
Is't  any  action  in  my  power?  my  wit? 
I  care  not  of  what  nature,  nor  wliat  follows. 

Fred,  I  am  in  love. 

Sor,  That's  the  least  thing  of  a  thousand, 
The  easiest  to  atchieve. 

Fred.  But  with  whom,  Sorano? 

Sor.  With  whom  you  please,  you  must  not 
be  denied,  sir. 
.  Fred,  Say,  it  be  with  one  of  thy  kinswomen? 

Sor,  Say,  with  all; 
I  shall  more  love  your  Grace,  I  shall  more 
honour  you ;  [sure ! 

And  'would  I  had  enough  to  serve  your  plca- 

Frtd.  Why,  'tis  thy  sister  then,  the  fair 
Evantlie; 
I'll  be  plain  with  thee. 

Sor.  I'll  be  as  plain  with  you,  sir  j 
She  brought  not  her  perfections  to  the  world. 
To  lock  tliem  in  a  case,  or  hang  'em  by  her; 
The  use  is  all  she  breeds  'em  for ;  she's  yours, 

JVcc/.  Dost  thou  mean  seriously  ?        [sir. 

Sor,  I  mean  my  sister ;  [yours. 

And  if  I  had  a  dozen  more,  they  were  all 
Some  aonts  I  have,  they  have  been  handsome 
women ;  [cousins. 

My  mother's  dead  indeed;  and  some  few 
That  are  now  shooting  up,  we  shall  see  shortly. 

Fred.  No;  'tis  Evanthe. 

Sor.  I've  sent  my  man  unto  her, 
Upon  some  business  to  come  presently  3, 

Certain  Hi$  some  9he-busines», 


Hither  she  shall  come ;  your  Grace  dare  speak 
unto  her?  [sir. 

Large  golden  promises,  and  sweet  language,-  • 
You  know  what  they  work  ;  she's  a  complete 
Be;sides,  I'll  set  in.  [courtier  3 

Fred.  She  waits  upon  my  queen  : 
What  jealuu<<y  and  anger  may  arise. 
Incensing  her 

Sor.  \  ou  have  a  good  sweet  lady, 
A  woman  of  so  even  and  still  a  temper. 
She  knows  not  anger :  Say,  she  were  a  fury, 
I'd  thought  yoo  had  been  absolute,  the  great 
king,  [pleasure*). 

The  fountiiin  of  all   honours,  phire*,    and 
Your  will  and  your  commands  unbounded 

also: 
Go,  get  a  pair  of  beads  and  learn  to  pray,  sir. 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv.  My  lord,  your  servant  stays. 

Sor,  Bidf  him  come  hither, 
A.nd  bring  the  hidy  with  him.      [Exit  Serw^ 

Fred,  I  will  wooeher; 
And  either  lose  myself,  or  win  her  favour. 

Sor.  She's  coHiing  in. 

Fred.  '1  hy  eyes  shoot  thro'  the  door; 
They  are  so  pieiving,  that  the  beams  the\'  dart 
Give  new  light  to  the  room  ! 

Enter  Fodramo  and  Evanthe, 

Eva7i.  Whither  <lost  thou  <:o? 
This  is  iIk*  thing's  side,  and  iiis  private  lodgings} 
What  business  have  I  lierc  ?• 

Fad,  My  lord  sent  for  you.       [mistsikenf 

Evau.    His  lodgings  arc  below  ;  you  are 
We  left  them  at  Uie  stair-foot. 

Fod,  Good  sweet  mac^am ! 

Evfin.  I  am  no  counsellor,  nor  important 
suitor,  [chambers. 

Nor   have  no  private  business  thru'  these 
To  seek  hiin  this  way.      O'  my  life^  thou'rt 
drunk,  [hither 

Or  worse  than  drunk,  hir'd  to  convey   me 
To  some  base  e»d  !  Now  1  look  on  thee  better, 
1  hou  hast  a  bawdy  face,  and  I  abhor  thce,- 
A  beastly  bawdy  tace  I  I'll  go  no  further. 

Sor,  Nay,  shrink  not  back;  indeed  you 
shall,  good  sister. 
Why  do  you  blush  ?  tfie  good  kin^  will  not 
lie  honours  you,  and  Iwes  you.    [nurt  you  ^ 

Evan,  Is  this  the  business  ?  [at, 

Sor,  Yes,  and  the  best  you  ever  will  arrive 
If  you  be  wise. 


AUI9  ij^TTT    tvrivi  0  ciiiuiUY  u  (#•  , 

ivhicb  proves  he  did  not  understand  the  Poet.     Camillo,  a  gooi 
*  Certainly  'tis  some  illicit  amour,  qm  this  \had\  lord  is  employed.' 


TA»  noi)  lord's emphyd,]  Mr.  Sympson,  without  authority,  or  notice,  reads, 
*  This  new  lord's  employ 'd  in;' 

,...*«. .^  *i.«  D^^-     f^^.^-.u^    -  ^QQ^  mtiw^  is  intended  to  s»y, 
yed.'        J,  N, 

3 presently 

Hither,  ske  shall  come.]  Hither,  i.  e.  into  your  apartments.  But  Sorano  could  not  say 
that  he  had  sent  for  her  to  come  thither.  The  comma  therefore  should  be,  as  I  have- put  it, 
after  prttcii//^.        Sj/mpson.  .^., ,. 

Either  reading  comes  tu  the  same  thing. 

4  The  fountain  of  €Ul  honours,  plays  and  pleasures,^  The  variation  in  tb^text  was  proposed 
%y  Mr.  Sympson. 


Act  f .  &:ene  1.] 


A  WIFE  f  OR  A  Month. 


Hi 


Evan.  My  father  was  no  bawd,  sir, 
Nor  of  that  worshipful  stock,  as  1  remember. 
~    iSrJT.  You  are  a  fuoi ! 

Evan*  YouVe  that  I  shame  to  tell  you ! 

Fred.  Gentle  Evanthe ! 

Evan.  The  gracious  Queen,  siry 
Is  well  and  merry,  lieav'n  be  thanked  for  it; 
And,  as  J  think,  she  waits  you  in  the  garden. 

Fred.  Let  her  wait  there ;  I  talk  not  of 
I  talk  of  thee,  sweet  flower.      [her  garden ; 

Evan.  Your  grace  is  pleasant^ 
To  mistake  a  nettle  for  a  rose. 

Fred.  No  rose, 
Nor  lily,  nor  no  glorious  hyacinth, 
Are  of  that  sweetness,  whiteness,  tenderness, 
Softness,  and  satisfying  blessedness, 
As  my  f  vanthe. 

Evan.  Your  grace  speaks  very  feelingly: 
t  would  not  be  a  handsome  wench  in  your 
For  a  new  gown.  [^^h  sir, 

Fred.  Thou  art  all  handsomeness; 
Nature  will  be  asham'd  to  frame  another 
Now  thou  art  made  ;  th'  hast  robb*d  her  of 

her  cunning : 
Each  several  part  about  thee  is  a  beauty. 

Sur.  DVou  hear  this,  sister? 

Evan.  Yes,  unworthy  brother ! 
But  all  this  will  not  do.' 

Fred.  But  love,  Evanthe, 
Thou  shalt  have  more  than  words,  wealth, 
My  tender  wench.  [ease,  and  honours, 

Evan.  Be  tender  of  my  credit,  [you. 

And  I  shall  love  you,  sir,  and  I  shall  honour 

Fred.  1  love  thee  to  enjoy  thee,my  Evanthe, 
To  ftive  thee  the  content  of  love. 

Evan.  Hold,  hold,  sir,  [^ayj 

You  are  too  fleet:  I  have  some  business  this 
Your  Grace  can  ne'er  content. 

Sor.  You  stubborn  toy  ! 

Evan.  Good  my  lord  Bawd,  I  thank  ^you  ! 

Fred.  Thou  shalt  not  go.     Believe  me, 
sweet  Evanthe, 
So  high  I  will  advance  thee  for  this  favour. 
So  rich  and  potent  I  will  raise  thy  fortune, 
And  thy  friends  mighty 

Evan.  Good  your  (5race,  be  patient; 
I^'sball  make  the  worst  honourable  wench 

that  ever  was, 
Shame  your  discretion,  and  your  choice. 

J^rfrf.  Thou  shalt  not,  [glorious, 

Evan.  Shall  I  be  rich,  do  yon  say,  and 
And  shine  above  the  rest,  and  scorn  all  beau- 
And  mighty  in  eornmand  f  [ties, 

Fred.  Th6u  shaltj)e  any  thing. 

Evan.  Let  me  be  honest  too,  and  then  I'll 
thank  you. 
Have  you  not  such  a  title  to  bestow  too  } 
If  I  prove  otherwise,  Vd  know  but  this,  sir; 
Can  all  the  power  you  have,  or  all  the  riches, 


But  cie  men's  tongues  up  from  discoursing 

of  me, 
Their  eyes  from  gazing  at  my  glorious  folly, 
Time  that  shall  come,  from  wond'rint;  at  my 
impudence,  Jcursesf 

And  they  that  read  my  wanton  lite,  from 
Cs^i  you  do  this  ?  have  you  thismagick  in  you  ? 
This  is  not  in  your  power,  tho*  you  be  a 

prince,  .sir. 
No  more  than  evil  is  in  holy  angels. 
Nor  I,  I  hope.  Get  wantonness  confirmed 
By  act  of  parliament  an  honqjity, 
And  so  received  by  all,  Til  hearken  to  you. 
Heav'n  guide  your  Grace ! 

Fred.  Evanthe,  stay  a  little ! 
ril  no  more  wantonness ;  I'll  marry  tliee- 

Evan.  What  shall  the  Queen  do  ? 

Fred.  I'll  be  divorc'd  from  her. 

Evan.  Can  you  tell  why  ?  What  has  she 

done  against  you  ?  [son  ? 

Has  she  contriv'd  a  treason  Against  your  per- 

Abus'd  your  bed.?  Does  disobedience  urge 

Fred.  That's  all  one  ;  'tis  my  will,    [you? 

Evan.  Tis  a  most  wicked  one, 
A  most  absurd  one,  and  will  shew  a  monster  I 
Vd  rather  be  a  whore,  and  with  less  sin. 
To  your  present  lust,  than  queen  to  your  in- 
justice. 
Yours  is  no  love,  Faith  and  Religion  fly  it, 
Nor  has  no  taste  of  fair  affection  in  it. 
Some  hellish  flame  abuses  your  fair  body,  • 
And  hellish  furies  blow  it.  ZiOok  behind  you: 
Divorce  you  from  a  woman  of  her  beauty. 
Of  her  integrity,  her  piety, 
Her  love  to  you,  to  all  that  honours  you, 
Her  chaste  and  virtuous  love?  are  these  fit 
causes.'  [you.? 

What  will  you  do  to  me,  when  I  have  cloy'd 
You  may  find  time  out  in  eternity. 
Deceit  and  violence  in  heav'nly  justice, 
Life  in  the  grave,  and  death  among  the  bless'd, 
Ere  stain  or  brack  in  her  sweet  reputation. 
'     Sor.  You've  fool'd  enough ;  be  wise  now^ 

and  a  woman ! 
You've  shevv'd  a  modesty  sufficient. 
If  not  too  much,  for  court. 

.Evan.  You've  shew'd  an  impudence 
A  more  experienc'd  bawd  would  blubh  and 
You'll  make  my  kindred  mighty  ?  [shake  at ! 

Fred.  'Prithee  hear  me  ! 

Evan.  I  do,  sir,  and  I  count  it  a  groat  offer. 

Fred.  Any  of  thine.  [nouP  on  them, 

Evan.  1'is  like  enough  you  may  clap  h(M 
But  how  'twill  sit,  and  how  men  wfil  adore  it, 
Is  still  the  question.  I'll  tell  you  what,  they 'I  i 
-    say,  sir,  '  [too; 

What  the  report  will  be,  and  'twill  be  true, 
(And   it  must  needs  be  comfort  to  your 
master*!) 


^  And  it  nrnst  needs  be  comfort  to  your  master.]  Who  was  Frederick's  master?  Preferment 
had  been  promised  to  her  kindred,  by  whom  her  brother  Sorano  is  chiefly  intended,  who  was 
pandar  and  minister  of  Frederick's  lusts.     I  read  therefore, 

*•  And  it  must  needs  be  com  fart  to  your  minister.*        Seward. 

Undoiibtedly,  Evantlie  turns  to  SoranO;  and  addresses  this  line  to  him.        J.  N, 
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*  These  afe  the  issues  of  her  impudence.' 
riJ  tell  your  Grace,  so  dear  I  hold  the  queen, 
So  dear  that  honour  that  she  nursM  me  up  in^ 
I'd  first  take  to  me,  for  inj  lust,  a  Moi^^ 
One  of  your  galley-slaves,  that   cold  and 

liunger>    ^ 
Decrcpid  misery,  had  made  a  mock-mau^ 
Than  be  your  queen ! 

Fred,  YouVe  bravely  res<ilute. 

Evan.  Vd  rather  be  a  leper,  and  be  shiinil'd. 
And  die  by  pieces,  rot  into  my  grave. 
Leaving  no  memory  behind  to  know  me, 
Than  be  a  high  whore  to  eternity ! 

Fred,  You  have  another  gamester^  I  per- 
ceive by  ye ; 
You  durst  not  slight  me  else* 

Sor.  1*11  find  hmi  out ;  [him  ; 

Tlio'  he  lie  next  thy  heart  hid,  Til  discover 

And,  ye  proud  peat,  i^ll  make  yon  curse  your 

insolence!  [fleav'n, 

Val.  Tongue  of  an  angel,  and  the  truth  of 
Ik>w  am  I  blest!  [Rvit, 

St}r,  Podramo,  go  in  haste  [well) 

To  my  sister's  gentlewoman ;  (you  know  her 
And  bid  her  send  her  mistress  presently 
The  lesser  cabinet  she  keeps  her  letters  in, 
And  such-like  toys^  and  bring  it  to  me  in- 
stantly.    Away  1 

Pod,  Fm  gonej  [Exit, 

•      Enter  the  Queen,  with  tz»0  ladia, 
Sor,  The  Queen  ! 

Fred,  Let's  quit  the  place ;  she  may  grow 

jealous.         [Exeunt  Fred,  and  Strrdno. 

Queen.  So  sudcienly  departed !  what's  the 

reas(m  ? 

Does  my  approach  displease  his  Grace  ?  are 

my  eyes 
So  hateful  to  him  ?  or  my  conversation 
Infected,  that  he  flies  me?  Fair  Evanthe ! 
Are  you  there  ?  then  I  see  his  sliame. 

Evan.  Tis  true,  mndnm, 
^r  has  pleased  his  goodness  to  be  pleasant 
with^hie. 
Queen.  'Tis  strange  to  find  thy  modesty  in 
this  plac  e !  [hi in  ? 

Does  the  king  offer  fair  ?  does  thy  face  take 
Ne'er  blushj  £vanthc,  'tis  a  very  sweet  one. 
Does  he  rain  gold,  and  precious  promises. 
Into  thy  lap?  will  he  acfvance  tliy  fortunes? 
Shalt  tliott  be  mighty,  wench? 

Droit.  Never  mock,  madam; 
STis  rather  on  your  pari  to  be  lamented. 
At  least  reveng'd.    I  can  be  mighty,  lady. 
And  glorious  too,  glorious  and  great  as  you 
Queen,  He'll  marry  thee  ?  fare. 

Evan,  Vyiio  would  not  be  a  queen,  madam? 
Queen,  ^Yih  true,  Evanthe,  'tis  a  brare  am- 
bition, 
A  eolden  dream,  that  may  delude  a  good  mind. 
What  shall  become  of  me? 

Evan,  You  must  learn  to  pray ; 
Your  age  and  honour  will  become  a  nunnery. 
Queen,  Wilt  chou  remember  me  ? 

[Weept, 


Eva$t.  She  weeps !— Sweet  lady. 
Upon  my  knees  I  ask  your  sacred  pardon. 
For  my  rude  boldness ;  and  know,  my  sweet 

mistress, 
If  e'er  there  were  ambition  in  Evanthe, 
It  was  and  is  to  do  you  faithful  duties. 
Tis  true  1  have  been  tempted  by  the  king. 
And  with  no  few  mid  potent  cbfirms;  to  wrong 

To  tiolate  the  cfavitc  joys  of  your  bed ; 
And,  those  not  taking  hold,  to  usurp  youf 

.state : 
But  she  that  hits  been  brbd  up  under  ye. 
And  dail}r  f^d  upon  your  viruions  precepts, 
Stilt  growing  strong  by  example  of  your  good* 

nesS) 
Having  no  errant  motion  from  Ob^ieuce, 
Flies  from  these  vanities,  as  mere  illusions. 
And,  arm'd  with  honesty,  defies  all  premises ! 
In  token  of  this  truth,  1  lay  my  life  down 
Under  your  sacred  fbot,  to  do  you  service. 
Queen.  Rise,  my  true  friend^  thou  virtuoui 

bud  of  beauty  !        ^  Frish  ! 

Thou  virgins'  honour,  sweetly  blow  and  flou- 
And  that  rude  nipping  wind  that  seeks  to 

blast  thee. 
Or  taint  thy  f oot^  he  curs'd  to  all  posterity  i 
To  my  protection  from  this  hour  I  take  yc'j 

Yes,  and  the  king  shall  know 

Evan.  Give  his  heat  way,  rotfdam, 
And  'twill  go  out  again  j  he  may  forgot  all. 

[Ej:eu7it; 

inter  HamiUo,  Cleantiei,  and  Menallo, 
Cum.  What  have  we  to  do  with  the  times  } 
we  can't  cure  'em.  [surfeits/ 

Let  'em  go  on  :  \\'hen  they  are  swoln  witif 
They'll  Uurst  ai)d  stink ;  then  all  the  world 
shall  smell  'cm. 
'  Cle.  A  mtCn  may  liVe  a  baivd,  and  be  anf 
honest  man. 
Men.  Yes,  and  a  wise  mM)  too;  it  is  tf 

virtuous  cailling. 
Catn,  To  his  own  wife  especially,  or  to  hi# 
sister, 
The  nearer  to  his  own  blood,  still  the  honeiter  r 
There  want  such  honest  men;  'would  we  had 
more  of  'em  I 
Men.  To  be  a  villain  is  ho' such  rude  mittten 
Cam,  No,  if  he  be  a  neat  one,  and  a  perfect ; 
Art  makes  all  excellent.  What  is  it,  gentlemen^- 
In  a  good  cause  to  kill  a  dozen  coxcombs, 
That  blunt  rude  fellows  call  good  patriots? 
Nothing,  nor  ne'er  look'd  after. 

Men.  'Tis  e'en  as  much. 
As  easy  too,  as  honest,  imd  as  clear/ 
1  o  lavish  matrotis,  and  deflower  coy  wenches  i 
But  here  tliey  are  so  williiig,'tis  a  complimcnt.- 
Cle,  To  pull  down  churches  with  preten- 
sion  [nour;^ 

To  build  'em  fairer,  maybe  done  i¥ith  lio«' 
And  all  this  time  believe  no  God. 
^  Cam.  I  think  so ; 

Tis  fjditli  enough  if  tbey  name  him  in  thtii 
aagers, 
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Or  on  their  rotten  tombs'  engrave  an  angel. 
Well»  brave  ^^phonso,  how  happy  had  we 
If  thou  hadst  reign'd  !  [been, 

Men.  'Would  I  had  his  disease, 
Tied,  like  a  leprosy,  to  my  poeterity, 
$0  he  were  ri^Iit  again  ! 

CU.  What  18  his  malady  ? 

Cam,  Nothing  but  sad  ^nd  silent  melan- 
choly, 
I>aden  with  griefs  and  thoughts,  no  man 

knows  why  neither. 
The  good  Brandino,  father  to  tiic  princes*. 
Used  all  the  art  and  industry  that  might  be, 
To  free  Aiphonso  from  this  dull  calamity, 
And  seat  him  in  his  rule ;  he  was  his  eldest, 
And  noblest  too,  had  nut  fair  Nature  stoptin 

him, 
For  which  cause  this  was  chosen  to  iuhcrit, 
Frederick  the  youuger. 

Cle.  Does  he  use  his  brother 
With  that  respect  and  honour  that  befits  him  ? 

Cam.  He  is  kept  privately,  as  they  pretencl, 
To  give  more  ease  and  comfort  to  his  sickness; 
But  he  lias  honest  servants,  the  grave  Itugio, 
And  friar  Marco,  that  wait  upon  liis  person, 
And  in  a  monastery  he  lives. 

Men.  Tw  full  of  sadness, 
To  see  him  when  he  comes  to  his  father's  tomb, 
(As  once  a  day  that  is  his  pilgrimage, 
Whilst  in  devotion  the  choir  sings  an  anthem) 
How  piously  he  kneels,  and,  like  a  virgin 
That  some  cross  fate  had  cozcn'd  of  her  love, 
Wcteps  'till  the  stubborn  marble  sweats  with 

pity, 
And  to  his  groans  the  whole  choir  bears  a 
chorus ! 

finter  Frederick,  Sorano  wUh  the  cabinet,  anti 
Podramn, 
Cam.  So  do  I  too.    The  k^ng,  with  his  con- 
trivers ! 
This  is  no  place  for  us.  [Exwt^t  lojrdti* 

Fred.  This  is  a  jewel !         ' 
)uay  it  aside.     What  paper's  th^t? 

'Pod.  A  letter; 
^ut  'tis  a  woman's,  sir,  I  know  by  the  hand, 
And  the  false  orthography;  they  write  old 
Salmon. 
Ifred,  May-be  her  ghostly  mother's  tliat 

instructs  her. 
Sor,  No,  'tis  a  cousin*^  apd  csmi  up  with 

a  great  cake. 
Fred.  What'^that? 

Sor,  A  pair  o f  glovef  thf^  di^chc^s  gave  her ; 
I'or  so  the  outside  says. 
Fred,  That  other  paper  I 
Sor.  A  charm  for  t^e  tooth-ach ;  here's  no- 
thing but  saints  and  cros&fs. 
fred.  Look  in  that  box;  methinks,  that 
*  should  hold  secrcta. 


Pad,  Tis  pain^  and  curb  of  hair ;  sha 
'gins  to  exercise. 
A  glass  of  water  too ;  I  would  fain  taste  it. 
But  I  am  wickedly  afraid  'twill  silence  me; 
Never  a  conduit-pipe  to  convey  this  water  f 
Sor.  These  are  all  rings,  deaths'-heads,  and 
such  memento's. 
Hi  r  grandmother  and  wornv«eaten  aunts  left 

to  her. 
To  tell  her  what  her  beauty  must  arrive  at. 
Fred,  That,  that? 

Pod.  They're  written  songs,  sir,  to  provokf 
young  ladies, 
liord,  here's  a  pniyer-book  !  how  these  agree ! 
Here's  a  strange  union  ! 
$or.  Ever  by  a  surfeit 
^  Yuu  have  a  juicn  set,  to  cool  the  patient. 
Fred,  Those,  those  ? 

Sor.  They're  verses :  *  To  the  blest  Eyanthe/ 
Fred.  Those  may  discover. 
Read  them  out,  Son^np. 

TO  niE  BLEfiT  EYANTIIK. 
Let  those  complain  that  feel  Love's  cruelty, 

And  in  sad  legends  write  their  woes; 
With  roses  gently  h'has  corrected  me. 

My  war  is  without  rage  or  blows: 
My  mistress'  eyes  shine  JFair  on  my  desires. 
And  hope  sprii^s  up  inflam'd  with  her  new 
fires. 
No  more  an  ^nWe  will  I  ((wellj,  * 

With  foldetl  armSj,  and  sighs  all  day, 
Reck'ning  the  torments  of  my  hell, 
And  flinging  my  sweet  joys  away: 
I  am  cail'd  home  again  to  quiet  peace. 
My  mistress  smiles,  and  all  my  sorrows cease^ 
Yet  what  is  living  in  her  eye, 

Or  being  blcsc  with  her  sweet  tongue, 
If  these  no  other  joys  imply? 

A  golden  gyve  »,  a  pleasing  wrong : 
To  be  your  own  but  one  poor  Month,  Fd 
give  [live ! 

My  youth,  my  fortmie,  and  then  leave  to 

Fred.  This  is  my  rival;  that  I  knew  the 

hand  no.w ! 
Sor.  1  know  it,  I  have  seen  it ;  'tis  Valerie's, 
That  hopeful  gentleman's  that  was  brought  up 
With  you,  and,  by  your  charge,  nourish'd 

and  fed 
At  the  same  table,  with  the  same  allowance. 

Fred,  And  all  this  courtesy  to  ruin  roc  ? 
Cross  my  desires  ?  H'had  better  have  fed 

humblier. 
And  stood  at  greater  distance  from  my  fury ! 
Go  for  him  quickly,  find  him  instantly, 
Whilst  my  impatient  heart  swells  high  with 

choler ! 
Better  have  lov'd  Despair,  and  safer  kiss'c^ 

her !         [Exeunt  Sorufio  and  Podratno^ 


T  Or  on  their  rotten  tombs  ettgraye  an  angel,]  Mr.  Sympson  wishes  to  read  '  o'er  thei^- 
rotten  bones; '  but  we  see  no  need  of  change. 

** JMer  to  the  princess.]  Altered  in  1750. 

^  Pjfve.]  See  note  SQ  on  Beggars'  Busk 
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Enter  Evanthe  and  Cassandra, 
Evan,  Thou  old  weak  fool !  dost  thou 
know  to  what  end, 
To  what  betraying  end,  he  got  this  casket? 
Durst  thou  deliver  him,  witlioutniy  ring, 
Or  a  command  from  mine  own  mouth,  that 

cabinet 
Tiiat  holds  my  heart  ?  You  uncoosid'rate  ass, 
You  brainless  idiot !  , 

Cos.  1  saw  you  go  with  him, 
^t  the  Brst  word  commit  your  person  to  him. 
And  make  no  scruple;  lie's  your  brother's 

gentleman. 
And,  for  any  thing  I  know,  an  honest  man ; 
And  might  not  I  upon  the  same  security 
pelivcr  him  a  bon  ? 

Evaiu  A  bottle-head !     ' 
Fred.  You  shall  have  cause  to  chafe,  as  I 
will  handle  it.  [pirates, 

Evan.  I'd  rather  th'  hadst  deliver  d  me  to 
Bctray'd  me  to  uncurstbie  diseases. 
Hung  up  my  picture  in  a  market-place  »*, 
And  sold  me  to  vile  bawds  " ! 
Cm.  As  I  take  it,  madam. 
Your  maidenhead  lies  not  in  that  cabinet ; 
You  have  a  closer,  and  you  keep  tlie  key  too : 
Why  are  you  vex*d  thus? 

Evan.  \  could  curse  thee  wickedly. 
And  wish  thee  more  deform'd  tlian  age  can 

make  thee  ! 
Perpetual  hmiger,  and  no  teeth  to  satisfy  it ", 
Wait  on  thee  still,  nor  sleep  be  found  to  ease 
it!  [palsy 

Those  hands  that  gave  the  casket,  may  the 
For  ever  make  unuseful,  ev'n  to  feed  thee ! 
Long  winters,  that  thy  bones  may  turn  to 

icicles 
No  hell  can  thaw  again,  inhabit  by  thee  ! 
Is  thy  care  like  thy  body,  all  one  crookedness? 
How  scurvily  thou  criest  now !  like  a  drunk-? 

ard! 
I'll  have  as  pure  tears  from  a  dirty  spout. 
Do,  swear  thou  didst  this  ignorantly^  swei^r 

it,  . 

Swear  and  be  damn'd,  thou  half  witch !  J 


Cum.  These  are  fine  words ! 
Well,  madam,  madam ! 

Evan.  Tis  not  well,  thou  mumm^  ! 

Tis  imnudently,  basely  done,  tliou  dirty «- 

Fred.  Has  your  young  sanctity  done  railing, 
madam. 
Against  your  innocent  ^squire  ?  Do  you  see 

this  sonnet, 

This  loving  script?  d'you  know  from  whence 

it  came  too  ? 

Evan.  I  do,  and  dare  avouch  it  pure  and 

honest.  [^ady, 

Fred.  You've  private  visitants,  my  noble 

That  in  sweet  numbers  court  your  goodlr 

virtues. 
And  to  the  height  of  adoration. 

Ev(m.  Well,  sir. 
There's  neither  heresy  nor  treason  in  it. 
Fred,  A  prince  may  beg  at  the  door,  whilst 
these  feast  with  ye ; 
A  favour  or  a  grace  *3,  from  such  as  I  am,  • 

Enter  Valcrio  and  Podramo. 
Coarse  common  things— You  re  welcome! 

'Pray  come  ntar,  sir : 
D  you  know  tiiis  paper? 

Vnl.  I'm  betray  a  ! — I  do,  sir  ; 
1'is  n)ine,  my  hand  and  heart.     If  I  die  for' 
her,  [me. 

I  am  thy  martyr,  Love,  and  time  shall  honour 
Cos.  You  saucy  sir^  tliatcamein  my  lady's 
name 
For  her  gilt  cabinet,  you  cheating  sir  too. 
You  scurvy  usher,  with  as  scurvy  legs. 
And  a  worse  face,  thou  poor  base  hanging* 
holder,  [mouth? 

How  durst  thou  come  to  me  with  a  lie  in  thj 

An  impudent  lie 

Pod.  Holla,  good  Gill !  you  hobble. 

Qa$.  A  stinking  lie,  more  stinking  than  the 

teller?  [rascals 

To  play  the  pilfering  knave?  There  have  been 

Brought  up  to  fetch  and  carry,  like  your 

worship,  •  [are  daily ; 

That  have  been  hang'd  for  less;  whipt  there 

And  if  the  law  will  do  mo  right 


^^  Hung  up  my  picture,,  &c.]  This  seems  to  allude  to  a  custom  which  formerly  was  frequent 
at  Naples,  ot  hanging  up  the  pictures  of  the  most  celebrated  courtezans  in  the  public  parts 
of  the  town,  to  sen'e  as  directions  where  they  lived.  See  Mrs.  Behn's  play  of  The  Rover, 
or  Banished  Cavaliers,  where  the  scene  is  laid  in  the  same  place.         K. 

»»  And  mddme  to  wild  bawds.']  This  may  possibly  be  right;  but  had  any  of  the  copies  run 
thus, '  to  x:ild  bawds,'  I  should  liave  made  no  scruple  to  prefer  it  as  better.         Sympson. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  Author's  writing  vilde,  which  word,  modernized,  is  vile. 

"  Perpetual  hunger,  and  no  teeth  to  satisfy  it.]  That  a  person  may  be  perpetually  hungry 
whether  he  has  teeth  or  no  is  very  evident ;  may  we  not  then  wish  that,  instead  of  teethy  the 
Poets  had  wrote, 

< , Nq  ffi^at  to  satisfy  it.'        Sympsonm 

^  Afavtmr  or  a  grace  from  such  as  I  am^ 
Coarse  common  things."]  The  sense  here  is  easy  enough,  but  the  expression  labours.    I 
would  read, 

*  A  favour  or  a  grace,  for  such  as  I  am 

*  Coarse  common  things — You're  welcome,'  &c. 

t.  €.  such  coarse  common  things  as  I  am  are  not  worthy  of  a  grace^  4'?«        Symps<m. 
We  see  no  difficulty  here,  either  of  sense  or  expression^ 
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Pod.  What  then;  old  maggot? 
Co«.  Thy  mother  was  carted  younger.— 
I'll  have  Ihv  hide,  [whip  «*, 

Th)r  mangy  hide,  embroidered  with  a  aog- 
Hs  it  is  now  with  potent  pox,  and  thicker. 
Fred.  PeaO?,good  totiquity !  I*J1  have  yonr 
bontes  else 
brouod  into  gunpowder  to  shoot  at  cat»with. 
One  word  more,  and  1*11  blanch  thee  like  an 
almond :  [ness 

There's  no  such  cnre  for  the  she-falling  sick- 
As  the  powder  of  a  dried  bawd's  skin.     Be 
silent!^—  [sir; 

You're  very  prodigal  of  your  service  hcre^ 
Of  your  lite  more,  it  seems. 

Val,  I  repent  neitlier ; 
Because,  your  Grace  shall  undterstand^  it 
conies  [tiou ; 

From  the  beit  part  of  lov^,  my  pure  affec- 
And,  kindled  with  chaste  flame,!  will  not  fly 
If  it  he  error  to  desire  to  marry,       ffrom't. 
And  marry  her  that  sanctity  would  dote  on^ 
I've  done  amiss ;  if  it  be  a  treason 
To  graft  my  soul  to  virtue,  and  to  girOw  there, 
To  love  the  tree  that  bears  such  happiness, 
(Conceive  me,  sir;   this  fruit  was  ne'er  for- 
bidden) 
Nay,  to  desire  to  tastfe  too,  I  am  traitor. 
Had  you  but  plants  enough  of  thil  blest  tree, 

sir. 
Set  round  about  your  court,  to  beautify  it. 
Deaths  twice  so  many,    to  dismay  the  ap- 
proachers,  [lovers. 

the  ground  would  ^Arre  yield  gttives  to  noble 
Fred.  Tis  well  maintained.   You  wish  and 
pray  to  Fortune,  [prayers) 

Here  in  your  soimet,  (and  she  baS  heard  jyour 
So  much  you  dote  upon  your  own.undo]u<r, 
Bui  one  Month  to  enj<iy  her  as  your  Wife, 
Tho'  at  the  expiring  of  that  time  you  die  for't. 
VaL  I  could  wish  many,  many  ages,  sir ; 
To  grow  as  old  as  Time  in  her  embraces. 
If  ileav'n  would  grant  it,  and  you  smile  upon 
it :  [perish. 

But  if  my  choice  were  two  hours,  and  tiien 
I  would  not  pull  my  heart  bdck. 

Fred,  You've  your  wish  : 
Tomorrow  I  will  see  you  nobly  married ; 
Your  Month  take  out  in  all  content  and  plea- 
sure; 


The  first  day  of  die  following  Month  you  did 

for't. 
Kneel  not !  not  all  yonr  prayers  can  divert 
me.—  [lady  I 

Now  mark  your  sentence;  mark  it,  scornful 
If,  when  Valerio's  dead,  within  twelve  hours, 
(For  that's  yonr  latest  time)  you  find  not  out 
Another  husband,  on  the  same  condition 
To  marry  you  again,  you  die  yourself  too  I 
Fkfan,  Now  you  are  merciful!   I  thank 

your  Grace ! 
I^ed,  If,  when  you're  married,  you  but 
seek  to  'scape 
Out  of  the  kingdom,  yon,  or  she,  or  both. 
Or  to  infeOt  men's  minds  with  hot  comm 


;  commo* 


tions, 


You  die  both  iuMantly  !-^Will  you  love  m^ 

now,  lady  ?  [you ! 

My  tale  will  now  be  heard  ;  but  now  I  scorn 

[Exeunt  onmet prater  Valerio  aud  Enantht^ 

Evan»  Is  oar  tair  love,  our  honesty  our  en* 

Cume  to  this  hazard  ?  [tire^ 

VaL  Tis  a  noble  oiie. 
And  I  am  much  in  love  with  Malice  fot  it ; 
Envy  could  not  have  stndied  me  a  way, 
Nor  Fortune  pointed  out  a  path  to  Honotir^ 
Straighfcer  and  nobler,  if  ^e  had  her  eyes. 
When  I  haVe  once  enjoy 'd  my  sweet  £vanthe» 
And  blest  my  youth  with  her  mOst  dear  ent* 

braces, 
I've  done  my  journey  here,  my  day  is  out  s 
All  that  the  world  has  else  is  fooleryi 
Labour,  and  loss  of  time.  What  should  I  livd 

for  ?  [^^ppy* 

Think  but  mhn's  life  a  Month,  and  we  ar^ 
I  would  not  have  my  joys  grow  old  for  any 

thing: 
A  Paradise,  as  thou  art>  my  Evanthe, 
Is  only  made  to  wonder  at  a  little^ 
Enough  for  human  eyes,  an4  then  to  wander 
from.  [me  1 

Come,  do  ilot  weep,  sweet;  you  dishonoui^ 
Your  tears  and  griefs  but  (question  my  ability^ 
Whether  I  dare  die.    Do  you  love  entirely  ? 

Evan,  You  know  I  do. 

VaL  Then  grudge  not  my  felicity. 

Evan,  Vl\  to  the  Queen. 

Vaf.  Do  any  thing  that's  honest ; 
But,  if  you  sue  to  him,  in  death  I  hate  you ! 

[Exeunti 


>  ■■  embtoidef'd  with  a  dog-^hip^ 

And  it  a  aoiD,&c.j  Mr^  Synipsoii,withoutgiving  any  reaSOn,fiingly  furnishes  this  reading 


ACT   IL 


SCENE  t 

JSnier  Vamillo,  Cleanthet,  and  Udentilio, 

Cum,  \\fAS  there  ever  heard  of  such  a 
*  "    marriage  ? 
Men.  Marriage  and  hanging  go  by  destiny; 
^is  the  old  proverb;  now  they  come  together. 


Ctt.  But  a  Month  married,  then  td  lose  hit 

life  for't  f  [diers. 

I'd  have  a  long  Mondi  sure,  that  pays  tlie  8ol* 

Enter  Ton^y  with  an  urinaL 
Cam,  Or  get  all  the  almanacks  burnt,  (that 
were  a  rare  trick) 


«:8 


A  WIFE  FOR  A  MONTlf. 


[Act  ^.  Scene  1. 


And  have  noMooth  remembered.  How  now, 

Whose  water  are  you  casting  ?  [Tony  ? 

Tuni/.  A  sick  fiei)tleinan*s, 
Is  very  sick,  much  troubled  with  the  stone ; 
lie  should  not  live  above  a  Mouth,  hy*s  urine: 
About  St.  David^s  Day  *sit  will  go  hard  with 
him ;  f  too. 

He*Il  then  be  troubled  with  a  pain  \h  his  neck 
Men.  A  pestilent  tool  I    When  wilt  thou 

nmrry,  Tony? 

Toni/.  When  I  mean  to  be  hanp'd  ;  and  'tis 

the  surer  contract.  ^     [ Valerio's  ? 

Cle.  What  think  you  of  this  njarriap;e  of 

Toni/,  They  have  given  him  a  hot  custard, 

And  mean  to  burn  his  mouth  with*t.    Had  I 

known 

He  had  heen  ^ivcn  to  die  honourably,  [one, 

I  would  have  hcip*d  him  to  a  wench,  a  rare 

Should  have  kilFd  him  in  three  weeks,  and 

sav'd  the  sentence. 

Cam.  There  be  them  would  have  spared  ten 

days  of  that  too.  [virtues : 

Toni/.  It  may  be  so ;  youVe  women  of  all 

There  be  some  ^uns  that  I  could  bring  him  to. 

Some  mortar-pieces   that  are    placed  i'  th' 

suburbs. 
Would  tear  him  into  quarters  in  two  hours; 
There  be  also  of  the  race  of  the  old  cock- 
atrices, [on  him. 
That  would  dispatch  him  with  once  looking 
Men.  What  Month  wouldst  thou  chusc, 
If  thou  hadit  the  like  fortune?  [Tony, 

Tvny.  1  would  chuse 

A  njulVd  sack  Month,  to  comfort  my  belly ; 

for  sure  [end. 

My  hack  would  akc  for  it;  and,  at  the  Month's 

I'd  be  roost  dismally  drunk,  and  scorn  the 

gallows.  . 

Jilen,  I  would  chuse  March,  for  I  would 

come  in  like  a  lion. 
Ton}/.  But  you'd  go  out  like  a  lamb,  when 

you  went  to  hanging. 
Cam.  I  would  take  April,  take  the  sweet 
o'  th'  year. 
And  kiss  my  wench  upon  the  tender  fluwrets. 
Tumble  on  every  green,  and,  a&  the  birds 

sung, 
lSnibrdce,and  melt  away  my  soul  in  pleasure. 
Tofiy.  You'd  go  a-maying  gaily  to  the  gal- 
Cle,  'Prithee  tell  us  some  news.       [lows. 
Tony.  I'll  tell  ye  all  I  know : 
You  may  be  honest,,  and  poor  fools,  as  I  am. 
And  blow  vour  fingers'  ends. 
CMtn.  Tf^at's  no  news,  fool. 
Tony.  You  may  be  knaves  then  when  you 
please,  stark  knaves, 
And  build  fair  houses;  but  your  heirs  eliall 
have  none  of  'em. 
Men.  'j'hese  are  undoubted. 
Tony.  Truth's  not  worth  the  hearing  ! 
I'll  tell  you  news  then  :  There  was  a  drunken 
SJiilor,  [a-milking, 

That  got  a  mermaid  with-child  as  she  weut 


And  now  she  sues  him  in  the  bawdv-court 
for't;  l^street/ 

The  infant  monster  is  brought  up  in  Fish- 
Caw.  Ay,  thisis  ^omethinn!  [taken, 
Tony.^  ril  tell  you  more;  there  was  a  tisli 
A  monstrous  fiith,  with  a  sword  by's  side,  a 
Ions  svvnrd,  [^im, 
A  pike  in's  neck,  and  aeua  in's  nose,  a  nuge 
And  letters  of  mart  in's  mouth,  from  tba 
duke  of  Florence. 
Cle.  This  is  a  monstrous  lie ! 
Tony.  I  do  confess  it: 
Do  you  think  I'd  tell  you  truths,  that  dare 

not  hear  'em  ? 

You're  honest  things,'  we  courtiers  scorn  to 

converse  with.       *  [Exit, 

Cam.  A  pUiiuy  fool !  But  let's  consider, 

jgentlenien,  [sentence ; 

Why  the  Queen  strives  not  to  oppose  this 

The  kingdom's  honour  suflfcrs  in  this  cruelty. 

Men.  No  doubt  the  Queen,  tho'  she  be 

virtuous. 

Winks  at  the  marriage ;  for  by  that  only  means 

The  king's  flame  lessens  to  the  youthful  lady. 

If  not  goes  out;  within  this  Month,  I  doubt 

not, 

She  hopes  to  rock  asleep  his  anger  also. 

Shall  we  go  see  the  preparation  ?     [wonder. 

'Tis  time,  for  strangers  come  to  view  the 

Cam.  Come,  let's  away.   Send  mv  friends 

happier  weddings !  [j&rfunl. 

Eater  Queen  and  Evanthe, 
Queen.  You  shall  be  merry;   come,   I'fl 
have  it  so : 
Cmi  there  be  any  nature  so  unnoble. 
Or  anger  so  inhuman,  to  pursue  this? 
Eran.  I  fear  there  is. 
Queen.  Your  fears  are  poor  and  foolish. 
Tho'  he  be  hasty,  and  his  antfcr  death. 
His  will  like  torrents  not  to  be  resisted. 
Yet  law  and  justice  go  alonj!:  to  guide  him; 
Aud  what  law,  or  what  justice,  can  he  ilnd 
To  justify  his  will?  what  act  or  statute. 
By  numan  or  divine  establishment. 
Left  to  direct  us,  that  makes  marriage  death  7 
Honest  fair  wedlock?  Twas  given  for  en- 
crease, 
For  preservation  of  mankind,  I  take  it ; 
He  nuist  be  more  than  man  then  that  dare 

break  it. 
Come,  dress  you  handsomely ;  you  shall  have 
my  jewels,  ^  [tune; 

A  nd  put  a  face  on  that  contemns  base  for' 
Twill  make  him  more  insult  to  see  you  fear- 
Outlook  his  anger.  [ful ; 

Evan,  Oh,  my  Valerio  ! 

Be  witness,  my  pure  mind,  'tis  thee  I  grieve 

for!  •     [him 

Queen.  But  shew  it  not.  I  would  so  crucify 

With  au  innocent  neglect  of  what  he  can  do, 

A  brave  strong  pi^us  scorn,  that  L  would- 

shake  him  I 


»*  This  Play  was  acted  about  the  latter  end  of  Janumry.        ThcpbaUL 
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put  nil  the  wanton  Cupids  in  thine  eyes, 
Avd  alt  tl)€  Ki-aces  on  that  nature  sjavc  thee ; 
Aiake  up  tby  beauty  to  that  height  of  excet- 

(rii  help  thee,  and  forgive  thee)  as  if  Venus 
Were  now  ai;ain  lo  catch  the  God  of  War, 
III  his  mo^t  ru^i^ed  anger.     When  thou  ha:»t 

him  • 

(Afi  'tistmpossihie  he  should  resist  thee)  [cy, 
And  kneeling  at  thy  conquering  feet  former- 
Then  shew  thy  virtue,  then  again  despise  him, 
And  all  his  jM)wer;  then,  with  a  look  of  ho- 
mier ' 
Minslcd  with  noble  chastity, strike hioi dead! 

Evun.  Good  madam,  dress  mc; 
Von  arm  me  bravely. 

Queen.  Make  him  know  his  cruelty 
pcirins  with  him  rirst;  ha  must  suffor  for  it; 
And  ttiv.t  thy  sentence  is  io  welcome  to  thee, 
And  to  thy  jiobie  lonl,  you  Ion";  to  meet  it. 
Staaiii  such  a  df  ep  impression  of  thy  beauty 
Iitto  his  soul,  and  of  thy  worthiness, 
That  when  Valerio  and  Evan  the  sleep . 
In  one  rich  earthy  huog  round  .about  with 

biossini!S 
Jle  may  run  mad, and  curse  his  act.  Belu^ty; 
ni  teach  t^iee  how  to  die  too,  if  thou  f  ear*st  it. 
EvoJt.  I  thank  your  Grace  !  you  have  pre- 
pared me  strunjly; 

And  my  weak  mind • 

Queen.  Death  is  unwelcome  never, 
Unless  it  be  to  tortur'd  minds  and  sick  souls, 
That  make  their  own  hclU;  it  is  such  a  benefit 
When  it  comes  crownVI  with  honour,  shews 
so  sweet  too  !  [us. 

The'  they  paint  it  ucW,  that's  but  to  restrain 
For  every  hving  tinng  would  love  it  elw, 
Fly  boldly  to  their  peace  ere  Nature  callM 
*cm ;  [hie 

The  rest  we  have  from  labour  and  from  ti  ou- 
Is  some  incitement ;  every  tiling  alike. 
The  poor  slave  that  lies  private  bus  his  liberty, 
As  amply  as  his  master  '^,  in  that  ttjnib 
The  earth  as  light  upon  him,  and  the  flowers 
That  ^row  about  him  smcU  as  sv^eet,  mid 

flourish - 
But  when  we  Iqvc  with  honour  to  our  ends. 
When  memory  anri  virtues  are  our  nioumers. 
What  pleasures  there!  they're  intinitc,  Kvan- 
the.  [senses. 

Only,   my   virtuous  wench,    we  want  our 


That  benefit  were  barr'd,  'twould  make  ut 

proud  else, 
And  luzy*"  to  look  up  to  happier  life. 
The  blessingsof  the  people  would  so  swell  us. 

Ecun.  Good  madam,  dress  ine;  you  have 
drestmy  soul: 
The  merriest  bride  Til  he,  for  all  this  misery, 
Th?  proudest  to  some  eyes  too. 

Queen.  'Twill  do  better; 
Come,  shrink  no  mure. 

Evan,  I  asn  too  confident,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  T'rederick  and^ranc. 
Sor,  You're  too  remiss  and  wanton  in  your 

anc^ers;  fleet  em  t 

You  mould  things  handsomely,  and  then  nej;- 
A  powVful  prince  ithould  be  constant  to  hit 

power  still,  [him. 

And  hold  up  what  he  builds ;  then  people  fear 
Wiicn  he  lets  loose  bis  hand,  it  sliewsa  weak* 

ness. 
And  men  examine  or  contemn  his  fi;rcatncss  i 
A  scorn  of  this  high  Kind  should  have  call'd 
A  revcngrc  equal,  not  a  pity  in  you.  [up 

Fred.  She  is  thy  sister.       • 
Stfr.  An  she  were  my  mother,    [hate  her, 
Wliilst  I  conceive  'tis  you  sh'  has  wron^M,  t 
And  shako  her  nearness  oif.     I  study,  sir, 
Ti>  satisfy  y^iur  answers  that  are  just, 
Before  your  pleasures. 

Fred.  I've  done  that  already, 
I  fear,  has  puU'd  too  many  cuVses  on  me  ! 
'  StfT.  Curses,  or  envies,  on  Valerio's  head 
(VVould  you  take  my  counsel,  sir;  they  should 

all  iiirht, 
And  with  the  weight  not  only  crack  his  scull. 
But  his  fair  credit.  The  exquisite  vexation 
I  have  devised,  (so  please  you  mve  way  in't. 
And  let  it  work)  sljall  more  aftlict  his  soul. 
And  trench  upun  that  honour  that  he  brugs  of, 
'i  h.in  fear  of  death  in  ail  the  frights  he  car- 
ries, [you. 
If  you  sit  down  here,  they  will  both  abuse 
Laugh  at  your  poor  relenting  power,  and 

M'orn  you.  [vou, 

What  s;\ti*5 taction  can  their  dcatlii  brin'^  to 
Tiiat  are  prepar'd,  and   pruud  to  die,  an4 

wiilin-ly. 
And  at  tlieir  ends  will  thank  you  for  thai. 

honour? 
I  low  are  you  nearer  the  desire  you  aim  at? 


"•  3V  poor  xlave  that  lies  private  has  his  liberty^ 
As  amply  as  his  muster,  in  that  t'jfnb, 

The  earth  as  li^ht  upon  him .J  Private  in  its  common  acceptation   would  be  flat 

here,  but  in  its  original  sense  {priratus,  deprived  of  life  and  motion,)  it  uives  the  proper  idea. 
But  why  in  that  tomb?  No  particular  tomb  had  been  specihed ;  1  read  *  the  toiub,'  and  add 
a  verb  to  the  neit  sentence:  ^ 

*  As  amply  as  his  mast«r,  in  the  tomb 

*  The  earth's  as  li^ht  upon  him/  Sevarrf. 

Mr.  Seward's  interpretation  of  private  is  a  false  retinouient:  *  The  tomb'  may  be  right; 
but  the  addition  of  the  verb  flattens  the  text. 

»7  And  lazy. J  The  sense  demands  a  word  of  a  signification  directly  opposite  to  that  which 
qow  occupies  the  text.  Crazy  is  nearest  to  the  present  readint;,  in  sound  and  trace  of  let- 
tors;  but  we  do  not  approve  it  enough. to  obtrude  it  with  coididence  sis  genuine^  though  we 
have  no  doubt  tliut  /a jy  i«  corrupt. 
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[Act  f .  9ceM  U 


Or  if  it  be  reren^e  ycmv  linger  covets, 
^o%v  can  their  single  deatfis  give  joq  con* 

tent,  sir  ? 
Pett^  revenges  end  in  blood,  slight  angers; 
A  prince's  rage  should  find  out  new  diseases; 
Death  were  a  pleniiure  too,  to  pay  proud  fools 

Fred,  What  should  I  do  ?  [with. 

Sor,  Add  but  your  power  unto  me, 
Make  me  but  strong  by  your  protection, 
And  you  shall  see  what  joy,  and  what  delight, 
What  infinite  pleasure  this  poor  Month  shall 
yield  him.  [riage-day, 

ni  make  him  wish  he  were  dead  on  his  mar- 
Or  bed-rid  with  old  age;  Til  make  him  curse. 
And  cry  and  curse,  give  me  but  power. 

Fred.  You  have  it : 
llere,  tak^  my  ring;  I  am  content  he  pay  for't. 

Sor,  It  shall  |>e  now  revenge,  as  I  will 
handle  it ! 
He  shn|l  live  after  this  to  beg  his  life  too : 
Twenty  (o  one,  by  this  thresh,  as  TU  weave 
frantbe  shall  be  yours.  [it^ 

f^ed.  Take  tfi  autbority. 
And  be  most  happy ! 

Sor,  Good  sA',  np  pior^  pity !      lExeunt, 

$nter  Tbny,  three  QUUem^and  three  Wivet, 
1  Wife,  Good  master  Tony,  put  me  in, 
Tony,  Where  do  you  dwell? 
]  Wife,  Forsooth,  at  the  sign  of  the  great 

shoulder  of  mutton. 
Tony,  A  hungry  man  would  hoi>t  your 
house  oi^t  instantly ; 
Keep  the  dogs  from  your  door.    I9  this  let- 

tice  ruff  your  husband  ? 
A  fine  sharp  sallad  to  Your  sign. 
S  Wifc^  ^ill  you  put  me  in  too? 
9  Wife,  And  me,  good  master  Tony? 
Tony,  Put  ye  all  in  ?  ['tis  easy. 

You  had  best  come  twenty  more;  you  think 
A  trick  of  legerdemain,  to  put  ye  all  in : 
^^wouId  pose  a  fellow  that  had  twice  my 

bo<Jy, 
Tho'  it  were  all  made  into  chines  and  fillets, 
d  Wife.  Put's  into  the  wedding,  sir ;  we 
would  fain  see  that. 

1  Wife,  Aiid  the  brave  masque  too. 
Tony,  You  two  are  pretty  woipen  t 

Are  you  their  husbands  ? 

2  Cit.  Ye^,  for  want  of  better. 

Ti^y.  I  tliink  90  too ;  you  would  not  be 

so  niad  else  [courtiers. 

To  turn  'em  loose  to  a  company  of  young 

That  svvarm  like  bees  in  May^  when  they  see 

young  wenches. 
You  must  not  sq^ueak. 

S  Wife!  No,  sir;  we're  better  tutor'd. 
lony.  Nor,  if  a  young  ford  offer  you  the 
courtesy 


fi  Wife,  We  know  what  'tis,  sir. 
Toiiy.  Nor  you  must  not  grumble, 
If  you  be  thrust  op  hard ;  we  thrust  moti 
furiously. 
1  Wife,  We  know  the  woT«t. 
Tony,  Get  you  two  in  then  quietly. 
And  shift  for  yourselves.— We  must  hisve  do 

old  women, 
The^y  Ve  out  of  use,  unless  they  have  petitions^ 
Besfdes,  they  cough  so  loud,  they  drown  the. 
music—  [for  ye; 

You  would  go  in  too?  but  there's  no  plac* 
I'm  sorry  for*t ;  go,  and  forget  your  wives  ; 
Or  pray  they  may  be  able  to  suffer  patiently  3 
You  may  liave  heirs  may  prove  wi3e  aldermen^ 
Go,  or  I'll  cail  die  guard. 
3C1V.  We  will  get  in; 
We'll  venture  broken  pates  else ! 
Tony.  Tis  impossible, 

[Exeunt  CiL  and  Worn. 
You're  too  securely  ann*d.    How  they  fiock 

hither. 
And  with  what  joy  the  women  run  by  heapa 
To  see  this  marriag«tl  They  tickle  to  think 

of  it; 
They  hope  for  every  Month  a  husband  too. 
Still  how  they  run,  and  how  the  wittois  fol- 
low 'em,  [1^8'» 
The  weak  things  that  are  worn  between  the 
That  brushing,  dressing,  nor  new  naps  caa 

mend, 
How  (hey  post  to  see  their  own  confusion ! 
This  is  a  njerry  world. 

jpnter  Frederick, 

Fred,  Look  to  the  door,  sirrah ;      [fully. 

Thou  art  a  fool,  and  mayst  do  mischief  law-^ 

'^ony.  Give  me  your  hand !  you  are  my 

brother  fool;  [sently. 

Yqu  may  both  make  the  law,  and  mar  it  pre- 

D' you  love  a  wench? 

iVfrf.  Who  does  not,  Fool? 
Tony,  Not  I,  [lier. 

Unless  you'll  give  me  a  longer  lease  to  marry 
Fred.  What  are  all  these  that  come?  wha^ 

business  have  they  ? 
Tony,  Some  come  to  gape,  those  are  my 
fellow  fools ; 
Some  to  get  home  their  wiv^s,  those  be  tbei^ 
own  fools;  [fools; 

Some  to  rejoice  with  thee,  those  be  the  tiniest 
And  some  I  fear  to  curse  thee,  those  are  poo^ 
fools, 

Enter  Catsandroy  pauing  otn^, 
A  set  people  call  them  honest  ^.  Look,  look^ 
king,  look!  '     ^ 

A  weather-beaten  lady  new  careen'd  I 
Fred.  An  old  one. 


«•  A  set  people  call  V»  hontit.]  Mr.  Sevvard  proposes  correcting  this  place  thus, 

*  Yet  people  call  'em  honest' 
I  had  put  in  my  margin         *  And  yet  people,'  &c. 
The  preference  is  left  to  the  reader's  judgment.        Syippeon, 

'  A  set  people  may  signify  ^formal,  preci$e  people  that  c»ll  those  poor  foBols  honest;  *  or  thft|. 
t  people  call  those  poor  fools  aq  honest  s^t,' 
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Timy.  The  glasses  of  her  eyes  are  neif 
rubbed  over, 
And  tbe  wormreaten  records  in  her  face 
Are  daubM  up  neatly;  she  lays  her  breasts 
out  too,  [suck*d  out : 

Like  two  poacb'd  eggs '»  that  had  the  yolks 
Thej  g^t.new  heads  also,  new  teeth,  new 
toagueSy  [hopM, 

(For  tbe  old  are  all  worn  out)  and,  i^  'tis 
New  tails. 

JVrrf.  For  what? 

Ttmy.  For  old  courtiers ;  ^  [vels. 

Tfbe  yoang  ones  are  too  stirring  for  their  tra- 
nce/. Go,  lenve  your  knay'ry,  and  help  to 
keep  the  door  well; 
{'U  hare  no  such  press. 

Tot^,  Lay  tliy  hand  o'  thy  heart,  king ! 
JVerf.  ni  have  you  whipp*d  ! 
Tf»ny.  Tlie  Fool  and  thou  art  parted.  [Exit. 
Fred.  Sorano,  work,  i|nd  free  me  from  tliis 
spell; 
^wtxc  love  and  scorn,  there's  nothing  felt 
but  bell!  lExil. 

^nier  fakrio^  Omitt^  Cleantkes^  MenaUo^ 
and  tervantM. 

Vol.  Tie  on  my  scarf;  you  are  so  Ipng 
about  me ! 
pood  my  lords,  help ;  give  me  my  other  doak; 
That  hat  and  feather.    Lord,  what  a  taylor's 
tbi^,  [burst  me; 

To  make  me  up  thus  strait !  one  sigli  would 
I  have  nqt  rooAi  to  bre^tli^ ;  coq^e,  button, 
^utton,  apace !  [^button, 

Cam.  I'm  glad  to  see  you  merry,  sir. 

Val.  TwQuld  make  you  merry,  had  you 
such  a  wife. 
And  such  an  age  to  epjoy  her  in. 

Men.  An ^e. sir?  [tented; 

VaL  A  Month's  an  age  to  him  that  is  coii^ 
What  should  I  seek  for  more?— Give  roe  my 
sword.—  [now 

}{a,  my  good  lords !  that  every  one  of  you 
Had  but  a  lady  of  that  youth  and  beauty 
To  bless  yourselyes  this  night  with !  would  ye 
'Pray  ye  speak  uprightly [not? 

Cle.  We  confess  you  bappyi 
And  wecQuld  well  wi^h  such  auot  her  banquet; 
But  on  that  price,  my  lord- 
Fa/.  Twere  nothing,  else; 


No  man  can  ever  come  to  aim  at  Hcav'n, 
But  by  the  knowledge  of  a  hell.— These  shoeA 

are  heavy. 
And,  if  I  should  be  call'd  to  dance,  they'll  clog 

me;  '[niillo. 

Get  me  some  pumps. — ni  tell  you,  brave  Ca- 
And  you,  dear  friends ;  the  king  has  Iionour*d 

me,  [me- 

Out  of  his  gracious  favour,  has  much  honour*<| 
Tolimit  rae  my  tin^e;  for  who  would  live  long? 
Who  would  be  old  ?  'tis  sucii  a  weariness, 
Such  a  disease,  tiiat  han^s  like  lead  upon  us. 
As  it  encreases,  so  vexations. 
Griefs  of  tlie  mind,  pains  of  the  feeble  body. 
Rheums,  coughs,  catarrhs;   we/re  but  our 

living  coffins:  [vctous; 

Besides,  the  fair  souFs  old  too**,  it  grows co- 

Whidi  shews  all  honour  is  departed  from  usg^ 

And  we  are  earth  ai^ain  ! 

CU.  Yon  make  fair  use,  sir. 

VaL  I  would  not  live  to  learn  to  lie,  Cle* 

autlies,  [too. 

Fqr  ail  the  world  ;  old  men  are  prone  to  that 
Thou  that  ha'st  been  a  soldier,  Menallo, 
A  noble  soldier,  and  defied  all  danger, 
Adopted  thy  brave  arm  the  heir  to  victory ; 
Wouldst  thou  live  so  long  till  thy  strength 

forsook  thee  ? 
Till  thou  grew'st  only  a  long  tedious  story 
Of  what  thou  badst  been?  'till  thy  sword  liang; 

And  lazy  spiders  fill'd  the  hilt  with  cobwebs  f 

Men.  No,  sure,  I  would  not. 

Val.  Tis  not  fit  you  should ; 
To  die  a  young  man  is  to  be  an  angel ; 
Our  great ''>  good  parts  put  wings  unto  our 
souls  ••  I—  [have  f 

'Pray  you  tell  me,  is't  a  handsome  masque  wa^ 

Cam,  We  understand  so. 

Vol.  And  the  young  gentlemen  dance  ? 

Cle,  They  do,'sir,  and  some  dance  well. 

VaL  They  must,  before  the  ladies. 
We'll  have  a  rouse  before  we  go  to  bed,  friends^ 
A  lusty  one;  'twill  make  my  blood  dance  too. 

[Musick^ 

Cam,  Ten's,  if  you  please. 

VaL  And  we'll  be  wondrous  merry. 
They  stay,  sure  !  Come ;  I  hear  the  musick  j 

forward ! 
You  sl^all  have  all  gloves  presently.     [ExU. 


unou 


19  Like  to  pocKd  eggs^  Mr.  Seward  concurred  with  me  in  altering  the  text.         Symp, 
••  Besides,  thefa^r  vmts  old  /oo,  &c.]  So  Shakespeare  has  the  same  thought,  in  his  Tui 
of  Athens,  act  ij.  scene  S. 

,  '  And  Nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth, 

*  Is  fashion'd  for  the  journey  di)ll  and  heavy.'        J{. 
*i  Our  gjre&t  good  parts.]  Mr.  Seward  wishes  to  read, 

'  Our  yet  good  parts.' 

n  -^Put  wings  ttnto  our  souls : 

We^  have  a  rouse  before  we  go  to  bed,  friends, 

^Pr^yye  tell  me,  &c.]  The  secolidline  is  surely  an  accidental  interpolation  here;  bat 
(omes  in  with  great  propriety  six  lines  lower.    The  former  copies  exhibit  it  in  both  places. 
*s  A  lusty  one,  'twill  make  my  blood  dance  too. 

Cam,  Ten,  ifym  pkme.]  This  contemptible  punning  upon  word*  was  tli^  sin  of  the  tim«i^ 
|M>t  of  th^  Poeta, 
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[Act  t.  Scene  t, 


Men,  \ye  iitt<»r.(l,  sir, 
£uc  (irst  wc  must  look  to  t]ic  doors,  the  king 
has  charg'd  us.  [Ejceunt. 

Enter  tzco  Servants.       [Knocking  piihin. 

1  Serr,  What  a  noise  d'yoii  keep  there  I 
Call  my  fellows  o'lh*  j»uard  I 
You  must  cease  now  until  the  king  be  enter'd ; 
lie's  cone  to  the  temble  now. 

a  Serv,  iMok  to  that  back  door,  [it. 

A"d  keep  it  fast ;  they  swarm  like  bees  about 

flnter   Camillo,   Cleanthes^   Menallo ;  Tony 
fallowing. 
Cain,  Keep  back  those  citizens;  and  let 
their  wives  in, 
Their  hai^d&ome  wives. 

Tony.  They've  croud ed  me  to  verjuice; 
I  sweat  like  f\  butter-box. 

1  Scrv.  Stand  further  oflT  there. 
Men.  Takf:  the  woifien  aside,  and  talk  with 
'em  in  private ; 
pive  *eui  that  they  came  for. 

Tony.  The  wbo'le  court  cannot  do  it; 
Beside^,  tlie  next  masque,  if  we  use  'em  so, 
Tiic  v'll  come  by  millions  to  expect  our  largess. 
\Ve've  broke  an  iiundrcd  heads. 
Cle.  Are  ihey  so  tender? 
Tony.  But  'twas  behind  j  bpfore  they  have 

all  nmiTions, 
Cam.  Let  in  those  ladies;  m^ke  'em  room, 

for  shame  there ! 

Tony.  They  are  no  ladies ;  there's  one  bald 

before  'em, 

A  gent,  bald ;  they're  cortaird  queans  in  hired 

clothes.  [sukry. 

Tliey  comeV)ut  of  Spain,  I  think ;  they're  very 

.    Men.  Keep  'cm  in  breath  for  an  ambassador. 

Methinks,  my  nose  shakes  at  their  memories. 

Wbjit  bounciUg's  thjjt  ?  [J^inocka  wUhin. 

1  Cit.  [within.^  Ym  one  o'tVmusick,  sir. 

2  Cit.  \mthin<^  Fyc  sweet-meats  \\^y  the 
Cam.  Let  'cm  m.'  [banquet. 
Tony.  Thev  lie,  my  lord !  they  come  to 

seek  their  wivci; 
Two  broken  citizens.  [ypt. 

Cam.  Break  *em  more;  they  are  but  brusled 
Bold  rascals!  offer  to  disturb  your  wives? 
Clc.  Lock   the  doors  fast .'  the  niusick ! 
hark  !  the  king  comes.  I 

«5  . "^afi)  ^all  my  mntquer$  in, 

Call  with  a  wng.]  Cupid  bids  some  of  his  attendants  call  in  the  maskers  with  a  song  • 
but  it  seems  it  was  to  little  purpose,  since,  by  the  present  disposition  of  thes9ene,  he  sing^ 
the  song  himself:  To  make  the  god's  command  of  any  signification  or  avail,  we  outfht  to  in- 
fiert  some  speaker  before  '  Corn^  you  servants,'  &c.  And  who  can  be  more  proper  than  one 
of  the  Graces  who  descended  with  him,  and  waited  at  his  side?        Sympsoti. 

•*  Enter  the  masquers,^  Care,  Ire,  V.apair.]  The  stage  direction  here  is  faulty,  as  it  does 
not  set  down  the  several  names  of  the  maskers  in  the  foregoing  song ;  for  upon  comparison 
we  shall  find,  that  out  of  eleven  there  are  but  ten  reckoned  up,  Poverty  being  dropt  betwixt 
Ije  and  Despair.  This  observation  I  am  not  siiigulj^r  in,  Mr.  Theobald  having  before  made 
the  bamc  in  his  marjjin.^       Sympson»  ©  .  \ 


A  curtain  drawn. 
The  King,  Quetn,A'ulfrio,  Evanthe,  ladie$^ 
tittendaiUs,  CaiuUio.  CUanthcs,  Sorano. 
MtnaiUf.  * 

A  MAJiQUE. 
Cypid  descend^;,  the  Graces  sitting  hy  him, 
Cupid  being  bour\d,  the  Qruccs  unbind 
him  ;  he  spi  uhs. 

Cupid.  Unbind  me,  my  delight ;  this  night 

is  rniwe! 
Now  let  me  look  upon  whatstars  here  shine, 
Let  nic  behold  the  beauties,  then  clap  hi^^ 
My  roloiir'd  wini^s,  proud  of  my  deity, 
i'm  satibhcd;  bind  me  atain,  and  fust; 
My  angry  bow  will  ujaketoojueut  aw^iste 
()f  beuuty  else.     Now  call  my  ma-quei s  in  ^, 
Call  with  a  song,  and  let  the  spurt*  bf.a^in ; 
Call  all  my  servants,  the  effects  of  love. 
And  to  a  measure  let  them  nobly  move. 

[One  iifthc  Graces  sings: 

Come,  ye  servants  ot  proud  Love, 
Come  away  : 

rairly,  nobly,  ficntlymove! 

Too  long,  too  long  you  make  us  stay. 

Fiuicy,  besire.  Delight,  Hope,  Fear, 

Distrust,  and  Jealousy,  be  vmu  too  here: 

Consuming  Cjire,  and  rn^iiug  ire, 

And  Fuverty  in  ppor  atine, 

March  I  airly  in,  and  last  Despair. 

Now  i'uil  musick  strike  the  air. 

Enter  the  masquers  ^,  Fancy ^  DesirCy  Delight,^ 
Hope,  icar.  Distrust,  Jmhusy,  Care^'lre, 
Poverty,  Despair:  (hey  dunce,  qi'itr 
winch  Cupid  spcnks. 

Cupid.  Away!  I've  done;  the  day  beeini 

tojinht. 

Lovers,  you  know  your  fate ;  good  night,  good 

aignt ! 

[Cupid  and  the  Graces  ascend  in  the  chariot. 

King.  Come,  to  the  banquet  5  wheiv<chat». 

ended,  sir,  * 

ril  see  you  i'  bed,  and  sq  good  night.     Be 

You've  a  sweet  bed-: fellow.  h"eiry; 

Val.  I  thank  your  Grace, 
And  ever  shall  be  bound  unto  your  nobleness. 
King.  I  pray  I  may  deserve  your  thanks! 
Set  forward!  [Exeunt, 
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ACT  IIL 


SCENE  1/ 

£nttr  divfrs  monks,  Jfphonso  going  to  the 

tumbj  Rugio  and  friar  Marco. 
^{arco/X^lVE  ui^lit  grows  on  ;  lead  softly  to 

*-    the  tomb, 
And  51  ny;  not  'till  I  l>id  ye  ;  let  the  znusick 
Play  i^ciitly  as  he  passes. 

liii^.  Oh,  fair  picture, 
That  wert  the  living  hope  of  all  our  honours! 
How  are  wo  baiiibh'd  from  the  joy  we  drcani*d 
Will  he  ne'er  speak  more?  [of! 

Mar.  Tis  full  tfirec  montlis,  lord  Rui;io, 
Since  any  articulate  sound  came  from  his 
Set  him  down  gently.  [toiipue. 

('Alphonso  sits  in  a  chair. 
^  d  ttir  reason  be,  sir.^ 

Mar.  As  'tis  in  nature  with  those  loving 
husbands,  [thnxs. 

That  syrnpatliisc  their  wives'  pains,  aud  their 
When  they  are  breeding,  (and  'tis  usual  too; 
We  have  it  by  experience)  so  in  him,  sir, 
In  this  most  noble  spirit  that  now  suffers  ; 
For  whf'o  liis  honouVd  father  »;ood  Brnndino 
Fell  sick,  he  felt  the  griefs,  and  laboured  with 

them ; 
His  iits,  and  his  disease  he  still  inherited, 
Grew  the  same  thing,  and,  had  not  Nature 
check'd  him,  [too. 

Strength  and  ability,  h*had  died-  that  hour 
Rftg.  Emblem  or  noble  love  ! 
Mar.  That  very  minute  [instant 

His  father's  breath  forsook  him^  that  same 
(A  rare  example  of  his  piety, 
And  love  paternal)  th'  organ  of  his  tongue 
^Vas  never  heard  to  sound  again ;  so  near 

death 
He  seeks  to  wait  upon  his  worthy  father, 
But  that  we  force  his  meat,  he  were  one  body. 
Jiug.  He  points  to  th'  tomb. 
Mar.  That  is  the  place  he  honours  ; 
A  house  I  fear  he  will  not  be  long  out  of. 
He  will  to  th*  tomb :  Good  my  lord,  lend  your 

hand. 
Now  sing  the  funeral  song,  and  let  him  kneel. 
For  then  he'fe  pleas'd.  [A  sjng. 

Rug.  Heav*u,  lend  thy  powerful  hand, 
And  ease  this  prince  ! 

Mar.  He  will  pass  back  again.     [Exeuni. 

Enter  Valeria. 
VuL  They  drink  abundantly;  Fra  hot  with 
wine  too. 
Lustily  warm.  I'll  steal  now  to  my  happiness ; 
H'is midnight,  and  the  silent  hour  invites  me : 
But  she  is  up  still,  and  attends  the  queen* 
Hiou  dew  of  wine  aud  sleep,  hang  on  their 
eye-lids,  [drink, 

•Steep  their  dull  senses  in  the  healths  they 
ITiat  I  may  quickly  find  my  lov'd  Evanthe  I 
Tliekiug  is  merry  too,  and  drank  unto  me; 


Sign  of  fair  peace.    Oh,  this  niglit*s  blessed- 
ness ! 
If  I  had  forty  heads,  T  would  give  all  for'L 
Is  not  the  end  of  our  ambirions, 
Of  all  our  human  studies,  and  our  travels, 
Of  our  desires,  th'  obtaining  of  our  wishes  f 
('ertain,itis;  and  there  man  makes  hiscentre4 
I  have  obtain'd  Evanthe,  I  have  married  her : 
Can  any  fortune  keep  me  from  enjoying  her? 

Enter  Sorano. 
I  have  my  wish ;  what*s  left  me  to  accuse  now  f 
I'm  friends  with  all  the  world,  but  tliy  base 

malice: 
Go,  glory  in  thy  mischiefs,  thou  proud  man, 
And  cry  it  to  the  world,  th'hast  ruui'd  virtue  • 
How  1  contemn  thie,  and  thy  f)ctty  njalice! 
And  with  what  scorn  1  look  down  on  thy  prac 

txe !  [lerio, 

Sor.  You'll  sing  me  a  new  song  anon,  Va* 

And  wish  these  hot  words 

Vul.  I  despise  thee,  ffUow  ! 
Thy  threats,  or  flattVies,  all  I  fling  behind  me, 
r  have  my  end,  I  have  thy  noble  sister, 
A  name  too  worthy  of  thy  blood  I  IVe  married 
And  will  enjoy  her  too.  [her, 

S'AT.  Tis  very  likely.  [me  with  her 

Val.  Aud  that  short  Month  I  have  to  bles^s 
ril  make  an  age :  Til  reckon  each  embrace 
A  year  of  pleasure,  and  each  night  a  jubilee, 
Ev'ry  quick  kiss  a  spring;  aud  when  1  mean 
To  lose  myself  in  all  deiightfulness. 
Twenty  sweet  summers  I  will  tje  together. 
In  s[>ire  of  thee,  and  thy  mali;:nan^  master, 
I  will  die  old  in  love,  tbo'  youiig  in  pleasure ! 
Sor.  But  t!»at  I  hate  thee  deadly,  I  could 

pity  thee ; 
Thou  art  the  poorest  miserable  thine 
This  day  on  earth !  I'll  tell  laee  why,  Valerio: 
All  thou  estebm'st,  and  build'st  upon  for 

happiness, 
Forjoy,  tor  pleasure,  for  delight,  is  past  thee, 
Aud,  like  a  wanton  dream,  already  vanish 'd! 
Vai.  Is  my  love  fa'^e  ? 
Sor.  No,  she  Is  constant  to  thee  ; 
Constant  to  all  thy  misery  she  shall  be. 
And  curse  thee  too, 

VuL  Is  my  strong  body  weaken*  •, 
Charifj'd  or  abu»'d  with  subtle  drink?  Sp?ak, 

villain  !  [as  lusty 

Sor.  Neither;  I  dare  speak,  thou  art  still 

As  when  thou  lov'dst  her  first,  as  strong  and 

hopet'ul.  [niibcry. 

The  Month  th'hast  given  thoe  is  a  Month  of 
AudAvhere  thou  tiiink'at  each  hour  shall  yield 

a  pleasure, 
Look  for  a  killing  pain,  for  thou  shalt  find  it: 
Before  thou  diest,  each  minute  shall  prepare  it, 
And  ring  so  many  knells  to  sad  afflictions  ; 
The  king  has  giv*n  thee  a  long  Moutli  to  die 
Aud  miicrably  d}« !  [tu^ 


U4. 
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Vol,  Undrt  thv  riddle  ; 
I  am  prepared,  whatever  fate  shall  follow. 

Sor.  Dost  thou  see  this  ring  ? 

VaL  I  know  it  too. 

Sor,  Then  mark  me :  [thee. 

by  virtue  of  this  ring,  this  I  pronounce  ^o 
It' is  the  king's  will — 

yal.  Let  me  know  it  suddenly !        [bckly, 

Sor.  If  thou  dost  offer  to  touch  Evanthe's 
Beyond  a  kiss,  tho'  thou  art  married  to  her, 
And  lawfully y  as  thou  thiuk'st,  mayst  enjoy 
That  minute  she  shall  die  !  [her, 

VaL  Oh,  devil !  [her, 

iSr)r.  If  thou  discover  this  command  unto 
Or  to  a  friend  that  sbsdl  importune  thcc, 
And  why  thou  abstainest,  and  from  wliose  will, 
ye  all  perish,  [sir  ? 

Upon  the  self-same  forfeit!— Are  you  6tted, 
Now,  if  you  love  her,  you  may  preserve  her 

life  still; 
If  not,  you  know  the  worst.     How  falls  your 
Month  out? 

Val.  This  tyranny  could  never  be  invented 
But  in  the  school  of  hell,  eartli  is  too  innocent ! 
Not  to  enjoy  her  when  she  is  my  Wife? 
Wheu  she  is  willing  too  ? 

Sor.  She  is  most  willing, 
And  will  run  mad  to  miss;  butifyouhither, 
Be  sure  you  hit  her  home,  and  kill  her  with  it, 
(There  are  such  women  that  will  die  with ' 

pleasure) 
The  ax  will  follow  else,  that  will  not  fail 
I'o  fetch  her  maidenhead,  and  dispatch  her 

quickly ; 
Then  shall  the  world  know  you^re  the  cause 

of  murder. 
And,  as  *tis  requisite,  your  life  shall  pay  for't. 

Fal.  Thou  dost  but  jest;  thou  canst  nut 
be  80  monstrous  [ther, 

As  thou  proclaim'st  tliyself ;  thou  art  her  bro- 
And  there  must  be  a  feeling  heart  within  thee 
Of  her  afflictions :  Wert  thou  a  stranger  to  us. 
And  bred  amongst  wild  rocks,  thy  nature 

wild  too, 
Affection  in  thee,  as  thy  breeding,  cold, 
And  unrelenting  as  the  rocks  that  nouriih'd 
thee, 

*7  Val.  Heaven  be  not  angry ^  atid  Vve  some  liope  yet^ 

And  when  you  please,  and  how,  allay  my  miseries* 
Enter  Frederick. 

To  7^hffm  I  kneel  be  merciful  unto  me, 

Look  on  toy  harmless  youtk  angels  of  pity f 

And  from  my  bleeding  heart  wipe  off  my  somnotf 

The  powiry  the  pride,  the  malice  and  injustice 

Of  cruel  men  are  bent  against  my  innocence, 

tou  that  co7ttroul  the  nnghty  wills  of  princes 

And  bow  their  stubborn  amies,  look  on  my  weukneH^ 

And  when  you  please,  and  how,  allay  my  miseries,  tlxit,'}  tliis  fine  speech  I  hav6  re£o* 
fercd  from  the  folio  of  1647,  which  why  it  should  have  been  dropped,  all  but  the  first  line^ 
by  the  two  later  Editors,  I  am  at  a  loss  to  understand.  I  have  givon  it  in  the  text,  expressly 
as  I  found  it,  though  I  think  it  not  so  correct  as  to  preclude  all  attempts  toward  itsmeliora-' 
(ion  and  amendment  The  second  line  I  would  strike  out  as  supernumerary  and  tautological, 
fs  well  as  the  stage  direction,  Enter  Frederick  :  Armes  in  the  last  but  oua  19  plainly  qqt* 
rupted  ;  in  short,  I  would  propose  to  read  and  point  the  whola  thus : 

Val* 


Vet  tkou  must  shake  to  tell  me  thb;  the/ 

tremble 
When  the  rude  sea  tbfeateos  divorce  amongst 

*cm,  [pest; 

They  that  are  senseless  things  shake  at  a  tern- 
Thou  aft  a  man- 

S0r:  Be  thou  too  ttifen ;  'twill  iry  thee. 
And  patience  now  will  best  become  thy  no«^ 

bleness:  [roe, 

Val.  Invent  tome  other  torment  to  afflict 
AU,  if  thou  please,  put  all  tlfflictioos  on  me, 
Study  thy  brains  out  for  'em,  so  this  be  none, 
I  care  not  of  what  nature,  nor  what  cruelty^ 
Nor  of  what  length. 

Sor,  Thiit  is  enough  to  vex  yoiii         [true: 

Val.  Thfe  tale  of  Tantalus  is  il(M  prov'd 

And  from  tne  shall  be  registerM  authentic ! 

Tu  have  my  joys  within  my  arms,  and  lawful, 

Minc'own  delights,  yet  dare  not  touch  ?  Eved 

ad 
Thou  hat*st  me,  brotlier,  let  no  ybimg  maif 

know  this. 
As  thou  shalt  hope  for  peace  when  thou  moat 

heed'st  it^ 
F^eitce  in  thy  soul !  Desire  the  king  to  kill  mey 
Make  me  a  traitor,  any  thing,  I'll  yield  to  it« 
And  give  thee  cause,  so  I  may  die  immediately ! 
Lock  me  in  prison  where  no  si\n  may  see  me^ 
In  walls  so  thick  no  hope  may  e'er  come  sitmep 
Keeb  mfe  from  meat,  and  drink,  and  sleepy 

I'll  bless  tliee! 
Give  me  some  damned  potion  to  deliver  me/ 
That  I  may  never  know  myself  again,  forget 
My  country,  kindred,  name  and  fortune ;  last. 
That  my  chaste  love  may  ne'er  appear  before 
This  were  some  comfort  I  [me,- 

Sor.  All  I  huve  iVe  brdiight  yod,-  [ther  I 
And  much  good  may  it  do  you^  my  dear  bnH 
See  you  dbsertc  it  well ;  you'll  find  about  you 
Many  eyes  set,  thut  shall  o'er-look  your  ao* 

tions : 
If^  you  transgress,  you  knovr^-and  so  I  leav^ 

you.  [Ejiti 

Val,  Heav'n  be  not  angry  %  and  I've  some 

hope  yet ; 
Look  on  my  harmless  youth !  Angels  of  pity^ 
To  whom  I  k^ied^  be  merciful  unto  ue^ 
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And  froin  my  bleeding  heart  wipeoflTmy  sor- 
rows ! 
The  power,  the  pride,  the  nmlice,and  injustice 
Of  cruel  men  are  bent  against  my  innocence : 
You  that  controal  the  mighty  wills  of  princes, 
And  bow  their  stubborn  arms,  look  on  my 

weakness, 
4iid   when  you  please,  and  how,  allay  ray 
inisenes !  [Exit. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Sarano* 

Fred,  liast  thou  been  with  him  } 

Sor.  Yes,  and  given  him  that,  sir^ 
Will  make  him  curse  his  birth ;  I  told  you 

which  way. 
Did  yuu  but  see  him,  sir,  but  look  upon  him, 
Willi  what  a  troubled  and  dejected  nature 
He  walks  now  in  a  mist,  witli  what  a  silence, 
As  if  he  were  the  shroud  he  wrapt  himself  in, 
And  no  more  of  Valcrio  but  his  shadow, 
He  seeks  obscurity  to  hide  his  tlioughts  in, 
You*d  wonder  and  admire,  forall)OU  know  it. 
His  jollity  is  down,  valed  to  tiie  ground,  sir. 
And  his  high  hopes  of  full  delights  and  plea- 
sures 
Are  tum'd  tormentors  to  him, strong  diseases. 

Fredo  But  is  there  hope  of  her  ? 

&ir.  It  must  fall  necessary 
She  must  dislike  him,  quarrel  with  his  person, 
(Kor  women  once  deluded  are  next  devils) 
And,  in  the  height  of  that  opiniou,  sir, 
You  shall  put  on  again,  aud  she  must  meet 
you. 

Fred    Pra  glad  of  this. 

Sitr.  V\i  tell  yon  all  the  circumstance 
Within  this  hour.     But  sure  I  liearii  your 

Grace, 
To-day  as  f  attended,  make  some  stops, 
Some  broken  speeches,  and  some  sighs  be- 
tween ;  [stinctly. 
And  then  your  brother's  name  I  heard  di- 
Ai)d  bome  sad  wishes  aKter. 

Fred.  You're  i'th'  rit^ht,  sir; 
I  would  he  were  as  sad  as  I  could  wish  him. 
Sad  as  the  earth ! 

Sitr.  Would  you  have  it  so? 

Fred.  Thou  hrar'st  me. 
Th<r  he  be  sick,  with  small  hope  of  recovery. 


That  hope  still  lives,  and  men's  eyes  live 

upon  it. 
And  in  their  eyes  their  wishes:  My  Sorano, 
Were  he  but  cold  once  in  the  tomb  he  dotes 
(As  'tis  the  fittest  place  for  pietancholy)  [on^ 
My  court  should  be  another  Paradise, 
And  flow  with  all  delights. 

Sor.  Go  to  your  pleasures ;  [ble  you^ 

Let  me  alone  with  this:  Hope  shall  uottrou- 
Nor  he,  three  days. 

FreU.  I  shall  be  bound  unto  thee. 

Enter  Valerio,  Camillo^  Cleanthei,  and  Ms* 
nalio. 
Sor.  ril  do  it  neatly  too,  no  doubt  ^all 

catch  me. 
Fred.  Be  j;one.  They're  going  to  bed;  Fll 

bid  gof>d  night  to  em, 
Sor.    And  mark  the  man!  you'll  scarce 
kuow  'tis  Valerio.  [Esit, 

Cant.  Clicar  up,  my  noble  lord ;  the  nii^ 
nute*s  come, 
You  shuil  enjoy  the  abstract  of  all  sweetness. 
We  did  you  wrong;  you  ueed  no  wine  to 
wariu  you,  [wildfires. 

Desire  shoots  thro'  your  eyes  like  sudden 
Fa/.  Beshrew  me,  lord2i>  the  wine  has  niadv 
me  dull; 
r  am  I  know  not  what* 

Fred.  Good  pleasure  to  ye !  [appetite, 
Good  night  and  long  too !  As  you  fiud  your 
You  may  fall  to. 

Fui.  I  do  beiieech  your  Grace, 

[Aside  to  Fredericks 
For  which  of  all  my  loves  and  services 
Havel  deserv'd  this? 

Fred.  I'm  not  bound  to  answer  you. 
Vaf.  Nor  I  bound  to  obey  in  unjust  ac* 

tions. 
Fred.  Do  as  you  please;  you  know  th« 
penalty. 
And,  as  I  have  a  soul,  it  sliall  be  executed  I 
Nay,  look  not  pale ;  I  am  not  us!d  lo  fear,  sir. 
If  you  respect  your  lady— Good  uijjht  t»>  you ! 

[ki'it. 

Val.  But  for  respect  to  her,  and  to  my  duty, 

That  reverend  duty  that  I  owe  ray  sovereign, 

Which  anger  has  no  power  to  sualch  me  from,. 


Val.  *  Heav'n  b^not  angry,  and  I've  some  hope  yet, 

*  To  whom  I  kneel ;  he  merciful  unto  me, 

*  Look  on  my  harmless  youth,  angels  of  pity, 

*  And  from  my  bleeding  heart  wipe  off  my  sorrows; 

*  The  power,  tie  pride,  the  malice  and  injustice 

*  Of  cruel  men  are  bent  again&t  rov  innocence. 

*  You  thnt  controul  the  mighty  wills  of  princes, 

*  And  bow  their  stubborn  artm^  look  on  my  weakness, 

«  And  when  you  please,  and  how,  allay  my  miseries.'        Symprnm, 
The  striking  out  Enter  Frederick  is  certainly  right,  and  it  only  gamed  place  by  the  omis- 
sion of  this  speech,  now  restored.    The  first  msertiou  of  the  line,  ^ 

*  And  when  you  please,  and  how,  allay  my  miseries,  •  j  u  k 
is  also  an  error,  palpably  arising  from  die  same  so'irce:  We  Imve  therefore  omitted  both. 
Bat  there  seems  to  Ije  a  more  material  mistake,  and  that  is,  a  trahsposition  of  two  verses  m 
the  beginning  of  the  speech:  We  have  placed  the  lines  as  we  believe  the  Author  intended 
•hem  to  stand ;  by  which  slifiht  chanw  the  whole  oi  this  fine  speech  becomes  extremely  clear* 

voL.n.  ^  «o 
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The  good  night  should  be  thine,  |^od  night 
for  ever ! —  [know  of  roe 

The  king  is  wanton,  lords;   he  would  needs 
How  many  nick  chaces  I  wonlH  make  to-night. 
4    Men.  My  lord,  no  doubt  you'll  prove  a 
•  perfect  gamester.  [pleasure; 

Val.  Taitli,  no;  Vm  unacquainted  with  the 
Bungle  a  set  1  may.— How  my  heart  trembles, 
And  beats  my  breast  as  it  would  break  his 
Good  iiight,  my  noble  friends.        [way  out! 

Cle.  Nay,  we  must  see  you 
Toward  your  bed,  my  lord. 

Val,  Good  faith,  it  needs  not ; 
'Tis  late,  and  I  shall  trouble  you. 

Cmn.  No.  no ;     ' 
Till  the  bride  come,  sir 

Val,  1  beseech  you,  leave  me; 
You'll  make  me  bashful  else,  I  am  so  foolish  ; 
Besides,  I  have  some  few  devotions,  lords, 
And  he  that  can  pray  with  such  a  book  in's 
arms 

Cam.  We'll  ieavc  you  then ;  and  a  sweet 
night  wait  upon  ye !  [crown  ye  ! 

Men,  And  a  sweet  issue  of  this  sweet  night 

Cle,  All  nights  and  days  be  such  'till  you 
grow  old,  sir.  [E.Teunt  lords. 

Val.  I  thank  ye ;  'tis  a  curse  sufficient  for 
me, 
A  labour'd  one  too,  tho'you  mean  a  blessing. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  I'm  like  a  wretched  debtor, 
That  has  a  sum  to  tender  on  the  forfeit 
Of  all  he's  worth,  yet  dare  not  offer  it. 
Other  men  see  the  sun,  yet  I  must  wink  at  it. 
And  tho'  I  know  'tis  perfect  day,  deny  it. 
My  veins  are  all  on  6re,  and  burn  like  ^tna, 
Youth  and  desire  beat'Jftrums  to  my  blood, 
And  add  fresh  fuel  to  my  warm  affections. 
I  must  enjoy  her;  yet,  when  I  consider, 
Wl/cn  I  collect  myself,  and  weigh  her  danger, 
-The  tyrant's  will,  and  his  powV  taught  to 

murder, 
My  tender  care  controls  my  blood  within  me. 
And,  like  a  cold  fit  of  a  peevish  ague, 
Creeps  to  my  soul,  and  flings  an  ice  upon  me, 

Enter  Queem,  Evantkef  Ladies,  ami  Tony. 
That  locks  all  pow'rs  of  youth  up :  But  pre- 
vention  

Oh,  what  a  blessedness  'twere  to  be  old  now. 
To  be  unable,  bed-rid  with  diseases. 
Or  hnlt  on  crutches  to  meet  holy  Hymen ; 
What  a  rare  benefit!  But  I  am  curet!    fpy, 
Tliat  that  speaks  other  men  most  freely  hap- 
And  makes  all  eyes  hang  on  their  expecta- 
tions, "  [lity. 
Must  prove  the  bane  of  me.  Youth  and  Abi- 
She  comes  to  bed ;  how  shall  I  entertain  her.^ 
Ibny.  Nay,  I  come  after  too ;  take  the 
Fool  with  ye> 
For  lightly  he  is  ever  one  at  weddings.  | 


Quten.  Evantlie,  make  you  unready,  your 
lord  stays  for  you, 
And  'prithee  be  merry ! 

Tony*  Be  very  merry,  chicken ; 
Thy  lord  will  pipe  to  thee  anon,  and  make 
thee  dance  too. 

Lady,  Will  he  s<^,  goodman  Ass  ? 

Tvny.  Yes,  goody  filly : 
An  you  had  such  a  pipe,  that  pip'd  so  sweetly. 
You'd  dance  to  death ;    you've  learnt  your 
sinque-apace. 

Evan.  Your  Grace  desires  that,  that's  tpo 
free  in  lae ; 
Im  merry  at  the  heart. 

lony.  Thou  wilt  be  anon ;  [cordial. 

The  young  smug  boy  will  give  tliee  a  sweet 

Ei>an-  I  am  so  taken  up  in  all  my  thoughts. 
So  possest,  madam,  with  the  lawful  sweets 
I  bhail  this  night  parUike  of  with  my  lord, 
Sb  far  transported  (pardon  my  immodesty)-^ 

Val.  Alas,  poor  wench,  how  shall  I  recom* 
p^nce  thee ! 

Evan.  That  tho'  they  must  be  short,  and 
snstch'd  away  too 
Ere  they  grow  ripe,  yet  I  shall  prefer  'em 
Before  a  tedious  pleasure  with  repentance. 

Val.  Oh,  how  my  heart  akes! 

Evan.  Take  off  my  jewels,  ladies,  [t'ye; 
And  let  my  ruflP loose:  1  shall  bid  good  night 
My  l<ii'd  stays  here. 

Queen.  My  wench,  I  thank  thee  heartily. 
For  learning  how  to  use  thy  few  hours  hand- 
somely; [gown  now. 
They  will  he  years,  I  hope.    Off  with  your 
Lay  down  the  bed  there, 

Tony.  Shall  I  get  into  it,  [thing ! 

And  VI  arm  it  for  thee  ?   A  fool's  fire's  a  fine 
And  L'jl  so  buss  thee  ! 

Queeti.  I'll  have  you  whipp'd,  you  rascal  I 
•  Tony.  That  will  provoke  me  more.    I'll 

talk  with  thy  husband : 
He's  a  wise  man,  I  hope.  * 

Evan.  Good  night,  dear  madam ! 
Ladies, no  further  service;  I  am  well. 
I  do  beseech  your  Grace  to  give  us  this  leave ; 
My- lord  and  I  to  one  another  freely. 
And  privately,  may  do  all  other  ceremonies; 
Woman  and  page  we'll  be  to  one  another, 
And  trouble  you  no  further. 

2ony*  Art  thou  a  wise  man  ? 

Val.  I  caimot  tell  thee,  Tony;  ask  my 
neighbours.  [night, 

Tony.  If  thou  be'st  so,  go  lie  with  me  to- 
(Tiie  old  fool  will  lie  quieter  than  the  young 

one. 
And  give  thee  more  sleep)  thou  wilt  look  to- 
morrow else  [of, 
Worse  than  the  prodigal  fool  the  ballad  speaks 
That  was  squeez'd  thro'  a  horn. 

Val,  I  shall  take  thy  counsel  ^  I 


<*  Val.  lihall  take  thy  co^fue^]  This  is  aside  if  the  words  are  right;  but  perhaps  thej 
trould  be  better  joined,  with  some  little  change,  to  the  end  of  the  Fool's  speech: 

^  1  hat  was  sc^ueez'd  through  a  horn.     Wilt  take  my  counsel  ? '        Sympsan^ ' 
Valerio  speaks  iiODically.       J,  N, 
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Queen.  •  Why  then,  ^!ood  night,  good  ni^ht, 
my  best  Evan  the  !  [vanish, 

My  worthy  maid  !  and,  as  that  name  shall 
A  worthy  wife  ^'yaiong  and  bappy.-*Follow, 
sirrah ! 
Evan,  That  shall  be  my  care.    Goodness 
rest  with  your  Grace  !  [to  yon  ; 

Queen.  Be  lusty,  lord,  and  take  your  lady 
And  that  power  that  shall  part  you  be  un- 
happy !  [ladies ! 
VaL  Sweet  rest  unto  you!  to  ye  ali,  sweet 
Tony,  i;ood  night ! 

ToM^.  Shall  not  the  Fool  stay  with  thee? 
Queen.  Come  away,  sirrah ! 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  kuUei, 
Tony   How  the  fool  is  sought  for  ! 

Sweet  malt  is  made  of  ensy  fire; 
A  hasty  horse  will  quickly  tire; 
A  sudden  leaper  sticks  i'  th'  mire ; 
Phlebotomy,  and  the  word  '  lie  nlgher/ 
Take  heed  of,  friend,  I  thee  require. 
This  from  an  Almanack  I  stole, 
And  learn  this  lesson  from  a  Fool. 

Good  night,  my  bird !  [Exit  Tonif. 

Evan.  Good  night,  wise  master  Tony. 
Will  you  to  bed,  my  lord  i  Come,  let  mc  help 
you. 

VaL  To  bed,  Evanthe  ?  art  thou  sleepy } 

E7)an.  No; 
I  shall  be  worse,  if  you  look  sad  upon  me. 
'Pray  you  let's  to  bed  ! 

VaL  I  am  not  well,  my  love. 

Evan.  I'll  make  you  well;  there's  no  such 
physic  for  you 
As  your  warm  mistress'  arms. 

VaL  Art  thou  so  cunning? 

Evan.  1  speak  nut  by  experience:  ('pray 
yon  mistake  not) 
But*  if  you  love  mc 

VaL  I  do  love  so  dearly, 
So  much  above  the  base  bent  of  desiru, 
I  know  not  how  to  answer  thee. 

Evan.  To  bed  then ; 
There  I  shall  better  credit  you.   Fy,  my  lord ! 
Will  you  put  a  maid  U>*t,  to  teach  yuu  what 
to  do? 


An  innocent  maid  ?  Are  you  so  cold  a  lover  ? 
In  truth,  you  make  me  blush !  Tis  midnight 

too. 
And  'tis  no  stolen  love,  but  authorised  openly, 
No  sin  we  covet.  'Pray  let  me  undress  you ; 
You  shall  help  me.  'Prithee,  sweet  Valerio, 
Be  not  so  sad ;  the  king  will  he  more  merciful. 

VaL  May  not  I  love  thy  mind  ? 

Evan.  And  I  yours  too; 
Tis  a  most  noble  one,  adorn'd  with  virtue ; 
But  if  we  love  not  one  another  really, 
And  put  our  bodies  and  our  minds  together, 
And  so  make  up  tlie  concord  of  affection, 
Our  love  will  prove  but  a  blind  superstition. 
This  is  no  school  to  argue  in,  my  lord. 
Nor  have  we  time  to  talk  away  allow'd  ns: 
Tray  let's  dispatch.  If  any  one  should  come 
And  find  us  at  this  distance,  what  would  they 

think? 
Come,  kiss  me,  and  to  bed ! 

VaL  That  I  dare  do. 
And  kiss  again. 

Evan.  Spare  not;  they  are  your  own,  sir. 

VaL  But  to  enjoy  thee  is  to  l>e  luxurious, 
Too  sensual  in  my  love^  aiul  too  aiubitious  I— 
Oh,  how  I  burn ! — To  pluck  thee  from  the 
.stalk  [beauteous, 

Where  now  thou  grow'st  a  sweet  bud  and  a 
And  bear'st  the  prime  and  honour  of  the 

garden. 
Is  but  to  violate  thy  spring,  and  spoil  thee. 

Evan,  To  let  me  blow,  and  fall  alone, 
would  answer  you. 

VaL  Let*8  sit  together  thus,  and,  as  we  sit, 
Feed  on  the  sweets  of  one  another's  souls. 
The  happiness  of  love  is  contemplation, 
Tne  blessedness  of  love  is  pure  affection, 
Where  no  alloy  of  actual  dull  desire, 
Of  pleasure  that  partakes  with  wantonness. 
Of  huma^  fire  that  burns  out  as  it  kindles, 
And  leaves  the  body  but  a  poor  repentance, 
Can  ever  mix :  Let's  fix  oit  that,  Evanthe ; 
That's  everlasting,  th'  other  casual; 
Eternity  breeds  one,  the  other  Fortune, 
Blind  as  herself,  and  full  of  ail  afflictions: 
Shall  we  love  virtuously  ? 

Evan.  I  ever  lov'd  so. 


^  A  worthy  wife,  a  long  and  happy ;  follow,  sirrah. 
F.van.  That  shall  be  my  care^ 

Goodness  rest  with  your  Grace.]  Instead  of  follow^  sirrah,  I  could  wish  to  connect  tlie 
verb  with  the  preceding  words.  The  relative  that  too,  in  the  second  line,  can  only  refer  to 
a  worthy  wife,  for  all  Lvanthe's  care  and  prurience  could  not  possibly  make  her  a  /artg  and 
happy  onv.  TTiM  likewise,  in  the  last,  secmb  to  have  little  business  there.  In  a  word,  I 
would  propose  heading  the  whole  in  this  manner : 

'  A  worthy  wife,  a  long  and  happy  follow  it, 

Evan.  *  That  shall  be  my  care ;  these 

*  Goooness  rest  your  Grace.—  jfTkaf  shafl ' 

t.  e.  to  be  a  worthy  wife  shall  be  my  study  and  endeavour;  hut  these,  t.  e.  long  and  happy, 
most  be  left  to  the  gods,  (qr  something  to  that  effect,)  and  so,  *  Goodness  rest,*  &c.  i.  e.  May 
the  gods  ffive  your  Grace  good  rest  to-night !        Sympson. 

There  is  no  kind  of  diAicult^  in  the  text,  and  Sympson's  reading  is  ail  uncouthness  and 
confusion.  Evantjie  answers  immediately  to  what  the  Queen  addresses  to  her,  taking  no 
notice  of  tlie  two  words  she  speaks  to  the  Fool :  And  why  need  bhc?  or  how  do  they  creut# 
any  obscurity  to  a  reader  of  toe  least  observation  or  taste  ? 
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VaL  And  only  tbink  our  love:  The  rarest 

pleasure, 
(Anil  that  we  most  desire,  let  it  he  human) 
If  once  enjoy 'd  grows  stale,  and  cloys  our 

appetites. 
I  would  not  lessen  in  my  love  for  any  thing ; 


Nor  iind  thee  hut  the  same  in  my  short  jour- 
^  ir  my  love's  safety^*. 

Evan.  Now  1  see  I  am  old,  sir, 


[ncy, 


Old  and  ill-favourM  too,  poor  and  despisM, 
And  am  not  worth  your  noble  felluwsnip, 
J  Your  fellowship  in  love ;  you  would  not  else 
Thus  cunningly  seek  to  betray  a  maid, 
(A  maid  that  honours  you  thus  piously) 
Strive  to  abuse  the  pious  love  she  brings  you. 
Farewell,  my  lord;  since  you've  a  better 

mistress, 
(For  it  must  seem  so,  or  you  are  no  roan) 
A  younger,  happier,  I  shall  give  her  room. 
So  mucli  I  love  you  still. 

VaL  Stay,  my  Evan  the ! 
Heav'n  bear  me  witness,  thou  art  all  I  love, 
All  1  desire!  And  now,  have  pity  on  me ! — 
(i  never  lied  before  3* ;  forgive  me.  Justice ! 
Youth  and  Affection,  stop  your  ears  unto 
me!)  [Mide, 

Evan,  Why  do  you  weep  ?  If  I  have  spoke 
too  harshly, 
And  unbesecmmg  (my  beloved  lord) 
My  care  and  duty,  pardon  me ! 

rai.  Oh,  hear  me, 
Hear  me,  Evanthe ! — (I  am  all  on  torture. 
And  this  lie  tears  my  conscience  as  I  vent 
it !)— —  [Aside, 

I  am  no  man. 

Evan,  How,  sir  ? 

VaL  No  man  for  pleasure ; 
No  woman's  man. 

Evan.  Goodness  forbid,  my  lord !  ' 
Sure  you  abuse  yourself. 


[Act  .3.  Scene  1' 


VaL  'Tis  true,  Evan  the; 
I  shame' to  say  you'll  find  it.  [Weept* 

Evan.  He  weops  bitterly : 
Tis  my  hard  fortune ;  bless  all  young  maids 

from  it !  . 
Is  there  no  lielp,  tny  lord,  in  art  will  com- 

*  fort  vp? 

VaL  I  liopc  there  i«. 

Evan.  How  long  have  you  been  destitute? 

Val,  Since  I  was  young. 

Eviin,  Tis  hard  to  die  for  noUiing.— - 
Now  vou  shall  know,  'tis  not  the  pleasure,  sir, 
(For  I'm  corapifird  to  love  you  spiritually) 
That  women  aim  at,  I  affect  you  for ; 
Tis  for  your  worth :  And  kiss  me;  beat  pence. 
Because  I  ever  lov'd  you,  1  still  honour  you, 
And  with  all  duty  to  my  husband  follow  yon. 
Will  you  to  bed  now  ?   You're  asham'd,  it 
seems:  "  [life, 

Pygmalion  prayM^  and  his  cold  stone  took 
You  do  not  know  with  what  zeal  I  shall  abk, 
sir,  [y^^* 

And  what  rare  miracle  that  may  work  upon 
Still  blnsh  ?  Prescribe  your  law. 

VaL  I  prithee  pardon  me ! 
To  fjed,  and  I'll  sit  by  thee,  and  mourn  with 

thee, 
Mourn  botii  our  fortimes,  our  unhappy  ones. 
Do  not  despise  me;  make  me  not  more 

wretched ! 
I  pray  to  Ueav'n,  when  I  am  gone.  Evanthe, 
(As  my  poor  date  is  hut  a  span  of  time  now) 
To  recompense  thy  noble  patience. 
Thy  love  and  virtue,  witli  a  fruitful  husband, 
Honest  and  honourable. 

Evan.  Come,  you  have  made  me  weep 

now.  '  [ti^y» 

All  fond  desire  die  here,  and  welcome  chas- 

Honour  and  chastity !    Do  what  you  please, 

sir.  [Exeunt, 


^  Nor  find  thee  hut  the  same  in  my  $hort  journey. 

For  my  love's  iafety.^   Valerio  would  not  suiter  the  least  abatement  of  lier  affection  if 

he  might  Siive, what  by  it?  his  love }  his  life  to  be  sure  he  designed  to  say,  and  the 

true  reading  is, 

'  For  my  ///e'«  safety.'        Sympum, 
"Wry  good  sense  may  he  made  out  of  the  text:  *  He  would  not  lessen  in  his  love  for  any 
'  thing,  and  therefore  wishes  to  fmd  her  still  the  same,  that  his  love  may  not  lessen.'  In  hit 
*  short  journey '  his  iife^s  safety  is  quite  out  of  die  question. 

SI : fia7)€  pity  on  me, 

I  tiever  lied  before,  for  give  me,  Justice ; 

Yonth  and  affection  stop  yot/r  ears  unto  mf.]  Valerio  going  to  pretend  impotcncy,  prays;- 
aside,  that  Heaven  may  forgive  the  lie,  and  (as  the  text  at  present  runs)  Evanthe  not  oeHere^ 
but  stop  her  cur$  against  it.  But  is  not  this  a  contradiction  glaring  enough  ?  Tis,  I  think^ 
not  only  possible  but  very  probable  the  Authors'  manuscript  ran, 

'  Youth  and  affection  o/;€  your  ears  unto  me;' 
.«.  e.  to  hear  and  believe  what  he  was  going  to  discover.         Syfnpsotu 
He  desires  tlicm  not  to  hear,  and  tlmt  is  surely  much  best. 

/ 
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ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Emter  at  am  door  Rtigio  and  friar  Marco,  ai 
ike  other  door  Sorano,  milk  a  liitiegtott  viol, 

Bjtf .  f^Il  AT  ails  this  piece  of  mischief  to 

^^    look  sad? 
He  seems  to  weep  too. 

Mar,  Sometliing  is  a-hatching. 
And  of  some  bloody  nature  too,  lord  Rugioy 
Tliis  crocodile  mourns  thus  cumiiogly. 

&r.  Hail,  holy  fatlicr ! 
And  g<>od  day  to  the  good  lord  Rugio! 
Uow  fares  the  sad  prince,  I  beseech  you,  sir? 
Bjig.  *  ris  like  you  kjiow ;  you  need  not 
ask  that  question:  fries 

Tou  have  your  eyes  and  watches  on  his  niise- 
As  near  as  ours :  I  would  they  were  as  tender ! 
Mar.  Can  you  do  him  good?  As  the  king 
and  you  appointed  him. 
So  be  is  still;  as  you  desirM  I  think  too, 
For  ev\y  day  he's  worse :  Ileav'n  pardon  all ! 
Put  off  your  sorrow ;  you  may  laugh  now^ 

lord; 
lie  cannot  last  long  to  disturb  your  master : 
You  have  done  worthy  sen-ice  to  his  brother^ 
And  lie  most  meuiorable  love. 

Sor.  You  do  not  know,  sir,        [weariness 
M'ith  what  remorse  I  ask,  nor  with  what 
I  groan  and  bow  under  this  load  of  honour ; 
And  how  my  soul  sighs  for  the  beastlv  ser- 
vices [with  me ! 
IVe  done  his  pleasures,   these  be  witness 
And  from  your  piety  believe  me,  father, 
I  would  as  willingly  uncloath  myself 
Of  litle,  (that  becomes  me  not,  I  know  ; 
Good  men  and  great  names  best  agree  to- 
gether) [p^^& 
Cast  off  tiMv  glorious  favours,  and  the  trap- 
Of  sound  and  honour,  wealth  and  promises, 
liis  wanton  pleasures  have  Bung  on  my  weak- 
ness,                                        [V^irtue's, 
And  chuse  to  serve  my  country*s  cause  and 
Poorly  and  honestly,  and  redeem  my  ruint, 
As  I  would  liope  remission  of  my  mischiefs. 
Rug.  Old  and  experienced  men,  my  lord 
Sorano, 
Are  not  so  quickly  caught  with  gilt  hypocrisy. 
You  pull  your  claws  in  now,  and  fawn  upon 
As  lions  do  to  entice  poor  foulish  beasts ;  [us, 
And  beasts  we  should  be  too,  if  we  believ*d 

Co,  exercise  your  art [you : 

^.  For  Heav*n*s  sake,  scorn  me  not, 
Kor  add  more  hell  to  my  afflicted  soul 
Than  I  feel  here  !  As  you  are  honourable, 
As  you  are  charitable,  look  gently  on  me  ! 
I  will  no  more  to  court,  be  no  more  devil ; 
I  know  I  must  be  hated  even  of  him 
That  was  my  love  now;  and  the  more  be 

loves  mc 
For  his  foul  ends,  when  they  shall  ooct  appear 
tobiiiiy 


Muster  before  liis  conscience,  and  accuse  him. 
The  fouler  and  the  more  falls  his  displeasure : 
Princes  are  fading  thini^  so  are  their  favoon. 

Mar.  lie  weeps  again ; 
Ili^  heart  is  touch'd  sure  widi  remorse. 

Sar.  See  this. 
And  give  me  fair  attention.   Good  mjr  lon^ 
And  worthy  father,  see  ;  witliin  this  viol, 
The  remedy  and  cure  of  all  my  honour. 
And  of  the  sad  prince,  lie. 

Rug.  Wliat  new  trick's  tliis?  [dantlj 

Sfir.  Tis  true,  I  have  done  offices  abun* 
III  and  prodigious  to  the  prince  Alplionso; 
And,  whilst  I  was  a  knave,  I  sought  his  death 
too.  [yet. 

Rug.  You  are  too  late  convicted  to  he  good 

Sor.  But,  father,  when  I  felt  this  part  af- 
flict me^ 
Tliis  inward  part,  and  callM  me  to  an  audit 
Of  my  misdeeds  and  mischiefs 

Mar.  Well ;  go  on,  sir. 

Sor.  Oh,  then,  then,  then !  what  was  mj 
glory  then,  father ! 
The  favour  of  the  king,  what  did  that  ease  me  ? 
What  was  it  to  lie  liow*d  to  by  all  creatures? 
WoKhipt,  and  courted  ?  what  did  this  avail 
I  was  a  wretch,  a  poor  lost  wretch !       [me  ? 

Mar.  Still  better.  [(<)and 

Sor.  Till,  in  the  midst  of  all  my  grief,  I 
Repentance ;  and  a  learned  man  to  give  th# 

means  to  it ; 
A  Jew,  an  honest  and  a  rare  physician : 
Of  him  I  liad  this  jewel ;  'tis  a  lewcl,      [it* 
And,  at  the  price  of  all  my  wealth,  I  bough* 
If  tlie  king  knew  it,  I  must  lose  my  head ; 
And  willingly,  most  willingly,  I*d  suffer. 
A  child  may  take  it,  *tis  so  sweet  in  working* 

Mar.  I'o  whom  would  you  apply  it? 

Sor.  To  tlie  sick  prince; 
It  will  in  half  a  day  dissolve  his  melancholy. 

Rug.  I  do  believe,  and  give  him  sleep  for 
ever.  [lice, 

What  impudence  is  this,  and  what  base  ma- 
To  make  us  instruments  of  thy  abuses ! 
Are  wc  set  here  to  poison  him? 

Sor.  Mistake  not; 
Yet  i  must  needs  say,  'tis  a  noble  care, 
And  worthy  virtuous  servants.    If  you'll  see 
A  flourisliing  estate  again  in  Naples, 
And  great  Alphonso  reign,  that's  truly  good. 
And  like  himself  able  to  make  all  excellent. 
Give  him  thia  drink ;  and  this  good  health 
'into  him !  [DritiA*. 

I'm  n«)t  so  desp'rate  yet  to  kill  myself. 
Never  look  on  me  as  a  guilty  man. 
Nor  on  the  water  as  a  speedy  poison ; 
I  am  not  mad,  nor  laid  out  «l  my  treasure,- 
My  conscirnce  and  my  credit,  to  abuse  ye. 
How  nimbly  and  how  chearfully  it  works  now 
Uoon  my  heartand  head !  Sure  Fm  a  new  man ! 
Xocre  is  no  sadnesa  chat  I  feel^itbin  me, 


tso 
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I1iat  you  might  know  the  virtue  but  to  suffer ! 
Your  an^cr,  tbo'  it  be  unjust  and  inaolenty 
Sits  handsomer  upon  yon  than  your  scorn; 
To  do  a  wilful  ill,  and  glory  in  it. 
Is  to  do't  double,  double  to  be  damn'd  too. 
Fred.  Hast  thou  not  found  a  loving  and 

free  prince  ?  ^ 

High  in  his  favours  too  }  that  has  conferred 
Such  hearts-ease,  and  such  heaps  of  comfort 
All  thou  cottldst  ask  ?  [on  thee, 

VaL  You  are  too  grown  a  tyrant, 
Upon  so  suffering  and  so  still  a  subject ! 
YouVc  put  upon  rae  such  a  punishment,  [at: 
That  if  your  youth  were  honest  it  would  blush 
But  youVe  a  shame  to  Nature,  as  to  Virtue. 
Pull  not  my  nu^e  upon  you  !  'tis  so  iust, 
It  will  give  way  to  no  respect.     My  life. 
My  innocent  life,  (I  dare  maintain  it,  sir,) 
Like  a  wanton  prodigal  you've  flung  away; 
Had  I  a  thousand  more,  I  would  allow  'em^ 
And  be  as  careless  of  *em  as  your  will  is : 
But  to  deny  those  rights  the  law  hath  giv'u 

me, 
The  holy  law,  and  make  her  life  the  penance^ 
Is  such  a  studied  and  unheard-of  malice. 
No  heart  that  Is  not  hir'd  from  hell  X  dare 

think  of! 
To  do  it  then  too,  when  my  hopes  were  higb» 
High  as  my  blood,  all  my  desires  upon  me. 
My  free  anfxtions  ready  to  eu^  brace  her. 

Enter  Ckttmndrn. 
And  she  mine  own— D'you  smile  at  tljis  f  is't 

done  well  ? 
Is  there  not  Heav'n  above  you,  that  sees  all) 
»    •         [Exif. 
Fred,  Come  hither.  Time.   How  does  your 

noble  mistress  ? 
Cm.  Asa  gentlewoman  may  do  in  her  case 
That's  newly  married;  sir;  sickly  sometimes 
And  fond  on't,  like  your  majesty  ^, 
Fred,  She's  breedmg  then  ? 
,  Cos,  She  wants  much  of  her  colour,  and 
has  her  qualms         • 
As  ladies  use  to  have,  sir,  and  her  disgusts. 
Free/.  And  keeps  her  chamber  f 
Ca$.  Yes,  sir. 

Fred.  And  eats  pood  broths  and  jellies  ? 
Cas,  I'm  sure  she  sighs,  sir,  and  wceps^ 

•good  lady ! 

Fred,  Alas,  good  lady,  for  it! 

She  should  have  one  could  comfort  her,  Cas* 

Sandra,  [fotter. 

Could  turn  those  tears' t6  joys, «  lusty  com* 

Cum,  a  comfortable  man  does  well  at  all 

For  he  brings  comfortable  things.       [hcHfrs, 

s*  Til  iome  rare  virtuous  thin^,]  So  Milton  in  his  Tl  Peitseroso  uses  the  word; 
*  And  ol  tne  viriuims  ring  and  glass,'  &c.        Sympmn, 
X  (Yet  I  must  vex  him  further).  This  line  seems  to  be  an  inteTpoladau ;  and  was  perhapf 
•ccaMoned  by  the  players'  omitting  the  tliree  next  lines. 

X  li\r*(i  from.  heiL]  'Hir'd  is  not  nonsense,  yet  its  being  genuine  is  doubtful.    Perhaps  we 
.  sbould  read  '  hot  from  hell.* 

»  Skkl^  tometimes  and  fond  on't,  like  your  rmjeity,]  This  place  I  would  read  so ; 
*  Sickly  someumes  and  fo^,  an*t  like  your  majesty.'        ISympton, 


But,  as  it  meets  it,  like  a  lazy  vapour 
How  it  flies  off!  Here,  give  it  him  with  speed  : 
You  are  more  guilty  than  I  ever  was. 
And  worthier  of  the  name  of  evil  subjects, 
If  but  iin  hour  you  hold  this  from  his  he:ilth. 
Rug.  Tis  some  rare  virtuous  thing  sure^^; 
he's  a  good  man  ! 
It  must  he  so;  cimie, let's  apply  it  presently, 
And  may  it  sweetly  work ! 

Sor.  'Pray  let  me  hear  on't; 
And  carry't  close,  my  lords. 
Mar.  Yes,  goodSorano. 

[Exeunt  Rvgio  and  Marco. 

Sor,  Do,  my  good  fools,  my  honest  pious 

coxcombs,  [doms? 

My  wary  fools  too !  Have  I  caught  your  wi». 

You  never  dream'd  I  knew  an  antidote. 

Nor  how  to  take  it  to  secure  mine  own  life; 

I  am  an  ass !  Go,  give  him  the  6ne  cordial. 

And  when  you've  doue,  go  dig  his  grave,  good 

friar.  [bawling. 

Some  two  hours  hence  we  shall  have  such  a 

And  roai*ing  up  and  down  for  aqua  vita. 

Such  rubbing,  and  such  'nointing,  and  such 

cooling!  [belly: 

I've  sent  Inui  that  will  make  a  bonfire  in's 

If  he  recover  it,  there's  no  heat  in  hell  sure. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Podramo. 

Fred,  Podramo! 

Fod.  Sir. 

Fred.  Call  hither  lord  Valerio ; 
And  let  none  trouble  us. 

Pod,  It  shall  be  done,  sir.  [Exit. 

Fred.  I  know  he  wants  no  additions  to  his 
tortures. 
He  has  enough  for  human  blood  to  carry; 
(Yet  I  must  vex  him  further  J) 
So  many,  that  I  wonder  his  hot  ^outh 
And  high-bred  spirit  breaks  not  into  fury; 
I  must  yet  torture  him  a  little  further. 
And  make  myself  sport  with  his  miseries; 
My  anger  is  too  poor  else.    Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Valerio. 
Now,  my  young-married  lord,  bow  do  you 

feel  yourself? 
You  have  the  happiness  you  ever  aim'd  at, 
The  joy  and  pleasure. 

Vol.  'Would  you  had  the  like,  sir ! 
Fred,  You  tumble  in  delights  with  your 
sweet  lady. 
And  draw  the  minutes  out  in  dear  embraces ; 
You  live  a  right  lord's  life. 
Val.  'Would  you  bad  tried  it. 
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IM,  Come  hither ; 
Aod  hold  your  fan  l>etweeo,  yoaVo  eaten 

onions. 
Her  breath  stinks  like  a  fox,  her  teeth  are 

contagious; 
These  old  women  are  all  elder-pipes. — ^Do 
yoa  mark  me  ?  [giva  a  purM. 

Cos,  Yes,  sir;  but  does  your  Grace  think 
I  am  fit. 
That  am  both  old  and  virtuous  ? 
Fred.  Therefore  the  fitter,  th'  older  still 
the  better; 
I  know  thou  art  as  holy  as  an  old  cope, 
Yet,  upon  necessary  use— — 
Cos.  Tis  true,  sir. 

Fred.  Her  feeling  sense  is  fierce  still;  speak 
unto  her, 

Sfou  are  familiar)  speak,  I  say,  unto  her, 
peak  to  the  purpose ;  tell  her  tliis,  and  this. 
Cas,  Alas,  she  s  honest,  sir,  she's  very  ho- 

And  would  you  have  my  gravity [nest, 

Fred.  Ay,  ay; 
Your  s^ravit y  will  become  the  cause  the  better, 
ril  look  thee  out  a  knight  shall  make  thee  a 
lady  too,  ,  [thee; 

A  lusty  knight,  and  one  that  shall  be  rul'd  by 
And  add  to  these.  111  make  Vm  good.     Mo 

mincing, 
Nor  ducking  out  of  nicety,  good  lady, 
But  do  it  home.     We'll  all  be  friends  too, 
tell  her, 

And  such  a  joy 

Com.  That's  it  that  stirs  me  up,  sir ; 
I «  ould  not  for  the  world  attempt  herchnsticy, 
But  that  they  may  live  lovingly  hereafter. 
Fred.  For  that  I  urge  it  too. 
Cas.  A  little  evil 
May  well  be  suffer'd  for  a  gcneral^ood,  sir. 
rU  take  my  leave  of  your  majesty.      [Exit. 

Enter  Valerio. 

Fred.  ■  Go  fortunately ; 
Be  speedy  too.     Here  comes  Valerio : 
If  his  afiBictions  have  allay'd  his  spirit. 
My  work  has  end.  Come  hither,  lord  Valerio; 
How  do  you  now  ? 

VaL  Your  majesty  may  guess, 
Not  so  well,  nor  so  fortunate  as  you  are. 
That  can  tie  up  men's  honest  wills  and  nctions. 

Fred.  You  clearly  see  now,  brave  Valerio, 
What  'tis  to  be  the  rival  to  a  priuce. 
To  interpose  against  a  raging  lion : 
I  know  you've  suner'd,  iufinitely  sufTer'd, 
And  with  a  kind  of  pity  I  behold  it; 
And  if  yon  dare  be  worthy  of  my  mercy, 
I  can  yet  heal  you,  (yield  up  your  Evantlie) 
Take  off  my  sentence  also. 

Val.  I  fall  thus  low,  sir. 
My  poor  sad  he-art  under  your  feet  I  lay, 
And  all  the  service  of  my  life. 

Fred,  Do  this  then, 
For  without  this  'twill  be  impossible : 
Fart  with  her  for  a  while. 

Val,  You've  parted  us; 
What  should  I  do  with  that  I  cannot  use,  sir  ? 


Fred,  'Tis  well  considered :  Let  me  have  the 
lady. 
And  tlioushaltsee  how  nobly  I'll  befriend  thee^ 

How  all  tliis  difference 

Val.  Will  bhe  come,  d'you  think,  sir? 
Fred,  She  must  be  wrought,  (I  know  she  is 
too  modest) 
And  gently  wrought,  and  cunningly. 
V(U.  Tis  fit,  sir. 

Fred.  And  secretly  it  must  be  done. 
Val,  As  thought. 

Fred,  Til  warrant  you  her  honour  shall  h%. 
fair  still ; 
No  soil  nor  stain  shall  appear  on  that,  Valerio. 
Ydu  see  a  thousand  that  hear  sober  faces. 
And  shew  off  as  inimitable  modesties; 
You  would  be  sworn  too  that  tliey  were  pure 

matrons, 
And  most  chaste  maids ;  and  yet,  t'augment 

their  fortunes,  * 

And  get  tliem  noble  friends-^— 

VaL  They  are  content,  sir. 
In  private  to  bestow  their  beauties  on  'em. 
Fred.  They  are  so,  and  they're  wise;  they 
know  no  want  for't. 
Nor  no  eye  sees  they  waut  their  honesties. 
Val,  Irt  might  be  carried  thus?  ' 

Fred,  It  shall  be,  sir. 
Val.  rU  see  you  dead  first !  [atiV/e. ]-*Witb 
this  caution, 
Whv,  sure,  I  think  it  might  be  done. 
Fred.  Yes,  easily. 

Vul.  For  what  tune  would  your  Grace  de- 
sire her  body?  [still 
Fred.  A  month  or  two.    It  shall  be  carried 
As  if  she  kept  with  you,  and  were  a  stranger. 
Rather  a  hater,  of  the  grace  I  offer ; 
And  then  I  will  return  her,  with  such  ho- 
nour                                  [honour ! 

Val.  Tis  very  like;  I  dote  much  on  your 
Fred,  And  load  her  with  such  favour  too, 
Valerio— 
.  Val,  She  never  shall  claw  off:  I  humbly 
thank  you ! 
Fred.  I'll  make  ye  both  tlie  happiest,  and 
tlie  richest. 

And  tlie  mightiest  too 

Val.  But  who  shall  work  her,  sir  ? 
For,  on  my  conscience,  she  is  very  honest, 
Aud  will  he  hard  to  cut  as  a  rough  diamond. 
.  if-erf.  Why,  you  must  work  her;  any  thing 

from  your  tongue, 
Set  off  with  golden  and  persuasive  language. 

Urging  your  dangers  too 

Val.  But  all  this  time 
Have  you  the  conscience,  sir,  to  leave  me  no^ 

.      thing. 
Nothing  to  play  withal  ? 

Fred.  There  be  a  thousand ; 
Take  where  thou  wilt. 

Val.  May  I  make  bold  with  your  Queen  ? 
Slie's  useless  to  your  Grace,  as  it  appears,  sir, 
And  bat  a  loyal  wife,*  that  may  be  lost  too  t 
I  have  a  mind  to  her,  and  then  'tis  equal. 
Fred,  How, sir? 
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VaL  Tis  so,  sir.    Tliou  mosl  glorious  im- 
pudence. 
Have  I  not  wrongs  enow  to  suffer  under. 
But  thou  must  pick  ute  out  to  make  a  monster  ? 
A  hated  wonder  to  the  world?  D'you  start 
At  my  entrenching!  on  your  private  liberty, 
And  would  you  force  u  highway  thro*  mine 

honour. 
And  make  me  pave  it  too  ?  But  that  thy  Queen 
Is  of  that  excellence  in  honesty,    • 
And  guarded  with  divinity  al)out  her, 
No  loose  thought  can  come  ueiir,  nor  flame 
1  would  so  ri«ht^  myself [unhallow'd, 

Fted,  Why,  take  her  to  you  ; 
I  niu  not  vex*d  at  this;  thou  shalt  enjoy  her : 
1*11  he  thy  friend,  if  that  may  win  thy  courtesy. 

yaL  I  will  not  be  your  bawd,  tho'  for  your 
roysilty. 
Was  I  broui:ht  up  and  nouristrd  in  the  court, 
With  tliy  most  royal  brother,  and  thyself, 
Upon  thy  father*s charj^c,  thy  huppy  fathc^r^s, 
And  sucV'd  the  sweetness  ot  all  human  arts, 
Learn *d  arms  and  honour,  co  become  a  rascal  ? 
Was  this  tlie  expectation  of  my  youth, 
My  growth  of  honour?  Do  you  speak  this 

Or  do  you  try  roe,  sir?  for  I  believe  not. 
At  least  1  would  not,  and mctliinks  'tis  im{^ 

sible, 

There  should  be  such  a  devil  in  a  king's  shape, 
Such  a  malignant  fiend ! 

Fred,  I  thank  you,  sir ! 

Toukorrow  is  your  last  day,  and  look  to  it 

•Get  from  my  sight,  away  ! 

ftf/.  You  are— Oh,  my  heart's  too  high 
And  full  to  thii^k  upon  you !         -    [Exeunt, 

Enter  Evanthe  and  Cattandra. 
Evan.  You  think  it  fit  then,  mortified  Cas- 
That  1  should  be  a  whore  ?  [^audra, 

Cat,  Why  a  whore,  madam  ? 
If  every  woman  that  upon  necessity 
Did  a  gtiod  turn  (for  there's  the  main  point, 
mark  it)  [madam  ? 

Were  term*d  a  whore,  who  would  be  honest. 
Your  lord*s  life,  and  your  own,  are  now  in 
haieard ;  [nothing. 

Two  precious  lives  may  be  redeem 'd  with 
LittU:  ur  nothing ;  say,  an  hour'ii  or  day's  sport, 
'Or  such  a  toy ;  the  cud  to*t  is  not  w  antounessM, 
Itmt  we  call  lust,  tliat  maidens  lose  their 

fame  for. 
But  a  compell'd  ne<  essity  of  hr»mmr, 
Fair  as  the  day,  and  clear  as  Innocence ; 
Upou  my  life  and  conscience,  a  direct  way-— 

Evan.  To  be  a  rastud 

Cut.  Tis  a  kind  of  rape  too ; 
Tliat  keeps  you  clear;  lor  where  your  wilPs 
compeird,  [still. 

Tho'  you  yield  up  your  body,  you  are  safe 


Evan,  Thou'rt  grown  a  learned  bawd;  I 
ever  look'd 
Thy  great  sufficiency  would  break  out. 

Ca$,  You  may. 
You  that  are  young  and  fair,  scorn  us  old 
creatures ;  [l<Mly, 

But  you  must  know  my  years  ere  you  be  wise. 
And  my  experience  too*  Say  tlte  king  lov'd 
Say  it  were  t]Oth^lg  else?  [you? 

Evan    Ay,  marry,  wench, 
Now  thou  com'st  to  me. 

Cat,  Do  you  think  princes'  favours 
Arc  such  slight  things,  to  fling  away  when 

you  please? 
There  be  youms  ladies, 
fioth  fair  and  honourable,  that  would  leap  to 
And  leap  aloft  too.  [reach  'em, 

Evan,  Such  are  light  enough ; 
I  am  no  vaulter,  wench.     But  canst  thou  tell 
me,  [no? 

Tho'  he  be  a  kins;,  whether  be  be  sound  or 
1  would  not  give  my  youth  up  to  infection. 
Cat,  As  sound  as  honourought  to  be,  I  think, 
hidy. 
Go  to !  be  wise ;  I  do  not  bid  you  try  liim ; 
liut,  if  helovc  you  well,  and  you  neglect  him. 
Your  lord's  life  hanging  on  thehazardof  it— ^ 

If  you  be  so  wilful  proud 

Evan.  Thou  speak 'st  to  th'  point  still; 
But,  when  Tve  lam  witli  him,  what  am  I  then, 
gentlewoman  ? 
Cut.  \Yhat  are  you  ?  why,  the  same  you'ro 
now,  a  woman, 
A  virtuous  woman,  and  a  noble  woman ; 
Touching  at  what  i»  noble,  you  become  so. 
Had  Lucrece  e'er  been  thought  of,  but  for 

Tarc^iiin? 
She  was  f>efo(e  a  simple  unknown  woman  ; 
When  she  was  ravish'd,  she  was  a  reverend 

saint. 
And  do  you  think  she  yielded  not  a  little. 
And  had  a  kind  of  will  to  have  been  re-ra- 

vi{»h*d  ? 
Believe  it,  yes.  There  are  a  thousand  stories 
Of  wondrous  loyal  women,  that  have  slipp'd. 
But  it  has  been  on  the  ice  of  tender  honour, 
That  kept  them  cool  still  to  the  world.  I 
think  [your  hands 

You're  blest,  that  have  such  an  occasion  in 
To  l>eget  a  chronicle,  a  faithful  one. 
Evan,  It  must  needs  be  much  honour! 
Cat,  As  you  may  make  it,  infinite,  and 
safe  UHi ;  [live 

And  when  'tis  done,  your  lord  mid  you  may 
So  ciuietly,  and  peaceably  together. 
And  be  what  you  please : 

Evan,  But  suppose  this,  wench. 
The  king  should  so  delight  me  with  his  com- 
pany, [him  ? 
I  should  forget  my  lord,  and  no  more  look  oo 

»•  —  <Ae  end  to  it  it  wantonnest.]  For  want  of  a  negative  particle  here,  the  old  procumft 
in  made  to  contradict  all  she  was  contending  for ;  the  place  ought  to  rua  so  : 

' the  end  to  it  is  not  wantonness.' 

Mr.  S«w«rd  likewise  aiad«  th«  same  obsonatioa.       S^pum, 
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Cog.  Ttmt*s  the  main  hazard ;  for  I  tell  you 
truly,  [bure, 

IVe  heard  Rpport  speak  be*9an  infinite  plea- 
Almoht  above  belief.  There  be  nonie  ladies. 
And  inoilesc  to  the  world  too,  wondrous  mo- 
dest, 
That  have  had  the  blessedness  to  try  his  body, 
Tiiat  1  have  heard  procla'in  him  a  new  lier- 
£van.  So  siroiigiy  able?  [cuLes. 

C-as,  There  will  be  the  danger, 
You  being;  but  a  youiie;  and  tender  lady, 
Altho'your  mind  b€gf)od,yetyouTtVeak  body. 
At  first  encounter  too,  /to  meet  with  ooe 

Of  his  unnmquerM  btren^th 

Erfan,  Peace,  thou  rude  hawd, 
Thou   studied  old   corruptnesses!    tie    thy 
tongue  up,  [counsel? 

Your  hir'd  base  tongue !  Is  this  your  timely 
Dost  thou  seek  to  make  me  dote  on  wicked- 
ness, 
Because  'tis  ten  times  worse  than  thou  de- 

liver'bt  it? 
To  bp  a  whore,  because  he  has  suAciency 
To  make  a  hundred?  oh,  thou  impudence! 
Have  1  relieved  thy  age  to  mine  own  ruin? 
And  worn  thee  in  my  bosom,  to  betray  me  ? 
Can  years  and  imp«>tence  win  nothing  on  thee 
That's  good  and  honest,  but  thou  must  go  on 

stiti? 
And  where  thy  blood  wants  heat  to  sin  thysel  f, 
Porcc  thy  decrepid  will  to  make  me  wicked  ? 

Cat.  I  did  but  tell  you 

Evan,  What  the  damned'st  woman, 
The  cunning'st  and  the  skiltuFst  bawd,  comes 

short  of ! 
If  thou  hadst  liv'd  ten  apes  to  he  damn*d  in, 
And  exerrib'd  this  art  the  devil  taught  thee. 
Thou  couldst  not  have  exprebs'd  it  more  ex- 
Cas.  I  did  not  bid  you  sin.  [actly  1 

Evan,  Thou  wooedst  me  to  it ; 
Thou,  that  art  fit  for  prayer  and  the  grave, 
Thy  body  earth  al ready,  and  corruption, 
Thou  taught*st  the  way.     Go,  follow  your  fine 
function :  [matrons. 

There  are  houses  of  delight,  that  want  good 
Such  srnve  inAtructors ;  get  thee  thither,  mon- 
And.read  variety  of  sins  to  wantons;     [stcr. 
And  when  they  roar  Mith  pains,  learn  to  msike 
plaiiiters. 
Cum.  This  weVe  for  our  good  wills. 
Evan.  If  ecr  1  see  tln-e  more, 
Or  any  thing  that*s  like  thee,  to  uflTright  me, 
By  this  fair  light,  I'll  spoil  thy  bawdry  I 
1*11  leave  thee  neither  eyes  nor  nose  to  grace 

thee ! 
When  thou  want*st  bread,  and  common  pity 
towards  thee, 

Eater  FreJericfc, 
And  art  a-starving  in  a  ditch,  think  of  me  : 
Tiieu  die,  and  let  tlie  wandViug  bawds  lament 

thee ! 
Be  gone;  I  charge  thee  leave  me! 

ss oi4i  carruptruss,]  This  in  Martial's  words  is^  non  vitima  ted  vUium, 
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Ca$.  YouH  repent  thi».  \Erit, 

Fred,  She's  angry,  and  t*  otlicr  cryiug  too : 
my  suit  is  cold :  [this ! 

Vl\  make  your  heart  ake,  stubborn  wencn,  for 
Turn  not  so  ajkgry  from  me ;  I  will  speak  to 
you.  [lady  ? 

Are  you  grown  proud  with  your  delight,  irood 
So  pamper'd  with  your  sport,  you  scoro  to 
know  me? 
Evan.l.  scorn  you  oot ;  I  would  you  scorD*d 
not  Die,  sir, 
/  •  d  forc'd  roe  to  be  weary  of  my  duty  I 
1  know  your  Grace;  'would  I  bad  never  seen 
you! 
Fred.  Because  1  love  you,  'cause  I  dot« 
upon  you. 
Because  I  am  a  man  that  seek  to  please  you. 
Evan.  I've  man  enough  already  to  coih 
tent  me. 
As  much,  as  noble,  and  as  worthy  of  me, 
As  all  the  world  can  yield. 

Fred.  That's  but  your  modesty: 
You  have  no  man —  nay,  never  look  upon  me ; 
I  know  it,  lady — no  man  to  content  yoo ; 
No  man  that  can,  or  at  the  least,  that  dare. 
Which  is  a  poorer  man,  and  nearer  nothing, 
Evan,  Be  nobler,  sir,  intbrm'd. 
Fred,  I'll  tell  thee,  wench, 
The  poor  condition  of  this  poore/' fellow. 
And  make  thee  blush  for  shame  at  thine  own 

error ; 
He  never  tender'd  yet  a  husband's  duty 
To  thy  warm  longing  bed. 

Evan.  How  shouM  he  know  thai  ?  [Aside, 
Fred.  I'm  sure  he  did  not,   for  I  charged 
him  no. 
Upon  his  life  I  charg'd  him,  hut  to  try  him. 
Could  any  brave  or  noble  spirit  stop  here? 
Was  life  to  be  preferred  before  al&ction? 
Lawful  and  lon;j;M-for  loo? 

Evan.  Did  you  command  him? 
Fred.  I  did,  in  policy,  to  try  his  spirits 
Eran.  And  could  he  be  so  dead-cold  to 
observe  it?  [me? 

Brought  [  no  beauty,  nor  no  love  along  with 
Fred.  Why,  that  is  it  that  makes  me  scorn 
to  name  him.  [for*t; 

I  should  have  iov'd  him,  if  h'  had  ventured 
Nay,  doted  on  bis  bravery. 

Emm,  Only  charg'd? 

And  with  that  spell  sit  down  ?   Dare  men 

fight  bravely,  [tion, 

For  pfior  slight  things,  for  drink,  or  ostenta- 

And  there  endsiigcr  botii  tlicir  lives  and  for* 

tunes. 
And  for  their  lawful  loves  fly  00* with  fear? 
Fred.  Tis  true;  [thee. 

And,  with  a  cunning  base  fear  too  to  abuse 
Made  titee  believe,  poor  innocent  Evanthe, 
Wretched  young  girl,  it  was  his  impotency : 
Was  it  not  so?  deny  it. 
Evan.  Oh,  my  anger ! 
At  my  years,  to  be  cozen 'd  with  a  young  man ! 

Spmpton. 
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Fred,  A  strong  man  too ;  certain  be  lov'd 

you  dearly ! 
Evan,  To  have  my  shame  and  lore  mingled 
together,  [me ! 

And  both  fiuii^  on  me  like  a  weight  to  sink 
I  would  have  died  a  thousand  times! 

Fred.  So  would  any, 
Any  that  bad  the  spirit  of  a  man : 
I  would  have  been  kilfd  in  your  arms. 

Ettan.  I  would  h'had  been,  [ble: 

And  buried  in  miue  arms !  that  had  been  no- 
And  what  a  monument  would  I  liave  made 
him!  fpeacf:, 

Upon  tliis  breast  he  should  have  slept  in 
Honour  and  everlasting  Love  his  mourners; 
And  I  still  weepmg,  'till  old  Time  had  turn*d 

me, 
And  pitying  powers  above,  into  pure  crystal. 
Fred'  Uadsc  thou  lov'd  roe,  and  had  my 
way  been  stuck  [stars, 

With  deaths,  as  thick  as  frosty  nights  with 
I  would  have  ventured. 

-  Evan.  Sure  titere  is  some  trick  in't : 
VaJcrio  ne'er  was  coward.  [Aside, 

-  Fred,  Worse  thau  this  too. 

Tamer,  and  seasoning  of  a  baser  nature, 
He  set  your  woman  on  you  to  betray  you, 
Your  bawdy  woman,  or  your  sin-sohcitor; 
(I  pray  but  think  what  this  man  may  deserve 

now) 
I  know  he  did,  and  did  it  to  please  me  too. 
Evan.  Good  sir^  afflict  me  not  too  fast!  I 
feel 
I  am  a  woman,  and  a  wrong'd  one  too, 
And  sensible  I  am  of  my  abuses. 
Sir,  you  have  lov'd  me— ^ — 

ired.  And  I  love  thee  still, 
Pity  thy  wrongs,  and  dote  upon  thy  person. 
Evon,  To  set  my  woman  on  me !  'twas  too 

base,  sir. 
Fred.  Abominable  vile. 
Evan.  But  I  shall  fit  him, 
Fred.  All  reason  and  all  law  allows  it  to 
you;  '  •  •  [him. 

And  you're  a  fool,  a  tame  fool,  if  you  spare 
Evan,  You  may  speak  now,  and  happily 
prevail  too;  * 
And  I  beseech  your  Grace  be  an^ry  with  me. 
Fred,  I  am  at  heart.- -^(She  staggers  in  her 
faith, 
And  will  fall  oflT,  I  hope;  I'll  ply  her  stiil.>- 
Thou  abus'd  innocence,  I  suffer  with  thee  ! 
If  I  should  give  him  life,  he*d  btiil  betray  thee; 
Tuat  fool  that  fears  to  die  fo^uch  a  beauty, 
Would  for  the  sanif  fear  sell  thee  uniomisery. 
I  don*r  say  |  he  would  have  been  bawd  him- 
self too. 
Evan.  Followed  thus  far  ?  nay>  then  I  smell 
the  malice ; 
It  tastes  too  hut  of  practis'd  wickedness: 


There  can  be  no  such  man,  I'm  sure  no  i^en- 
tleman.  [pleasure  l 

Shall  my  an^er  make  rae  whore,  and  not  my 
My  sudden  mconsiderate  ra^e  obuse  me? 
Come  home  again,  my  frighted  faith,  mj 

virtue. 
Home  to  nty  heart  again  !  [ilwdf.]— He  be 
a  bawd  too  ?  [thel 

Fred.  I  will  not  say  he  offered,  fair  Kvan-i 
Evan.  Nor  do  not  dare  I  Twill  be  anim-" 
pudence, 
And  not  an  honour,  for  a  prince  to  lie. 
Fy,  sir,  a  person  of  your  rank  to  trifle  I 
I  know  you  do  lie. 
Fred.  How? 
Evan.  Lie  shamefully ; 
And  1  could  wish  myHelFa  man  but  one  day, 
To  tell  you  openly,  you  lie  too  basely  ! 
Fred.  Take  heed,  wild  fool ! 
Evan.  Take  thou  heed,  thou  tame  devil ! 
Thou  all  Pandora's  box,  in  a  king's  figure  I 
Th'  hast  almost  whor'd  my  wesik  belief  al* 

ready, 
And  lik^  an  engineer  blown  up  miue  honour : 
But  I  shall  countermine,  and  catch  your  mis^ 

chief; 
This  litde  fort  you  seek  T  shall  man  nobly » 
And  strongly  too,  witli  cliaste  obedience 
To  my  dear  lord,  with  virtuous  thoughts  that 

scorn  you. 
Victorious  Thomyris  never  won  more  honour 
In  cutting  off  the  royal  head  of  Cyrus, 
Than  I  shall  do  in  conquVing  thee.  Farewell ! 
And,  if  thou  canst  be  wise,  learn  to  be  good 
too;  [eves  do. 

'Twill  give  thee  nobler  lights  than  botfi  thine 
My  poor  lord  and  myself  are  bound  to  suf- 
fer;   '  [tence. 
And  when  I  see  him  faint  under  your  sen- 
1*11  tell  you  more;  it  may  be,  then  I'll  yield 
too. 
Fred,  Fool  unexampled,  shall  my  anger 
follow  thee?  '  '    .                     [Exeunt. 

Enter  Rugio  and  friar  Marco,  amazed* 

Rug,  Curse  on  our  light**,  our  fond  cre- 
dulities! fus, 
A  thousfind  curses  on  the  slave  that  cheated 
The  damned  slave ! 

Afar.  We  have  e*en  shamM  our  service. 
Brought  our  best  care  and  loyalties  to  no- 
thing: [tent •• 

'Tis  the  most  fearful, poison,  the  most  po- 
Heav'n  give  him  patience !  0\  it  works  most 
And  tears  him Lord !  [strongly. 

Rug.' Thsx  we  should  be  so  stupid 
To  trust  the  arrant'st  villain  that  e'er  flatter'd. 
The  bloodiest  loo  !  to  believe  a  few  soft 

wonls  from  him, 
And  gfve  way  to  his  prepar'd  tears ! 

'  I  dare 


1 1  don't  toy,  &c.]  From  Evantiie's  answer,  it  seems  probable  the  Poet  wrote, 
•ay,' &c. 

•    ^  Curst  on  our  sights.]  Every  body  sees  this  is  not  sense ;  to  make  it  so,  1  would  read 
f  Curse  on  our  iight^or  (slight)  our  fond/  &€•  Light ,  i.  e,  our  easiness  ia  believbg.  Synqaoni 


Act  4.  Scone  1] 

Alph,  ra7if /Un.]  Oh,  oh^  oh ! 

Rttg.  tiarky  fnar  Marco ! 
Hark,  the  poor  prince !  That  we  should  be 

such  blockheads, 
As  to  be  taken  with  his  drinking  first, 
And  never  tliink  what  antidotes  are  made  for! 
Two  wooden  sculls  we  have,  and  we  deserve 
To  be  hang'd  for't: 

Por  certainly  it  will  be  laid  to  our  charge ; 
As  certain  too,  it  will  dispatch  him  speedily. 
Which  way  to  turn  or  what  to— 

Mar.  lit  us  pray  ! 
Heaven's  hand  is  strong. 

Hug,  The  poison's  strong,  you'd  say. 

Enter  Alphonso,  carried  on  a  couch  hf  two 

friars, 
'Would  any  thing— He  comes;  let*s  give  him 

comfort. 
Alph,  Give  me  more  air,  air,  more  air ! 

blow,  blow ! 
Open,  chou  Eastern  gate,  and  blow  upon  me! 
Distil  thy  cold  dews,  oh,  thou  icy  moon. 
And  rivers  run  thro'  my  afflicted  spirit ! 
I  iun  all  Bre,  fire,  (ire !  The  raging  Do<j;-star 
Ileigns  \ti  my  blood !  Oil,  which  way  shall  I 

turn  me  ? 
£uia,  and  all  his  flames  burn  in  my  head. 
Fling  me  into  the  oceau,  or  J  perish  I 
Dig,  dig,  dig,  till  the  springs  ny  up. 
The  cold,  cold  springs,  that  1  may  leap  into 

'em,  [pleasures ! 

And  bathe  my  scorch'd  limbs  in  their  purling 
Or  shoot  me  up  into  the  higher  region. 
Where  treasures  of  delicious  snow  are  nou- 
And  banquets  of  sweet  hail !  [rish'd, 

ill/ «f.  Mold  him  fast,  friar; 
Oh,  how  he  burns  I 

Alph,  What,  will  yc  sacrifice  me  ? 
Upon  the  altar  lay  my  willing  body,  [cense; 
And  pile  your  wood  up,  fling  your  holy  in- 
And,  as  I  turn  me,  you  shuU  see  all  flame, 
Coosuiniiig  flame.    Stand  off  me,  or  you're 

ashes ! 
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Both.  Most  miserable  wretches! 
Alph.  Bring  hither  Charity,  [cold. 

And  let  me  !iug  her,  friar:    They  say  she*) 
Infinite  cold  I  devotion  cannot  warm  her. 
Draw  me  a  river  of  false  lovers'  tears 
Clean  thro' my  breast ;  they're  dull,  cold, 

and  forgetful. 
And  will  give  ease.  Let  virgins  sigh  upon  me, 
Forsaken  souls;  their  sighs  are  preciouss?; 
Let  them  all  sigh.    Oh,  hell,  hell,  hell !  oh, 

horror ! 
Mar,  To  bed,  good  sir, 
Alph,  My  bed  will  burn  about  me: 
Like  Phaeton,  in  all-consuming  flashes 
I  am  enclosed !  Let  me  fly,  let  me  fly,  giv« 

room!  [lion3» 

Twixt  the  cold  bears,  far  from  the  raging 
lies  my  safe  way.  Oh,  for  a  cake  of  ice  now 
To  clap  unto  my  heart  to  comfort  me  I 
Decrepid  Wmter,  han^  upon  my  shoulders 
And  let  me  wear  thy  frozen  icicles 
Like  jewels  round  about  my  head,  to  cool  me! 
My  eyes  burn  out,  and  sink  into  their  sockets, 
And  my  infected  braiu  like  brimstone  boils  ! 
I  live  in  hell,  and  sevt^ral  furies  vex  me !    '  ' 
Oh,  carry  me  where  no  sun  ever  shew'd  yet 
A  face  of  comfort,  where  the  earth  iscry*ial, 
Never  to  bedissolv'd!  whf  re  nought  inhabit* 
But  night  and  cold,  and  nippiilg  frosts,  and 

winds  [shiveri 

That  cut  the  stubborn  rocks  and  make  them 
Set  jne  there,  friends  I 

Rijg,  Hold  fast ;  he  must  to  bed,  friar. 
What  scaldini;  sweats  he  has ! 

Mar.  He'Jl  scald  in  helJ  for't. 
That  was  the  cause. 

Alph,  Drink,  drink,  a  world  of  drink! 
Fill  all  the  cups,  and  all  the  antique  vessels, 
And  borrow  pots ;  let  me  have  ^rink  enough  1 
Bring  all  the  woi  thy  drunkards  of  the  time, 
Th'  experienced  drunkards,  let  me  have  them 

^U  [idiots.^ 

And  let  them  drink  their  worst,  FlI  make  theia 
rU  lie  upon  ray  back,  and  swallow  vessels. 


the  tigfig  are  preciotts.]  So  all  the  copies.        Stf/npton. 


^  Betnixt  the  cold  bear  aud  the  raging  lion]  tlie  learned  reader  need  not  to  be  told  that 
the  bear  and  li/m  here,  by  a  beautiful  si/necdoclie,  stand  for  the  frigid  and  the  torrid  zoftet; 
and  betwixt  the  two,  means  the  temperate  zone :  But  does  safety  dwell  here  to  a  man  wrapt 
inflames?  No;  the  frigid  zone  only,  which  mi;;ht  quench  their  violence,  can  bring  him 
safety,  and  all  his  other  wishes  hurry  him 

*  Vo  night  and  cold,  to  nipping  frosts  and  winds, 

'  That  cut  the  stubborn  rocks  and  make  them  shiver.' 
The  absurdity  therr-fore  of  the  old  reading  wsis  no  sooner  observed  than  a  probability  oc-> 
curred  of  the  manner  how  it  came  into  tlie  text.     I  believe  the  Authors'  manuscript  had 
accidentally  omitted  the  t  in  bears^  and  run  thus: 

*  '^Fwixt  the  cold  hew,  fur  from  the  raging  lion, 

*  Lies  iny  safe  way-' 

A  playhouse  prompter,  or  common  corrector  of  the  press,  thinkins:  this  not  English,  without 
entering  into  tlie  spirit  of  the  Author,  would  naturally  correct  it  into  the  old  text : 

*  Betwixt  the  cold  bear  and  the  raging  lion.' 

And  that  I  have  therefore  only  restored  the  briginal  is  further  probable  from  hence :  The 
allusion  to  Piiaeton  is  evidotfy  carried  on  in  this  lijie,  and  Ovid  makes  Phcebus  advi.se  iiim 
particularly  to  avoid  the  :icrpent,  i.  e.  the  constellation  that  lies  betwixt  the  two  bear$»  Thm 
reverse  of  this  therefore  would  natundly  occur  on  this  occasion.        Sewai'd, 
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Have  rivers  made  of  cooling  wine  run  thro' 
.       roe,  [prince's, 

Kot  stay  for  this  man's  health,  or  this  great 
But  take  an  ocean,  and  begin  to  all !  Oh,  oh ! 

Mar,  He  cools  a  little ;  now  away  with  him, 
And  to  his  warm  bed  presently. 

Alph.  No  drink  ? 
No  wind  ?  no  cooling  air? 

Rug.  You  shall  have  any  thing. 
His  hot  fit  lessens;  Heav'n  put  in  a  hand  now, 
And  save  his  life!  There's  drink,  sir,  in  your 
And  all  cool  things.  [chamber, 

Alph,  Away,  away;  let's  fly  to  Vm ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Valeria  and  Evanthe. 
Evan.  To  say  you  were  impotent!    I'm 
asham*d  on't  I  [coo. 

To  make  yourself  no  man?  to  a  fresh  maid 
A  longing  maid?  upon  her  wedding-night 
To  give  her  such  a  dor?  [also, 

VaL  I  prithee  pardon  ine! 
Evan.  Had  you  been  drunk,  't  had  been 
excusable ;  [hands. 

Or,  like  a  gentleman,  under  the  surgeon's 
Aud  so  not  able,  there  had  been  some  colour ; 
But  wretchedly  to  take  a  weakness  to  you, 
A  fearful  weakness,  to  abuse  your  body,  - 
And  let  a  lie  work  like  a  spell  upon  you, 

A  lie  to  save  your  life 

Val:  Will  you  give  me  leave,  sweet? 

Evan.  You've  taken  too  much  leave,  and 

too  base  leave  too,  [rit? 

To  wrong  your  love !  Hast  thou  a  noble  spi- 

And  canst  thou  look  up  to  the  people*s  loves, 

That  call  thee  wortliy,  and  not  blush,  Va- 

lerio?  [thus. 

Canst  thou  behold  me  that  thou  hast  betray'd 

And  no  shame  touch  tliee  ? 

Val.  Shame  attend  the  sinful ! 
I  know  my  innocence. 

Evan.  Ne'er  thmk  to  face  it,  that's  a  dou- 
ble weakness. 
And  shews  thee  falser  still !  The  king  himself, 
Tho'  he  be  wicked,  and  our  enemy,  [ries, 
But  ju^ter  than  thou  art,  in  pity  of  my  injn- 
Told  me  the  truth. 

Vfd.  What  did  he  tell,  Evanthe  ? 
Evan.  That,  but  to  gain  thy  life  a  fort- 
night longer,  [duties. 
Thy  lov'd  poor  life,  thou  gav'bt  up  all  my 
VaL  I  swear  'tis  false !  my  life  and  death 
are  eaual;                                 [fortune. 
Fve  weigh  d  'em  both,  and  find  'em  but  one 
But  kings  are  men,  and  live  as  men,  and  die 
too,                                       [falshoods ! 
Have  the  affections  men  have,  and  their 
Indeed,  they  have  more  power  to  make  'em 
good.                                           [wench. 
The  kings  to  blame;  it  was  to  save  t/ty  life, 

»  — —  tpould  I  had  married 
An  eunttchf  that  had  truly  no  abiUtyy 

Than  iuch  a —]  The  want  of  rather  before  'than  such,'  &c.  has  a  fine  effect,  ao4 

the  hurry  of  her  passion  fuUy  jusufies  such  a  wilful  omission  in  the  Poet.        Sj,mp9on, 


Thy  innocent  life,  that!  forbore  thy  h^^ 
For  if  I'd  touch'd  thee  thou  hadstdied:  h« 
:  swore  it.  [nobly, 

Evan.  And  was  not  I   as  worthy  to  die 
To  make  a  story  for  the  time  that  follows. 
As  he  that  married  me?  What  weakness,  sir. 
Or  disability,  do  you  see  in  me. 
Either  in  mind  or  body,  to  defraud  me 
Of  such  an  opportunity  ?  D'  you  think  J  mar* 

ried  you 
Only  for  pleasure,  or  content  in  lust  ? 
To  lull  you  in  my  anns,  and  kiss  you  hourlv  ? 
Was  this  my  end  ?   I  might  have  been'  a 
Qneen,  sir,  [deliratcs: 

If  that  had  caught  mc,  and  have  known  all 
There's  few  that  would  have  shunn'd  so  fair 

an  offer. 
Oh,  thou  unfaithful  fearful  man,  th'  hast 

kill'dme! 
In  saving  me  this  way,  thou  hast  destroy 'd 
n»e,  [more ! 

Robb*d  me  of  that  tliy  love  can  never  give 
To  be  unable  to  save  ifie  i  Oh,  misery ! 
Had  1  been  my  Valeria,  thou  Evanthe, 
I  would  have  lain  with  thee  under  ^  gallows, 
Tho*  the  hangman  had  been  «uy  Hymen,  and 
the  furif.s,  *         [me: 

With  iron  whips  and  forks,  ready  to  torture 
I  would  have  hugg'd  thee  too,^'io'  hell  had 

gap'd  at  nie. 
Sav'd  my  life  ?  that  expected  to  die  bravely. 
That  would  have  woo*d  it  too?  'Would  I  had 

married 
An  eunuch,  that  had  trnly  no  ability  », 
Tlian  such  a  fearful  liar  I  Thou  hast'done  me 
A  scurvy  courtesy,  that  has  undone  me. 
Val,  I'll  do  no  more ;  since  you're  so  nobly 
fushion'd,  '  [you; 

Made  up  so  strongly,  Til  take  my  share  with 
Nay,  dear,  1*11  learn  of  you. 

E-oan.  He  weeps  too,  tenderly ; 
My  anger's  gone.  Good  my  lord^,  pardon  me; 
And  if  I  have  offended,  be  more  angry  : 
It  was  a  woman's  flash,  a  sudden  valour, 
That  could  not  lie  conceal'd. 

Val.  I  honour  you ; 
By  all  the  rites  of  holy  marriage. 
And  pleasures  of  chaste  love,I  wonder  at  you! 
You  appear  the  vision  of  a  Hcav'n  unto'me. 
Stuck  all  with  stars  of  honour  shining  clearly. 
And  all  the  motions  of  your  mind  celestial ! 
Man  is  a  lump  of  eartli;  the  best  man*s 

spiritless. 
To  such  a  woman;  all  our  lives  and  actions 
But  counterfeits  in  arras  to  this  virtue. 
Chide  me  again ;  you  have  so  brave  an  anger, 
And  flows  so  nobly  from  you,  thus  deliver'd. 
That  I  could  suffer  like  a  child  to  hear  you, 
Nay,  make  myself  guilty  of  some  faults  to 
honour  you. 
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Evan,  m  chide  no  more;  you've  robbed 
rae  of  iny  courage. 
And  with  a  cunning  padence  checked  my 

impudence. 

Once  more,  forgiveness  !  [She  kneelt. 

VaL  Will  this  serve,  Evanthe  ?  \Kl9ses  her. 

And  this,  my  love  ?  Heav'n's  mercy  be  upon 

But  did  he  tell  no  more }  [us ! 

Evan.  Only  this  trifle; 
You  set  my  woman  on  rae,  to  betray  me : 
,  ^is  true,  she  did  her  best;  a  bad  old  woman ! 
It  stirr'd  me,  sir. 

VaL  I  cannot  blame  thee,  jewel. 

Evan.  And  methought,  when  your  name 

was  sounded  that  way 

Vol.  He  that  will  dpare  no  fame,  will  spare 
no  name,  sweet. 
Tho',  as  I  am  a  man,  I'm  full  of  weakness, 
And  may  slip  happily  into  some  ignorance, 
Yet  at  my  years  to  be  a  bawd,  and  cozen 

Mine  own  l»opes  with  my  doctrine '• 

Evan.  I  l>elicve  not, 
Kor  never  ^hall. — Our  time  is  out  tomorrow. 
VaL  Let's  be  to-night  then  full  of  fruit- 
fulness;  [py! 
Now  we  are  both  of  one  mind,  let's  be  hap* 
I  am  no  more  a  wanting  man,  Evanthe, 
Thy  warm  embraces  shall  dissolve  tliat  im- 
potence. 
And  my  cold  lie  shall  vanish  with  thy  kisses. 
You  hours  of  ni<;ht,  be  long  as  when  Alcniena 
Jjiy  by  the  lusty  side  of  Jupiter; 


Keep  back  the  day,  and  hide  his  golden  beams 
Where  the  chaste  watchful  morning  may  not 

find  'eni : 
Old  doting  Tython,  hold  Aurora  fast, 
And  tho'  she  blush  the  day-break  from  her 
cheelys,  [Hrm, 

Conceal  her  still :  Thou,  heavy  wain,  stand 
And  stop  the  quicker  revolutions;  [piness, 
Or,  if  the  day  must  tome  to  spoil  our  hap- 
Thou  envious  sun,  peep  not  upon  our  plea- 
sure; 
Thou  that  all  lovers  curse,  be  far  off  from  us! 

Enter  Castruccio,  tcith  a  guard. 
Evan.  Then  let's  to  bed ;  and  this  nighty 
in  all  joys 
And  chaste  delights— - 

Cast.  Stay  !  I  must  part  ye  both  :  [you, 
It  is  the  king's  command,  who  bids  me  tell 
Tomorrow  is  your  last  hour. 

VaL  I  obey,  sir : 
In  Heav'n   we  shall  meet,  captain,  wher< 

king  Frederick 
Dare  not  appear  to  part  us. 

Cast.  Mistake  me  not ; 
Tho'  I  am  rough  in  doing  of  my  office. 
You  shall  find,  sir,  you  have  a  friend  to  bo* 
nour  you. 
VaL  I  thank  you,  sir. 
Evan.  'Pray,  captain,  tell  the  king. 
They  that  are  sad  on  earth  in  Heaven  shall 
sing.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   V. 


SCENP.  I. 


Enter  friar  Marca  and  Kugio, 

JZttg.TjAVE  you  writ  to  the  captain  of  the 

"  castle? 

Mar.  Yes,  and  charg'd  him, 
Upon  his  soul's  heaith,  that  he  he  not  cruel ; 
Told  him  Valerio's  worth  among  tlu?  people, 
And  how  it  must  be  punished  in  posterity, 
Tho'  he  'scape  now. 

Rug.  But  will  not  he,  friar  Marco, 
Betray  this  to  the  king  ? 

Mar.  Tho*  he  hie  stubborn. 
And  of  a  rugged  nature,  yet  he's  honest, 
And  honours  much  Valerio. 

Rug.  How  does  Alphonso? 
For  now,  mcthinks,  my  heart  is  light  again, 
Apd  pale  fear  fled. 

Mar.  lie  is  as  well  as  I  am; 
The  rogue,  against  his  will,  has  sav'd  his  life : 
A  desp'rate  poison  has  re-cur*d  the  prince. 

Rug.  To  me  'tis  most  miraculous. 

Mar.  To  me  too, 
mil  I  consider  why  it  should  do  so; 
And  DOW  I've  found  it  a  most  excellent  phy- 
sick: 


It  wrought  npon  the  Hull  cold  misty  parts. 
That  clogg'd  his  soul,  (which  was  anotlier 

poison, 
A  desperate  too) and.found  such  matter  there^ 
And  such  abundance  also  to  resist  it, 
And   wear  away    the    dangerous    heat    it 

brought  with't. 
The  pure  blood  and  the  spirits  scap'd  un- 
tainted. 
Rug.  Twas  Heav'n's  high  band,  none  of 

Sorano's  pity. 
Mar.  Mostcertain  'twas;  had  the  malicious 
villain 

Enter  Castruccio, 
Giv'n  him  acoolin^  poison,  he  had  paid  him. 
Rug.  The  captain  of  the  castle ! 
Mar.  Oh,  you're  welcome. 
How  does  your  prisoner? 

Coit.  He  must  go  for  dead ; 
But  when  I  do  a  deed  of  so  mnch  villainy, 
I'll  have  my  skin  pull'd  o'er  mine  ears,  inj 

lord ! 
Tho'  I'm  the  king's,  I'm  none  of  his  abusev. 
How  does  your  royai  charge?  That  I  might 
lee  onc«  I 
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tinier  Atphonio  and  friars. 

Mar,  I  pray  see  now ;  you  are  a  trusty 

gentleman. 
Alpfi.  Good  fatliers,  I  thank  Heav*ji,  I  feel 

no  sickness 

Ca$t.  He  speaks  again  !  [spirit. 

Alph.  Notlun^  that  bars  the  free  use  of  my 
Methinks  the  air  is  sweet  to  roe,  and  company 
A  thing  I  covet  now.    Castriiccio  ? 

Cast,  Sir. 
He  speaks  and  knows !   For  Heav'n's  sake, 

break  my  pate,  lord, 
That  I  may  be  sure  I  sleep  not ! 

Alph,  Thou  wert  honest, 
Ever  among  the  rank  of  good  men  counted. 
I  have  been  alisent,  long  out  of  the  world, 
A  dream  IVe  liv*d.      How  does  it  look,  Ca- 
What  wonders  are  abroad  ?  [struccio  ?  • 

Cast,  I  fling  off  duty  [ness) 

To  your  dead  brother,  (for  he's  dead  in  good- 
And  to  the  living  hope  of  brave  Alphonso, 
The  noble  heir  of  Nature  and  of  Honour, 
I  fasten  my  allegiance. 

Mar,  Softly,  captain;  [secret. 

We  dare  not  trust  the  air  with  this  blessVi 
Good  sir,  be  close  again;  Heav'n  has  restored 

you, 
And  by  miraculous  means,  to  your  fair  health, 
And  made  the  instrument  your  enemies'  ma- 
lice, 
Which  does  prognosticate  your  noble  fortune; 
Let  not  our  careless  joy  lose  you  again,  sir, 
Help  to  deliver  you  to  a  further  danger. 
I  pray  you  pass  m,  and  rest  a  while  forgotten ; 
For  if  your  brother  come  to  know  you're 

well  again. 
And  ready  to  inherit,  as  your  right,       [life, 
Before  we've  strength  enough  to  assure  your 
What  will  become  of  you?  and  what  shall  we 
Deserve,  in  all  opinions  that  are  honest,  . 
For  our  loss  of  judgment,  care,  and  loyalty? 
Rug,  Dear  sir,  pass  in.  Heav'n  has  begun 
the  work, 
And  bless'd  us  all ;  let  our  endeavours  follow, 
To  preserve  this  blessing  to  our  timely  uses. 
And  bring  it  to  the  noble  end  we  aim  at  : 
Let  our  en  res  work  now,  and  our  eyes  pick  out 
An  hour  to  shew  you  safely  to  your  subjects, 
A  secure  hour! 
Alph.  I'm  counsell'd :  Ye  arc  faithful. 
Cast.  Which  hour  shall  not  be  lung,  as  we 
slmli  handle  it. 
Once  more,  the  tender  of  my  duty  ! 
Alph.  Thank  ye.  | 

Cast.  Keep  yqu  the  monastery. 


B,ug.  Strong  enough,  Fll  warrant  you. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Tony  •arid  Podramo. 
Pod,  Who  are  all  these  that  crowd  aboui 
the  court,  Fool  ? 
Those  strange  new  faces  } 

Tony,  They  are  suitors,  coxcomb. 
Dainty  fine  suitors. to  the  widow-lady. 
Th'  hadst  best  make  one  of  'em ;  thou'It  hm 
hang'd  as  handsomely  [followed. 

At  the  Month's  end,  and  with  as  much  joy 
(An  'twere    tomorrow)  as  many  mourning 
bawds  for  thee,  [nishes. 

And  holy  nuns  whose  vestal  fire  ne'er  va- 
in sackcloth  smocks,  as  if  thou  wert  lieir 

apparent 
To  all  the  impious  suburbs  and  the  sink-holes^ 
Pod,  Out,  you  base  rogue  ! 
Timy.  Why  dost  abuse  thyself? 
Thou  art  to  blame;  I  take  thee  for  a  ecn- 
tleman.  [her? 

But  why  does  not  thy  lord  and  master  marry 
Pod.  Why,  she's  his  sister. 
Tony.  Tis  the  better.  Fool ;  [blood. 

He  may  make  bold  with  his  own  flesh  and 
For  o'  my  conscience  there's  none  else  will 

trust  him ; 

Then  he  may  pleasure  the  king  at  a  dead 

pinch  too,  [art. 

Without  a  MephestophiIus*«,  such  as  thou 

And  engross  die  royal  disease  liketi  true  sub- 

Pod.  Thou  wilt  be  whipped.  [  j®c*»^ 

lony,  I'm  sure  thou  wilt  be  hang'd; 

I've  lost  a  ducat  else,  which  I'd  be  loath  to 

venture 
Without  certainty.    They  appear  *'. 

[Suitoi-s pass  by. 
Pod.  Why,  these  are  rascals. 
Tony.  They  were  meant  to  be  so ; 
Does  thy  master  deserve  better  kindred  ? 

P<>J.  There's  an  old  lawyer, 
Trimm'd  up  like  a  gally-foist<*;  what  would 
he  do  with  her? 
Tony.  As  usurers  do  with  their  gold ;  he 
would  look  on  her,  [report, 

And  read  her  over  once  a-day,  like  a  harct^ 
Feed  his  dull  eye,  and  keep  his  lingers  itching: 
For  any  thing  else,  she  may  appeal  to  a  par-* 
liainent ;  [piece. 

Shh  parta^stind  posteas*^  have  spoii'd  hiscod* 
There's  a  phybician  too,  older  than  he. 
And  Gallen  GaUinaceus,  but  be  has  lost  his 
He  would  be  nibbling  too.  [spurs  i 

Pod.  I  mark'd  the  man,. 
If  he  be  a  man. 


40  MephestophilusJ]  A  familiar  spirit  attending  upon  Dr.  Faustus.        Sympson, 

4»  They  appear.]  Mr.  Sympson  supposes,  we  cannot  tell  why,  that  these  words  were  **  • 
Slasre-ilircction,  and  not  the  original  text." 

**  Gallj^f'oist,]  I.  e.  like  a  vessel  dressed  out  and  decorated.  The  city-barge,  which  was 
used  upon  the  lord-mayor's  day,  when  he  was  sworn  into  his  office  at  Westminster,  used  t» 
be  called  the  gally-foist. 

See  also  note  38  in  Philaster.        R. 

^  Subpam^s  and  post  kaes  have  spoWd,]  Amended  by  Mr.  Sympson. 
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Thay.  W  has  much  ado  to  be  so ; 

Searcloths  and  sirrups  glew  bim  close  to- 
other, [tienCs, 

He'd  fail  a-pieces  else :  Mending  of  she-pa* 

And  then  trying  whether  they  be  ri(;l»t  or  no 

In  his  own  person,  (there's  the  honest  care 
on*t) 

Has  mollified  tiie  man :  If  he  do  marry  her, 

And  come  bat  to  warm  him  well  at  Cupid's 
bonfire. 

He'll  bulge  so  subtilly  and  suddenly, 

You  may  snatch  him  up  by  parcels,  like  a 
sea-wreck.  [sir, 

Vi^ill  your  worship  go,  and  look  upon  the  rest. 

And  hear  what  they  can  say  foi*  themselves? 
Pod.  i'fl  follow  tliee.  [Exeunt. 

fnter  CamUloj  Menalloy  CUanthes,  and  Co^ 
$truccio. 
Cam.  You  tell  us  wonders ! 
Cast.  But  I  tell  you  truths ; 
They  are  both  well. 

Men.  Why  are  not  we  in  arms  then  ? 

And  Jill  the  island  given  to  know  ** 

Cast.  Discreetly 
And  privately  it  must  be  done :  'twill  mis9 
else,  [zens 

And  prove  our  ruins.  Most  o'  th'  noble  citi* 
Know  it  by  me,  and  stay  tlie  hour  to  attend  it. 
Prepare  your  hearts  and  friends,  let  theirs  be 

right  too, 
And  keep  about  the  king,  t' avoid  suspicion. 
VVhen  you  iihall  hear  the'  castle-bell,  take 

courage, 
And  stand  like  men.     Away!  the  king  is 
coming.  [Exeunt  lords. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Sorano. 

Tred.  Now,  captain!  What  have  yon  done 

with  your  prisoner? 
Cast.  He's  dead,  sir,  and  bis  body  flung 
into  the  sea. 
To  feed  the  fishes ;  'twas  your  will,  I  take  it; 
I  did  it  from  a  strong  commission, 
And  stood  not  to  capitulate. 

Fred.  ^1'is  well  done,  [anger 

And  I  shall  love  you  for  your  faith.     What 

Or  sorrow  did  he  utter  at  his  end  ? 

'    Cast.  'Faith,  little,  sir,  that  I  gave  any  ear 

to :  '  [sion 

^e  would  have  spoke,  but  I  had  no  commis- 

To  argue  with  him,  so  I  flung  him  off.      [up, 

^His  lady  would  have  seen  ;   but  I  lock'd  her 

i^or  fear  her  woman's  tears  should  hinder  us. 

Fred.  'Twas  trusty  stiiK    I  wonder,  my 

Sorano, 

We  hear  not  from  the  monastery:  I  believe 

They  gave  it  not,  or  else  it  wrought  not  fully. 

4«  And  all  the  island  given  to  know.]  As  the  scene  is  tliroughout  at  Naples,  this  expression^ 
if  not  a  corruption,  is  a  flagraut  oversight.        Sampson. 
•  «5— ^— Hoa;  tAeyjefer! 

Jnd  look  upon  me  as  I  were  a  monster^ 

And  talk  and  jeer.]  We  have  no  doubt  bnt^Vfr,  in  the  first  placCi  is  corrupt,  and  hare 
therefore  substituted  ^er:  Leer  wid  look  i  itdkBudjeer. 


Ca%t.  Did  you  name  tbe  monastery? 

Fred.  Yes,  I  did,  captain. 

Cast.  I  saw  the  friar  this  morning,  and  lord 
Itugio, 
Bitterly  weeping,  and  wTingini;  of  their  hands; 
And  all  the  holy  men  hung  down  their  headai 

Stnf.  Tis  done,  I'll  warrant  you. 

Cast.  I  ask'd  the  reason. 

Fred.  What  answer  liadst  thou? 

Cast.  This  in  few  words,  sir :         [ceas'd. 
Your  brother's  dead ;   this  morning  he  de- 
I  was  your  servant,  and  f  wept  not,  sir; 
I  knew  'twas  for  your  good. 

Fred,  ft  jshall  be  for  thine  too. 
Captain;  indeed  it  shall.    Oh,  my  Sorano, 
Now  we  shall  live  ! 

Sor.  Ay,  now  there'^  none  to  trouble  you. 

Fred.  Captain,  oring  out  the  woman;' and 
give  way  * 

To  any  suitor  that  shall  come  to  marry  her. 
Of  what  degree  soe'cr. 

C^st.  It  shall  be  done,  sir.       [Exit  Cast^ 

Fred.  Oh,  let  me  have  a  lusty  banquet 
after  it; 

Enter  EvanthCy  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Menallo^ 

and  Tony. 
J  will  be  high  and  merry ! 

Sor.  There  be  some  lords  [sir; 

That  I  could  counsel  you  to  fling  from  court^ 
They  pry  into  our  actions.    They  are  such 
The  foolish  people  call  their  country's  ho^ 

nours, 
(Honest  b^ave  tilings)  and  stile  them  witi| 

such  titles. 
As  if  they  were  the  patterns  of  the  kingdom ; 
Which  makes  them  proud,  and  prone  to  iool^ 

into  us, 
And  talk  at  random  of  our  actions. 
They  should  be  level's,  sir,  of  your  commands^ 
And  followers  of  your  will,  bridles  and  curbs 
To  theliard-headed  commons  that  malign  us; 
They  come  here  to  do  honour  to  mv  sister, 
To  laugh  at  your  severity,  and  fright  us :     . 
If  they  had  power,  what  would  these  men  do! 
Do  you  hear,  sir,  how  privily  tliey  whisper? 

Fred.  I  shall  silence  'em. 
And  to  their  shames,  within  this  week,  Sorano; 
In  the  mean  time,  have  patience. 

Sor.  How  they  leer^*. 
And  look  upon  me  as  I  were  a  monster ! 
And  tal^k  and  jeer!  How  I  shall  pull  your 

plumes,  lords,  [days!       > 

How  I  shall  humble  you  within  these  two 
Your  great  names,  nor  your  country,  cannot 
save  ye. 
Fred.  Let  in  the  suitors. — Yet  submit,  I'll 
pardou  you. 
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You're  half  undone  already ;  do  not  wind 
My  anger  lo  that  height,  it  may  consume  you, 

Unier  Evunthe,  Larcyery  Fhysiciun,  Captain, 

and  Cuipurte. 
And  utterly  destroy  diee,  fair  Evanthe! 
Yet  I  liave  mercy. 

Evan.  Use  it  to  your  bawds  5 
To  me  use  cruelty,  it  best  becomes  you, 
And  shews  more'  kingly  !   I  concenm  your 

mercy ! 
It  is  a  coz'iiing  and  a  bawdy  mercy. 
Can  anv  thinji  be  hopM  for  to  relieve  me  ? 
Or  is  it'fit  I  thank  you  for  a  pity, 
When  you  have  kili'd  my  lord? 
FrccL  VVIm)  will  have  her? 
Evan.  My  tears  are  ^one, 
Mv  tears  of  love  unto  my  dear  Valerio, 
But  I  have  fill'd  mine  eyes  aiiain  with  anger; 
Oh,  were  it  hut  w»  pnwerfu>  to  consume  you! 
My  tongue  with  curses  I  have  arm*d  against 

you, 
(With  maiden  curses,   that  Heaven  crowns 
with  horrors)  [tyranny. 

My  heart  set  round  with  hate  aoanist  thy 
Oh  '  'would  my  hands  could  bold  the  fire  of 
Ileav'n,  [with, 

Wrapt  in  the  thunder  that  the  gods  revenge 
That  like  stern  justit<^  I  might  flingit  on  tiiee  ! 
Thou  art  a  king  of  monsters,  not  of  men, 
And  shortly  thou  wilt  turn  this  land  to  devils ! 
Fred,  rU  make  you  one  first,  aud"  a  wiavclh- 
ed  devil, 
fcome,  who  will  have  her  ? 

Law,  I,  an'tlike  your  majesty.     I  am  a 
lawyer,  ,  1      , 

I  can  make  her  a  jomture  of  any  man  s  land 
in  Naples.  .     H^- 

And  she  shall  keep  it  too;  I  have  h  trick  for 
Tony.  Canst  thou, make  her  a  jomture  of 
thine  honesty. 
Or  thy  ability,  tho'i  lewd  abridgment? 
Tl»ose  are  non-suited  and  flung  o'er  the  bar. 
Phy,  An't  please  your  majesty  to  give  me 
leave, 
I  dare  accept  her ;  and  tho'  old  I  seem,  lady, 
Jike  /Eson,  by  n>y  art  1  can  renew 
Youth  and  ability. 

Tony.  In  a  powderintr-tub  [en ; 

fitew  thyself  tender  again,  like  a  cock-chick- 
The  broth  may  be  good,  hut  the  flesh  is  not 
fit  for  dogs,-8ure.  .      . 

Capt.  Lady,  take  me,  and  111  mamtam 
thine  honour: 
Fm  a  poor  captain,  as  poor  people  call  me, 
Very  ptwr  people ;  for  my  soldiers,  they 
Are  quartered  in  the  outside  of  the  city. 
Men  of  ability  to  make  good  a  highway; 
We  have  but  two  grand  enemies  that  oppose 
The  don  Gout,  and  the  gallows.  [us, 

Tony.  I  believe  you  ; 


And  both  these  you  will  bind  her  for  a  join- 
Now,  Signor  Firk !  [ture. 
Cutpurse.  Madam,  take  me,  and  be  wise : 
I'm  rich  and  nimble,  and  those  are  rare  in 

one  man ; 
Every  man's  pocket  is  my  treasury, 
And  no  man  wears  a  suit  but  fits  me  neatly. 
Cloaths  you  shall  have,  and  wear  the  purest 

linen ; 
I  have  a  tribute  out  ofevery  shop,  lady,  [too^ 
Meat  you  shall  eat,  (I  have  my  cat'rers  out 
The  best  and  lustiest)  and  drink  good  wine, 
good  lady,  [you  caper. 

Good  quickening  wine,  wine  that  will  make 

And  at  the  wor>t- 

Tony.  It  is  but  cap'ring  short,  sir. 
You  seldom  stay  for  agues  or  for  surfeits; 
A  shaking  fit  of  a  whip  sometimes  o'ertakes 
ye.  fiiigs  ; ' 

Marry,  you  die  most  commonly  of  choak- 
Ohstructions  of  the  baiter  are  your  ends^ever : 
'Play  leave  your  horn  and  your  knife  for  her 
to  live  %^. 
Evan.  l*()or  wretched  people,  why  d'  yoa 
wrong  youl•^elves? 
Tho*  I  fear'd  death,  I  should  fear  you  ten 

times  more ; 
YonVe  every  one  a  new  death,  and  an  odious  ! 
The  earth  vvill  purify  corrupted  bodies ; 
You'll  make  us  worse,  ami  stink  eternallyi. 
Go  home,  go  home,  and  get  good  nurses  for 
Dream  not  of  wives.  [you ; 

Fred.  You  shall  have  one  of  'em. 
If  they  dare  venture  for  you. 

Evan.  They  are  dead  already, 
Crawling  diseases  that  must  creep  into 
The  next  grave  they  find  open :  Are  these  fit 
husbands  [now. 

For  her  you've  lov'd,  sir?  Tho*  you  hate  me 
And  hate  me  mortully,  a«  I  hute  you. 
Your  nobleness  (in  that  you  have  done  other- 
wise, [tress) 
And  nam 'd  Evanthe  once  as  your  poor  mifc* 
Might  ofler  worthier  choice. 

Fred.  Speak,  who  dare  take  her 
For  one  Mouth,  and  then  die  ? 
Phy.  Die,  sir? 
Fred.  Ay,  die,  sir! 
That's  the  condition. 

Phy.  One  Month  is  too  little 
For  me  to  repent  in  for  my  former  pleasuris, 
To  go  still  on,  unless  I  were  sure  she'd  kill 
And  kill  me  delicately  before  my  day.  [me, 
Make  it  up  a  year ;  for  by  that  time  I  must  die. 
My  body  wifl  hold  out  no  longer, 

Fred,  No,  sir; 
It  must  be  but  a  Month. 

Litw,  Then  farewell,  madam  ^; 
This  is  like  to  be  a  great  year  of  dissention 
Among  good  people,  and  I  dare  not  lose  it ; 
There  will  be  money  got. 


«•  Law  Then  faretrtll,  madam.]  T^s  farewell  line  is  most  proba\)ly  the  Physician  s.  The 
three  that  follow  1  would  give  to  the  lawyer,  as  they  are  mighty  well  adapted  to  a  sly 
quirking  practitioner,  who  would  rather  empty  the  pockets  of  his  clients  of  tbeir  money,  *•- 


for 
one 
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(Upt.  Bless ydurgdcxl ladyship! 
l*berc*s  nothing  in  the  grave  but  bones  and 
ashes ;  f  wenches, 

In  taverns  then  S  gdad  wine,  and  eicelient 
And  sure;eons  while  we  live. 
{   Cutpurte.  Adieu,  sweet  lady !  [man, 

Jj^j  roe,  wlicn  I  am  dead,  near  a  Hch  alder* 
I  cannot  pick  his  purse:  No,  I'll  no  dying ; 
Tho'  I  steal  linnen,  Til  not  steal  my  shroud  yet. 
^//.  Send  YOU  a  happy  match!    [£xeuni. 
Tony.   And  you  all  halters ! 
Vou've  deserved  *em  richly.    These  do  all 
villainies,  [not: 

And  inibchiet's of  all  sortS)  yet  those  they  fear 
To  flincli  where  a  fair  wench  \i  at  the  stake ! 
Evan.  Come,  your  sentence !  let  me  die  ! 
You  see,  sir, 
None  of  your  valiant  men  dare  venture  on  me; 
A  Mouth's  a  dangerous  thing*?.— Will  you 
then  be  willing  [too, 

To  die  at  ttie  time  prefixed  ?  That  I  must  know 
And  know  it  beyond  doubt. 
Fred.  What  if  1  did,  wench? 
EvtM.  On  that  coiidition,  ii'  I  bad  it  cer^ 
tain,  [me. 

rd  bo  your  any  tliinz,  and  you.sliould  enjoy 
However  in  my  nature  1  abhor  you^ 


Yet,  as  I  live,  Pd  be  obedient  to  you : 
But  when  your  time  came,  bow  I  should  re- 
joice r  [you ! 
How  then  I  should  bestir  myself  to  thank 
To  see  your  throat  cut,  how  my  heart  would 
leiip,  sir!  [you, 
rd  die  with  you ;  bat  first  I  would  so  torture 
And  cow  you  in  your  end,  so  diespise  yoo. 
For  a  weak  and  wretched  coward,  you  must 

end  sure ! 
Still  make  you  fear,  and  shake^  despis'd,  nill 
laugh  at  you— ^— 
Fred,  Away  with  her !  let  her  die  instantly ! 

Enter  Valerid^  disguised. 

Catn,  Stay;  there's  another^  and  a  gentle- 
man ;  [nest 
His  habit  shews  ho  less:    May-be,  hiS  Dusi^ 
Is  fur  this  lady*8  love. 

Fred.  Say  why  you  tdme,  sif, 
And  what  you  are. 

Val.  I  am  descended  nobly, 
A  prince  by  birth,  and  by  my  tnidti  a  soldier; 
A  priuce*s  fellow ;  Abydos  brought  me  forth; 
My  parents,  duke  Agcnor  and  fair  Egla; 
My  business  hither,  to  renew  my  Idve 
With  a  young  noble  spirit,  call'd  Valeria : 


•ne  whole  year  longer,  than  fill  a  grave  for  his  pleasure,  in  a  twelfth  part  of  tlie  time* 

Stfmpsok. 

There  is  no  doubt  the  three  last  lines  belong  to  the  Lawyer;  but  no  author! cv,  nor  in« 
deed  foundation,  to  assign  the  first  hemistich  to  the  Physician.  It  might  be  spoken  by  either; 
but,  on  attendmg  to  the  whole  context,  the  Pdtit  (we  think)  intended  the  words. for  the 
Lawyer.  The  Physician  first  declares  off;  then  all  the  tbi'ee  other  ftuitord  seterally  t«k4 
leave  of  her: 

Law,  '  Farewell j  madam ! 

Cupt.  '  Bless  your  good  ladyship! 

Cutpurse.  *  Adieu,  sweet  lady  1 ' 

^  A  Month's  a  dangerous  thing. 

Enter  Valerio  disguised. 

Fred,    Away  with  her, 

Let  her  die  instantly. 

Evan.  Willuou  then  be  witling,  &c.]  There  certainly  arfe  sdmc  ipecthes  wanting  Wween/ 
Frederick's  order  in  the  fourth  hue,  and  Evauthe*s  question  in  the  fifth  ;  the  reader  cannot 
but  perceive  a  want  of  comteiion  here,  and  a9  such  I  have  marked  an  hiatus,  which  I  fear 
we  shall  never  be  able  to  fill  up.        Sampson. 

We  much  doubt  whether  *  there  are  some  speeches  wanting*  here,  but  believe  that '  Fre^ 
dcrick's  order,'  which  occurs  again  very  soon,  should  not  be  inserted  in  this  placei  It  i< 
plain  from  the  whole  teiior  of  the  scene,  that  he  has  given  Etanthe  the  alternative  of  the 
Sentence  of  death  aud  marriage,  or  submission  to  his  will  and  pardon.  The  suitors  having 
all  refused  to  accept  her,  like  Valerio,  as  a  Wife  for  a  Month,  she  ckWi  on  Frederick  to  pro^ 
nounce  Sentence  df  death  on  her.  He  then,  as  may  be  gathered  from  her  answer,  proposei 
himself  to  Uer;  and  if  (as  is  uot  improbable)  the  roet  meant  this  proposal  should  be  sup- 
posed to  be  made  in  a  wiusp^r,  no  speech  is  wanting,  bhc  then  askS  him,  if  he  will  accept 
her  on  the  terms  Allotted  to  otli^r  suitors;  and  continuing  her  scorn,  provokes  him  to  con* 
d^mn  her,  and  cry  out, 

'  Away  with  her !  let  her  die  instantly !  * 
The  entranri^  tn  Valerio  immediately  on  those  words,  confirms  the  above  conjecftufcf.  H« 
certainly  entefs  just  as*  Fvanthe  is  condemned,  but  ccitaiiily  not  till  three  speeches  later 
than  he  has  hitherto  been  introduced;  which  makes  it  still  more  pr(»bflble  that  the  line 
should  not  hove  place  till  that  n.oment.  In  the  first  instance,  it  destroys  the  connexioirof 
tlie  dialogue,  winch  is  restored  by  the  omission;  and  in  the  second,  it  adds  peculiar  grace 
and  force  to  ttie  scene,  by  making;  tiie  euirance  of  Valerio  arrest  the  execution  of  senicDct 
ef  death  upon  i:^vujiiiie» 

Vol.  II.  .         ^l 
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Our  first  acquaintance  tvns  at  sea,  in  fight 
Acrainst  a  Turkish  roan  of  war,  a  8tout  one, 
Where  liuit-like  I  saw  him  shew  his  valour, 
And,  as  he  had  been  made  ofcomplete  virtue. 
Spirit,  and  fire,  no  dregs  of  dull  earth  in 

him 

. ,    Evun.   Tbou'rt  a  brare  gentleman,  and 
bravely  epeak'st  him ! 
Vul.  The  vessel  dancing  under  him  for  joy, 
•    And  the  rough  whistling  winds  becahn'd  to 
view  him, 
I  saw  the  child  of  honour,  for  he  was  young, 
Deal  such  an  alms  amongst  the  spitenil  Pa- 
gans, ,  [con4»; 
(Ills  tow'riui;  sword  flew  like  an  eager  fal- 
And  round  about  his  reach  invade  the  Turks, 
He  had  intrench'd  himself  in  his  dead  quarries; 
The  hilver  crescents  on  the  tops  they  carried 
Shrunk  in  their  heads  to  see  his  rage  so  bloody. 
And  from  his  fury  suffered  sad  eclipses; 
The  game  of  death  was  never  play'd  more 
nobly;                                          [chiefs, 
The  meagre  thief  grew  wanton  in  his  mis- 
And  his  shrunk  hoUo^'  eyes  smil'd  on  his  ruins. 
Evan,  lieav'n  keep  this  gentleman  from 
being  a  suitor, 
Por  I  shall  ne'er  deny  him,  he*s  so  noble ! 
VaL  But  what  can  last  long?  Strength  and 
spirit  wasted,  [man, 
And  fresh  supplies  flew  on  upon  this  gentle- 
Breathless  and  weary  with  oppressi/mt 
And  almost  kilfd  with  kilhug.    'Twas  my 

chance 
(In  a  tall  ship  I  had)  to  view  the  fi^ht ; 
I  set  into  him,  entertained  the  Turk, 
And  for  an  hour  gave  him  so  hot  a  breakfast. 
He  clapp*d  all  linnen  up  he  had  to  save  him, 
And  like  a  lover's  tliought  he  fled  our  fury : 
There  first  I  saw  the  man  I  lov'd,  Valerio ; 
There  was  acquainted,  there  my  soul  ^rew 
to  him,  L^^^P' 

And  his  to  me ;  we  \yere  the  twins  of  friend- 
Eran .  Fortune  protect  this  man,  or  I  shal  1 

ruin  him! 
VaL  1  made  this  voyage  to  behold  my  friend. 
To  warai  my  love  anew  at  his  affection; 
But  since  I  landed,  I  have  heard  his  fate : 
My  fathcr'6  had  not  been  to  me  more  cruel. 
I  have  lamented  too,  and  yet  I  keep 
The  treasure  of  a  few  tears,  for  you,  lady ; 
for,  by  description,  you  were  his  Kvantlle, 

4*  Deal  such  an  ulm$  amofigst  the  spiteful  Pagafis, 
His  towering  sn:ord  flew  like  an  eager  falcon. 
And  round  about  his  reach  invade  t/te  Turks 

lie  had  intrench^hims^lf.]^  The  construction  of  theyerb  in  the  second  line  is  manifc&tlj 
wrong,  and  an  addition  to  the  fourth  is  as  manifestly  wanting.     I  read  the  whole  so: 
'  Deal  such  an  alms  amongst  the  spiteful  Pagans, 
*  His  towVing  svfordjiy  like  an  ea^er  falcon, 
'And  round  about  his  reach  invade  the  Turks, 
'  Till  he  had  intrench'd  himself  in  his  dead  quarries.'        Sympson, 
Tt  is  more  in  the  style  oi'  mir  AutJigrs,  to  preserve  the  connexion  by  puttiiig  tlie  second 
fine  in  a  parenthesis.     Mr.  Synipson's  reading  is  prosaick. 
«  Mjf  t<mguc  iltall  study  bolLj  s.. «.  shall  talk  ol  boUu        i^^mpiOM^ 


Evan,  Can  he  weep  that's  a  stranger  to 

my  story,  /  [you ! 

And  1  stand  still  and  look  on  ?  Sir,  I  thank 

If  noble  spirits  after  their  departure 

Can  know,  and  wish,  certain  his  soul  gives 

thanks  too.  [fail»  i»ir. 

There  are  your  tears  again ;  and  when  yours 

'Pray  you  call  to  me,  I've  some  store  to  lend 

Your  name?  [y^^» 

IW,  Urbino. 

Evan.  That  I  may  remember, 
That  little  time  I  have  to  live,  your  friendships, 
JVly  tongue  shall  study  both  49. 
Fred,  Do  you  come  hither 
Only  to  tell  tliis  story,  prince  Urbino?  [lady. 
VaL  My  business  now  is,  sir,  to  wooe  this 
Evan.  Blessing  defend  you  !  do  you  know 
the  danger?  [playfellow; 

VaL  Yes,  and  I  fear  it  not ;  danger's  my 
Since  I  was  man,  't  has  been  my  best  com- 
panion, [her, 
I  know  your  doom ;  'lis  for  a  Month  you  give. 
And  then  his  life  you  take  that  marries  her. 
Fred.  'Tis  true;  nor  can  your  being  bora 
a  prince, 
H  you  accept  the  offer,  free  you  from  iL 

VaL  I  not  desire  it;  I  have  cast  the  worst, 
And  ev*n  that  worst  to  me  is  many  blessiugs. 
J  lov'd  my  friend,  not  measur'd  out  by  time. 
Nor  hir'd  by  circumstance  of  place  and  ho- 
nour; [him. 
But  for  his  wealthy  self  and  worth  I  lov'd 
His  mind  and  noble  mold  he  ever  mov'd  in  ; 
And  w(M>e  his  friend,  'cause  she  was  wortliy ' 

ot'  him, 
The  only  relick  that  he  left  t»ehind,  sir, 
'To  give  his  a*hes  honour.     Lady,  take-  me, 
And  in  me  keep  V'alerio's  love  alive  still. 
When  I  am  gone,  take,  those  that  shall  suc- 
ceed me:  [husband, 
Heav'n  must  want  light,  before  you  want  a 
To  I'aise  up  heirs  of  love  and  noble  memory. 

To  your  unfortunate 

tlvan.  Am  I  stiil  hatrd  ? 
Hast  thou  no  end,  oh,  Fare,  of  my  affliction  ? 
Was  X  ordain'd  to  be  a  common  murdress? 

And  of  the  best  men  too  ?  Good  sir ' 

VaL  Peace,  sweet!  look  on  my  hand. 

[Apart. 
Evan.  I  do  accept  die  gentleman. — 
I  faint  with  joy  !  [AsidCm 
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Fred.  I  stop  it !  none  shall  have  her ! 
Convey  this  stranger  hence. 

Fa/.'  I  am  no  stranger  .'—Hark  to  the  bclJ 
ttiat  rin<j;s ! 
Hark,  hark,  proud  FredVick,  that  was  kio^ 
of  mischief  I  [sentence  ? 

Hark,  thou  abhorr*d  man !  dost  thou  hear  thy  . 
Does  not  this  bell  ring  in  thine  ears  thy  ruin  ?  I 

Fred.  What  bell  is  this?  ' 

Cam.  The  castle-beii.    Stand  sure,  sir. 
And  ruove  not;  if  you  do,  vuu  perish. 

Afen.  It  rings  your  knell ! •  Alphunso ! 

king  Alphoiiso! 

AIL  Alphonso!  king  Alphonso ! 

Fred.  I'm  betray'd ! 
Lock  fast  the  palace. 

Cam.  We  have  all  the  kevs,  sir,      [cence. 
And  no  door  here  shall  shut  without  our  li- 

Cle.  D*'you  sliakeiiow^  lordSorano?  no 
new  trick  ? 
Nor  speedy  poison  to  prevent  this  business  ? 
No  bawdy  meditation  now  to  flj  to? 

Fred,  '{'reason,  treason,  treason  I 

Cam.  -Yes,  we  hear  you,  [sir; 

And  we  have  found  the  traitor  in  your  shKpe, 
We'll  keep  him  fast  too. 

Enter  Alphonsoy  Rugio^  Marco,  CattrucciOy 
and  Queen,  vnth  guard. 
Fred.  Recover'd  !  Then  I'm  gone ; 
The  sun  of  all  mv  pomp  is  set  and  vanish*d. 
Alpk.    Have  you  not  forgot  this  Face  of 
mine,  king  Frederick  ?  [brought 

Brother,  Fm  come  to  see  you,   and  have 
A  banquet,  to  be  merry  with  your  Grace : 
I  pray  sit  down,  I  do  beseech  your  majesty, 
And  eat,  eat  freely,  sir.    Why  do  you  start? 
Have  you  no  stomach  to  the  meat  1  bring  you? 
Dare  you  not  taste  ?  have  ye  no  antidotes  ? 
You  need  not  fear;  Sorano*s  a  good  apo- 
thecary, [for  him, 
Methinks  you  look  not  well ;  some  fresh  wine 
Some  of  the  same  he  sent  me  by  Sorano ; 
I  thank  you  for't,  it  sav'd  my  lite,  Fm  bound 
to  you;                                       [lordship 

But  how  'twill  work  on  you 1  hope  your 

Will  ptedi^e  him  too;  tiiethinks  you  look  but 

scurvily, 
And  would  be  put  into  a  better  colour; 
But  I've  a  candied  toad  for  your  good  lordship. 
Sor.  'Would  I  had  any  thing  that  would 
dispatch  me. 
So  it  were  down,  and  I  out  of  this  fear  once ! 
Fred.  Sir,  thus  low,  as  my  duty  now  com- 
pels me, 
I  do  confess  my  unbounded  sins,  my  errors. 
And  feel  within  my  ^oul  the  smarts  already. 
Hide  not  the  noble  nature  of  a  brother. 
The  pity  of  a  friend,  from  my  afflictions; 


Let  me  a  while  lament  my  misery, 
And  cast  the  load  ofi'  of  my  wantonness, 
Before  1  find  your  fury,  (then  strike  home; 
I  do  deserve  the  deepest  blow  of  Justice) 
Aud  then  how  willingly,  oh.  Death,  Fll  meet 
thee ! 
Alpk.  Rise,  madam  ^ ;  those  sweet  tears 
are  potent  speakers : 
And,  brother,  live;   but  in  the  monastery 
Where  I  liv'd,  witli  the  self-same  silence  too : 
Fll  teach  you  to  be  good  against  your  will, 

brother ! 
Your  tongue  has  done  much  harm ;  that  must 

be  dumb  now: 
The  daily  pilgrimage  to  my  father's  tomb 
(Tears,  sigh**,  and  groans,  you  shall  wear  out 
your  days  with,  [brother ; 

And  true  ones  too;  you  shall  perform,  dear 
Your  diet  shall  be  slender  to  enforce  these; 
Too  light  a  penance,  sir ! 
Fred.  I  do  confess  it. 
Atph.  Soraiu>,  you  shall 
StMT.  How  he  studies  for  it ! 
Hanging's  the  least  part  of  my  penance  cer- 
tam.  [^mnthe  kneelu 

Alph.  What  lady's  that  that  kneels? 
Cuzt,  The  chaste  Evauthe. 
Alfjh.  Sweet,  your  petition  ?  , 

Evan.  'Tis  tor  this  had  man,  sir, 
Abominable  bad,  but  yet  my  brother. 

Alpk.  The  bad  niun  shall  attend  as  bad  a 
n)aster,  [nastery : 

And  both  shall  be  confin'd  within  the  mo- 
His  rank  flesh  shall    be  puU'd  w/th   daily 
fasting ;  [surfeit  else) 

But  once  a-wcek  he  shall  smell  meat,  (he'll 
And  his imnxxlest  mind  compell'd  to  prayer; 
On  the  bare  boards  ho  shall  lie,  (to  remeokber 
The  wantonness  he  did  commit  in  beds) 
And  drink  fair  water;  tliat  will  ne'er  en- 
,    flame  him :  [n^^i 

He  sav'd  my  life,  tho'  he  purpos'd  to  destroy 
For  which  I'll  save  his,  tho'  I  make  it  mise- 
rable. 
Madam,  at  court  I  shall  desire  your  company; 
You're  wise  aud  virtuous;  when  you  please 
to  visit  [licence. 

My  brother  Frederick,  you  shall  have  our 
My  dear  best  friend  V^alcrio ! 
Vul.  Save  Alphonso ! 

Oitmes.  Lcmg  live  Alphonso,  king  of  us, 
and  Naples !  [on  ? 

Alph.  Is  this  the  iadv  that  the  wonder  iioes' 
Honour'd  sweet  uiuidl  Here,  take  her,  ^y 

Valerio ; 
The  king  now  gives  her,  she's  thine  own  with- 
out fear.  [i;t>od. 
Brother,  have  you  so  much  provision  that  is 
Isiot  season *d  by  ^rano  and  Ins  cooks. 


^  Rise,  madam.']  A  speech  t>f  the  Queen  might  have  past  here ;  but  here,  as  in  many 
other  instances,  our  Author  most  probably  supplied  the  place  of  words  by  duml)-sliOw,  th« 
nature  of  which  the  next  speaker  commonly  explains :  A  circtmibtaiice  to  wtiicb  the  reader 
•f  these  dramas  should  always  attend. 
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A  WIFE  FOR  A  MONTH. 


[Act  9.  Scene  i. 


That  we  may  venture  on  ^ivith  honest  safety^ 
We  and  our  fncnds? 

iVed,  All  (liat  I  have  is  yours,  sir. 
jdfph.    Come  then;  let*s  in,  and  end  this 
nuptial; 
Then  to  our  coronation  with  all  speed ! 
'^y  virtuous  maid,  this  day  I'll  (>e  ;^our  bride- 
man, 


And  see  you  bedded  to  yonr  own  desires  too. 
Beshrew  nieylords,w]io  is  not  merry  hates  mel 
Only  8orano  shall  not  bear  my  cup. 
Come,  now  forget  old  pams  and  ipjuries, 
As  I  roust  do,  and  drown  all  in  fair  healths} 
That  kingdom's  ble6sed,where  tbe  kin^^  beti^ina 
His  true  love  first,  for  there  all  loves  are 
twins.  Iflxeunt  omna* 


EPILOGUE. 


We  liave  ypur  favours,  gentlemen,  and  you 
Have  our  endeavours  (dear  friends,  grudge 
not  now).  [sell 

There's  none  of  you,  but  when  you  please  ran 
^any  a  lame  horse,  and  many  a  fair  tale  tell ; 


Can  put  ofiTmany  a  maid  unto  a  friend. 
That  was  liot  so  since  th' action  at  Mile-end; 
Ours  is  a  virgin  yet,  and  they  that  love 
Untainted  9esh,  we  hope  our  friends  wlH 
prove- 


THE  LOVERS*  PROGRESS^: 

A  TRAGEDY. 


This  Play  is  by  Gardiner,  in  the  Commendatory  Versos,  ascribed  to  Fletcher  alone.  It  ap» 
pears  to  have  been  one  of  tliose  pieces  which  were  left  unfinished  by  him,  and  completed 
by  another  writer.  From  the  difference  in  the  languaf^e  and  measure  of  the  fifth  act  from 
the  other  parts  of  this  perfonnance,  we  imagine  tliat  Fletcher  had  no  concern  in  the  con* 
plusion  of  it.  As  Shirley  is  said  tu  have  sometimes  assisted  our  Author,  possibly  his  un* 
finished  pieces  fell  into  that  writer's  hands,  and  therefore  we  may  impute  the  alteration^ 
to  him.  The  Layers'  Progress  was  first  printed  in  tlie  foiio  of  1647;  and  has  not  beect 
acted  for  many  years  past. 

»  The  Lovers'  Progress.]  ProgretSf  in  this  title,  signifies  PUgrimage^ 


PROLOGUE. 


A  STOUT,  and  a  known  one,  long  since  writ, 
(Truth  must  take  place)  and  by  an  able  viit ! 
(Foul-mouth'd  detraction  daring  not  deny 
To  give  so  much  to  Fletcher's  memory ;) 
If  so,  some  may  object,  why  then  do  you 
Present  an  old  piece  to  us  for  a  new  ? 
Or  wherefore  will  your  profest  writer  be 
(Not  tax'd  of  tlieft  before)  a  plaji;iary  ? 
To  this  he  answers  in  his  just  defence, 
And  to  maintain  to  all  our  innocence, 
"^hus  much  ;  tho'  he  hath  traveli'd  the  ^me 

Pemanditig,  and  receiving  too  the  pay 


For  a  new  poem,  you  may  find  it  due, 
He  having  neither  clieated  us,  nor  youi 
He  vows,  and  deeply,  tfmt  he  did  not  spare 
The  utmost  of  iiis  streni;ths,  and  his  l>cst  care 
[u  the  revivinzit;  and  tho'  his  powVs 
Could  not,  as  he  desir*d,  in  three  short  hours 
Coiitractthc  subject,  and  much  less  express 
The  chau;i:es,  and  the  various  passages 
That  will  be  look'd  for,  you  m.iy  hear  this  day 
Some  scenes  that  will  cuunrm  it  is  a  play, 
He  being  ambitious  that  it  should  be  known 
What's  good  was  Fletcher's*,  and  what  ill  hit 
own. 


'  He  being  ambitious  that  it  should  be  known 
What's  good  was  Fletcher's,  and  vhat  ill  his  own.]  This  passage  is  a  flaming  contradk> 
^on  to  an  assertion  qf  the  Bookseller,  in  his  preface  to  the  edition  of  1647,  which  the  reader 
will  see  in  the  introductory  note  upon  The  Coxcomb,  and  thither  I  refer  him  for  what  X 
tiave  said  upon  that  occasion.        l^mpso9. 

This  passage  is  not,  in  our  opinion,  any  contradiction  at  all  to  the  Bookseller's  assertion, 
£ee  our  remark  at  the  beginning  pf  The  Coxcomb. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


King  of  France;^ 

Clean'DER,  Husband  to  Calista, 

INDIAN,  Brother  to  CiUista^  in  hoe  with 

Olinda. 
Claranoe',  Rrval  to  JUdian, 
t>OHiLAUS,  Father  to  Lidiun  and  Calista,  a 

merry  old  Man, 
{^ISANDER,  Friend  to  Cleander,  and  Lover 

to  Calista. 
Alcidon,  Frimd  to  lAdian, 
BlrONTE,  If  rot  her  to  Oleander . 
Lrmure,  a  noble  Courtier, 
Leon   c  Villain,  Lofoer  ^  Clarinda. 

SCENE, 


Ma  lfort,  a  foolish  Steward  of  Oleander^ 

Lancelot,  SerTxmt  to  Lisander, 

Friar. 

Host's  Ghost. 

Chamberlainl 

Serva7Us, 

C  ALISTA,  a  virtuous  Lady,  Wife  to  Oleander, 
Olinda,  a  noble  Maid,  and  rich  Heiry  Mi^ 

tress  to  Lidian  and  Clarange. 
Clarinda,  a  lustful  Wench,  Calista's  Wait-» 

ing'WomaH, 

France, 
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[Act  1.  Scene  1. 


ACT   I. 


l3rou; 


You  shall  direct  mc;  stil]  provided,  that 
I  understand  who  is  the  man/and  what 
His  purpose  that  pleads  fur  me. 

Leon,  By  all  means. 
First,  for  the  uudcrtakf-r,  I  am  he: 
The  means  that  I  will  practise,  thus 

Malf\  Tray  you  forward  ! 

Leon,  You  know  your  lady,  chaste  Calista, 
loves  her. 

Ma(f,  Too  well ;  that  makes  her  proudk 

J^on.  Nay,  give  me  leave. 
This  beauteous  lady  fj  may  stile  her  so, 
Beinj;  the  paraxon  of  France  for  feature) 
Is  not  alone  contented  in  herself 
To  seem  and  he  good,  but  desires  to  make 
AH  such  as  have  depeudance  on  .her  like  her  : 
For  this,  Clarinda's  liberty's  restraint,  [me  : 
And,  tho'  her  kinsman,  the  gate's  shut  against 
Now  if  you  please  to  make  yourself  the  door 
For  my  conveyance  to  her,  tlio'  you  run 
The  hazard  of  a  check  for't,  'tis  no  matter. 

Jilaif,  It  being  for  mine  own  ends? 

Leon,  ni  give  it  o'er, 
If  that  you  make  the  least  doubt  otherwise. 
Studying upon't?  good  morrow! 

Ma/f.  Tray  you  stay,  sir ! 
You  are  my  friend ;  yet,  as  the  proverb  says, 
'  When  love  puts  in,  friendship  is  gone :  * 

Suppose 
You  should  yourself  affect  hrr  ? 

Leon.  Do  you  think 
ril  commit  incest !  for  it  is  no  less,         [sir. 
She  being  my  cousin-jiennan.  Fare  you  well, 

Ma{f.  I  had  forgot  that;  for  thisonce,  for- 
give me. 
Only,  to  ease  the  throbbing  of  my  heart, 
(For  T  do  feel  strangopangs)  instruct  me  what 
Y(m  will  say  for  me. 

Leon.  First,  FU  tell  her  that 
She  hath  so  far  besotted  you,  that  you  ha%'C 
Almost  forgot  to  cast  account. 

Maif.  Mere  truth,  sir.  [^^j 

Leon.  That,  of  a  wise  and  provident  stew- 
YouVe  turn'd  stark  ass. 

Ala/f,  Urge  that  point  home ;  I  am  so. 

Leon.   That  you  adore  the  ground   she 
And  kiss  her  footsteps.  [treads  upon, 

3  TTiis  chain.]  Mr.  Steevcns  observes,  that -stewards  anciently  w-ore  a  chain,  as  a  mark  of 
superiority  over  otlier  servants;  m  proof  of  which  he  cites  the  following  authorities: 

'  Dost  thou  think  I  shall  become  the  steward's  chair  ?  Will  not  these  slender  haunches 
*  shew  well  in  a  cAuin  i '        Martial  Maid. 

Fio,    '  Is  yourc//«j»  right? 

Bob,  '  It  is  both  right  and  just,  sir; 

'  For  though  1  am  a  steward,  I  did  get  it 
*  With  no  man's  wrong.'         Ibid. 
Nash,  in  his  piece  entitled  Have  with  You  to  Saffron  VValden,  1559,  taxes  Gabriel  Harvey 
with  hvvinn  stolen  a  nobletnan's stezcard's  chain,  at  hislord^s  insiaUingat  Windsor. 
So  in  Middleton's  Mad  World,  my  Masters,  1608 : 

'  Gag  that  gaping  rascal,  though  he  be  my  grandsire's  chief  gentleman  ia  the  chain  iif 
gold.*    See  Notes  on  Twelfth  Night,        jR. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Leon  and  Malfort. 

Malfort,   A  ND  as  I  told  you,  sir- 
-^   Leon.  I  understand 
Clarinda's  still  perVerse. 

Malf.  She's  worse;  obdurate. 
Flinty,  relentless;  my  love-passion's  jeer'd  at, 
My  presents  scorn'd  I 

Leon.  *]'is  stranije,  a  waiting-woman. 
In  her  condition,  apt  to  yield,  should  hold  out, 
A  man  of  your  place,  reverend  beard  and 
Besieging  her.  [shape, 

Malf.  You  might  add  too,  my  wealth. 
Which  she  contemns;    five  hundred  crowns 

per  annum 
(For  which  I've  ventur'd  hard,  my  conscience 
kn6ws  it)  ' 

Not  thought  upon,  tho*  offer'd  for  a  jointure ; 
This  chain',  which  my  lord's  peasants  wor- 
ship, flouted;  fat. 
My  solemn  hum's  and  ha's,  the  servants  quake 
No  rhetorick  with  her;  cv'ry  hour  she  hangs 

out 
Some  new  flag  of  defiance  to  torment  me : 
Last  Lent  my  lady  callM  me  her  Poor-John, 
But  now  I'm  grown  a  walking  skeleton ; 
You  may  see  thro'  and  thro'  me. 

Leon.  Indeed  you  are 
Much  fall'n  away. 

Maff.  I  am  a  kind  of  nothing,       [clister. 
As  she  hath  made  me:    Love's  a  terrible 
And  if  some  cordial  of  her  favours  help  not, 
I  shall,  like  an  Italian,  die  backward, 
And  breath  my  last  the  wrong  way. 

Leon.  As  I  live, 
You  have  my  pity ;  but  this  is  cold  comfort. 
And  in  a  friend  iip-physick;  and,  now  1  think 

on't, 
I  should  do  more,  and  will,  so  you  deny  not 
Yourself  the  means  of  comfort. 

Malf.  I'll  be  imng'd  first: 
One  dram  oft,  I  beseech  you  ! 

Leon.  YouVc  not  jealous 
Of  any  man's  access  to  her  ? 

Maff.  I  would  not 
Receive  the  dor;  but  as  a  bosom  friend 


.Act  1.  Scene  1.] 


Malf.  As  I  do  when  I  find 
Their  print  i'  th'  snow. 

Leon.  A  losing  fool ;  I  know  it,  [related 
By  your  bloodless  frosty  lips.  Then,  having 
How  much  you  suffer  for  her,  and  how  well 
You  do  deserve  it 

Malf.  How*!  to'suffer?' 

Leon,  No,  sir; 
To  have  your  love  returned 

Mulf.  That's  good;  I  thank  you. 

Lton,  J  will  deliver  her  an  inventory 
X)f  your  good  parts;  as  this,  your  precious 
nose,  [reaching 

Dropping  affection;  your  high  forehead, 
Almost  to  th'  crown  of  your  head;  your  slen- 
der waist,  ^  [i"g 
And  a  back  not  like  a  thresher's,  but  a  bend- 
Aud  court-like  back,  and  so  forth,  for  your 

body. 
But  when  I  touch  your  mind,  (for  that  must 
take  her,  [it. 

Since  your  outside  promises  little)  Til  enlarge 
Tho'  ne'er  so  narrow ;  as,  your  arts  to  thrive, 
Your  composition  with  the  cook  and  butler 
For  the  coney-skins  and  chippings ;  and  half 

a  share 
With  all  the  under-officers  o'  th*  house. 
In  stranger*'  bounties ;  that  she  shall  have  all. 
And  you  as  'twere  her  bailiff. 

Malj:  As  1  will  be. 

Leon.  As  you  shalU,  so  Til  promise.— 
Then  your  qualities ; 
As  playing  on  a  cittern,  or  a  Jew's  trump— 

Malf,  A  little  too  on  the  viol. 

Letin.  Fear  you  nothing. 
Then  singing  her  asleep  with  curious  catches 
Of  your  own  making;  for,  as  I  have  heard, 
You  are  puetical. 

Mulf,  Something  giv'n  that  way:  [reason 
Yet  my  works  seldom  thrive  ;  and  the  main 
The  poets  urge  for't  is,  because  I  am  not 
As  poor  as  they  are. 

ieon.  Very  likely.     Fetch  her, 
While  I  am  in  the  vein. 

Malf.  Tis  an  apt  time, 
My  lady  being  at  her  prayers. 

Leon.  Let  her  pray  on. 
Nay, go;  and  if,  upon  my  intercession, 
She  do  you  not  some  favour,  I'll  disclnim  her. 
I'll  ruminate  on't  the  while. 

Mulf.  A  hundred  crowns 
Is  your  reward. 

Leon.  Without  'em— Nay,  no  trifling. 

riiri.'  Malf. 
That  this  dull  clod  of  ignorance  sliould  know 
How  to  get  money,  yet  want  eyes  to  see 
Hoff  grosly  he's  abus'd,  and  wrought  upon! 
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f4r 


When  he  should  ir.ake  his  will,  tl.c  rogue's 
turn*d  rampant,  [wench 

As  h'had  renew'd  his  youth.     A  handsome 
Love  one  a  spital  whore  would  nin  away  fromf 
Well,  master  steward,  I  will  plead  for  you 
In  such  a  method,  as  it  shall  appear 
You  are  fit  to  be  a  property. 

Enter  Mafnrt  and  Clarinda, 

Malf.  Yonder  he  walks 
That  knows  my  worth  and  value,  tho'  yom 
scorn  it. 

Cluri.  If  my  lady  know  not  this 

Malf  rij  answer  it.  [man 

If  you  were  a  nun,  I  hope  your  cousiu-ger- 
Might  talk  with  you  thro' a  grate;  but  you 
are  none,  [off; 

And  therefore  may  come  closer :  Ne'er  hang 
As  I  live,  you  shall  bill ;  you  may  salute  as 

strangers. 
Custom  allows  it.  Now,  now,  come  upon  her 
With  all  your  oratory,  tickle  her  to  the  quick. 
As  a  young  advocate  should,  and  leave  no 

virtue 
Of  mine  unmention'd.    I'll  stand  centinel; 
Nav,  keep  the  door  myself.  [Exit, 

Cluri.  IIow  have  you  work'd 
This  piece  of  motley  to  your  ends  ? 

Leon.  Of  that 
At  leisure,  mistress.  [Kiaiug. 

Clari.  Lower ;  you're  too  loud : 
Tho'  the  fool  be  deaf,  some  c^*  the  house 
may  hear  you.  [man, 

Leon.  Suppose  th^ should.  lam  a  gentle- 
And  held  your  kinsmiui ;  under  that,  1  hope, 
I  may  be  free. 

C/uri.  I  grant  it,  but  with  caution  ; 
But  be  not  seen  to  talk  with  me  familiarly. 
But  at  fit  djstaocc;  or  not  seen  at  all. 
It   were  the  better:    You  kuow  my  lady's 

humour ; 
She  is  all  Ikhiouf,  and  composed  of  goodness, 
As  she  pretends;  and  you  having  no  business. 
How  jealous  may  she  grow  ! 

Leo7i,  I  will  be  rul'd; 
But  YOU  have  proniisM,  and  I  must  enjoy  you. 

Clari.     We  shall  find  time  for  that;  you 
are  too  hasty : 
Make  yourself  fit,  and  I  shall  make  occasion  ; 
Dclibenition  makes  best  in  that  business. 
And  contents  every  way. 

Lejtm    But.  you  must  feed 
This  foolish  steward  with  some  shadow  of 
A  future  favour,  that  wc  may  preserve  hiia 
To  be  our  instrument. 

Clari.  Hang  him ! 

Leon.  For  my  sake,  sweet ! 


iUM.Atlmllbe.  i.     v  a       *k  *     •.• 

Leon  Asyou  shall,  to  Fll promise.]  To  restore  lost  puns  has  been  an  oflBce,  that  critics 
have  been  laughed  at,  rather  than  praised  for:  but  the  ongmal,  be  it  bad  or  good,  ought  to 
be  restored;  and  therefore  wc  should  not  drop  a  conundrum  here  mtended-    Leon  should 

Aijswcr 

'  <  Ass  you  shall,  so  FU  promise.' 

t*.  e.  I'll  promise  you  shall  be  made  an  asi  of.         Seuurd. 
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[Aci  1.  Scene  U 


I  tindertdok  to  Speak  for  him ;  any  bauble. 
Op  slijjjht  employmeut  in  the  way  of  service. 
Will  feed  hira  fat. 

Clari.  Leave  him  to  me. 

Enter  Malfort, 

Malf.  She  comes! 
My  lady  1 . 

Clari,  I  will  satisfy  her. 

Maif,  How  far 
Have  you  prevailed  ? 

Leon.  Observe. 

Ciuri,  Monsieur  Malfort,    . 
f  must  be  brief)  my  cousin  hath  spoke  much 
In  your  behalf,  anci,  to  give  you  some  proof 
I  eiitertain  you  as  my  servant,  you 
Shall  have  the  grace 

Xecin.  Upon  your  knee  receive  it.    [me— 

Ciarit  And  take  it  as  a  special  favour  from 
To  tie  my  shoe. 

ATaif.  I  am  o'erjoyM. 

Leon.  Good  reas»on. 

Clari,  You  may  come  higher  in  time- 

Enter  Calista. 

Leon*  No  more ;  the  lady ! 
'    Alalf.  She  frovMgs. 

Ciuri.  1  thauk  y<rii  for  this  visit,  cousin ; 
But  without  leave  hereafter  from  my  lady, 
I  dare  not  change  discourse  with  you* 

Malf.  'Pray  you  take 
Your  morn  ng'S  draught. 

Leon.  I  thank  you :  Happiness  attend 
Your  honour ! 

[Eseunt  Leon  and  Malfort. 

CaL  Who  gave  warrant  to 
This  private  j,«rley? 

Clari.  My  iiiuocence  j  I  hop« 
My  conference  with  a  kinsman  cannot  call 
Your  auger  on  me. 

CaL  KuiSHMin  I  I^et  me  have 
•  Ko  moic  of  ibis,  as  you  desire  you  may 
Continue  -nw ! 

Cl4:rti  Why^  madam,  under  pardon, 


Suppose  him  otbentise ;  yet;  oomiog  io 
A  lawful  ^ray,  it  is  excusable. 

CaL  How^sthis.^ 

Clari.  I  jjraat  you're  made  of  pureness. 
And  that  your  tenderness  of  honour  holds 
The  sovereignty  o*er  your  passions :  Yet  yo« 
^         h*ave 

A  noble  husband,  with  allow'd  embraces 
To  quench  lascivious  fires,  should  such  flame 

in  you, 
As  T  must  ne'er  believe.     Were  I  the  wife  ^ 
Of  one  that  ceuld  but  zany  brave  Clcander*;^ 
Ev'n  in  his  least  perfections,  (excuse 
My  o'er*bold  inference)  I  should  desire 
To  meet  no  otl>er  object. 

CaL  You  grow  saucy ! 
Do  I  look  further  ? 

Clari.  No,  dear  madam ;  and 
It  is  my  wonder,  or  astonishment  rather^ 
You  could  deny  the  service  of  Lisanderj 
A  man  without  a  rival,  one  the  king 
And  kingdom  gazes  on  with  admiration, 
For  all  the  excellences'  a  mother  could 
Wish  in  her  only  son. 

CaL  Did  not  mine  honour 
And  obligation  to  Oleander  force  me 
To  be  deaf  to  his  complaints? 

ClarL  'Tis  true  ;•  but  yet  [senc*' 

Your  rigour  to  command  him  from  your  pi^e- 
Argu'd  but  small  compassion ;  the  groves  ^ 
Witness  his  grievous  sufferings;  your  faif 

name 
Upon  the  rind  of  every  gentle  poplar*^       f 
And  amorous  myrtl^,  (trees  to  Venus  sacred,) 
With  adoration  carv'd,  and  kneelM  unto. 
This  YOU,  unseen  of  him,  both  saw  and  heard 
Without  compassion ;  and  what  received  he 
For  his  true  sorrows,  but  the  heavy  knowledge 
That  'twas  your  peremptory  will  and  pleasure^ 
How-e*er  my  lord  liv'd  in  him,  he  should  quit 
Your  sight  and  liouse  for  ever? 

CaL  I  confess' 
T  gave  him  a  strong  potion  to  wofk     [him; 
Upou  his  heft  blood,  and  I  hope  'twill  cut« 


•  but  zany  brave  Cleanlier ^ 


Ev'n  in  his  leant  perfections,'}  i.  e.  but  faintly  -imitate  his  virtues.    The  old  Zantf  was  ■ 
Kiimick  or  builuon. 

*  Upon  the  rind  if  ev^ry  gentle  poplar, 
And  amorous  niyrtle,  {trees  to  renus  sacred.)]  Our  poet  has  either  committed  an  over- 
sight, in  making  the  poplar  and  the  myrtle  both  sacred  to  Venus,  or  if  he  had  any  authority 
for  so  doing,  I  don't  know  it  at  present;  Tis  true,"  as  the  poplar  delights  in  moisture,  and 
grows  upon  the  banks  of  rivers,  and  Ims  leaves  with  dark  and  white  sides,  it  may  he  a  pretty 
symbol  of  the  unlimited  command  of  tfiat  powerful  gocrdess,  throu|;hout  the  three  allotments 
of  Jupiter,  Neptune,  and!  Pluto.  But,  notwithstanding  this,  I  am  inclined  to  think  tliat 
the  reading  and  poiutiug  was  originally  thus: 

* of  ev'ry  gentle />o;>^r, 

*  And  amorous  myrtle  tree,  to  Venus  sacred.' 
By  changing  the  nomber,  and  altering  th&  comma,  we  affix  the  cpitliet  '  sadred'  solely  tor 
the  myrtle,  and  take  away  the  confusion,  which  before  subsisted,  of  appropriating  two  trees 
to.  one  deity,  when  in  reality  the  case  was  very  far  otherwise,  as  any  one  knows  who  iff 
^he  least  versed  in  the  Classicks.        Sympson 

We  believe  the  old  reading  genuine,  and  that  it  ought  to  be  followed.  We  do  not,  indeed^ 
tecollect  that  there  is  any  authority  for  making  the  poplar,  as  wdl  as  the  myrtle,  sacred  t9 
V^ui;  but  think  the  Fo?ts  here  meant  it. 
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Yet  I  could  w)|h  the  cause  had  concern*d 

I  might  have  met  his  sorrows  with  more  pity; 
At  least,ha  ve  lent  some  counsel  to  his  miseries. 
Tho'  now,  fur  honour  sake,  I  must  forget  him, 
And  never  know  the  name  more  of  Lisander ; 
Yet  in  my  justice  I  am  bound  to  grant  him. 
Ikying  his  love  aside,  most  truly  noble  : 
Bat  mention  him  no  more.  This  instant  hour 
My  brother  Lidian,  new  returned  from  irarel. 
And    his  brave  friend  Clarnng^,  longbince 
For  fair  and  rich  Olinda,  are  to  hear  [rivals 
Her  absolute  determination,  whom 
She  pleases  to  elect.    See  all  things  ready  . 
To  entertain  'em ;  and,  on  my  displeasure, 
No  more  words  of  Lisander ! 

Clari.  She  endures 
To  hear  him  nara'd  by  no  tongue  but  her  own  t 
Uowc'er  she  carries  it,  I  know  she  loves  him. 

[Exit, 
Cal.  Hard  nature,  hard  condition  of  poor 

women,  [most ! 

That,  where  we  are  most  su*d  to,  we  must  fly 
Tt>e  trees  grow  up,  and  mix  together  freely. 
The  oak  not  envious  of  the  sailing  cedar, 
The  lusty  vine  not  jealous  of  the  ivy       [up. 
Because  she  clips  the  elm ;  the  flowefs  shoot 
And  wantonly  kiss  one  another  hourly. 
This  blossom  glorying  in  the  other's  beauty. 
And  yet  they  smell  a«  sweet,  and  look  as 

lovely  ; 
But  we  are  tied  to  grow  alone.    Oh,  honour. 
Thou  hard  law  to  our  lives,  chain  to  our  free* 

dom:> ! 
lie  that  invented  thee  had  many  curses. 
How  is  my  soul  divided  !  Oh,  Cleander, 
My  best-deserviug  husband  !  Oh,  Lisander, 
The  truest  lover  that  e'er  sacrific'd 
To  Cupid  against  Hymen  1  Oh,  mine  honour, 
A  tyrant,  yet  to  be  obey'd  !  and  'tis 
But  justice  we  should  thy  strict  laws  endure. 
Since  our  obedience  to  thee  keeps  us  pure. 

[Exit^ 

Enter  Cleander^  Lidian^  uiid  Clarangl^ 
Cle.  How  insupportable  the  difference 
Of  dear  friends  is,  the  sorrow  that  I  feel 
Fur  my  Lisander's  absence  (one  that  stamps 
A  reverend  print  on  friendship)  does  assure 
YuuVe  rivals  for  a  lady,  a  fair  ludy ;      [me. 
And,  in  the  acquisition  of  tier  favours, 
Hazard  the  cutting  of  that  gordian  kno.t 
From  your  first  childhood  to  this  present  hour. 
By  all  the  ties  of  love  and  amity  fahten'd. 
I  am  blest  in  a  wife  (Heav*n  make  me  thank- 
Jnferior  to  none,  tans  pride  I  speak  it;  [ful  \) 
Yet  if  I  were  a  frecitian,  aud  could  purchase 
At  any  rate  the  certainty  to  enjoy 
Lisander's  conversation  while  1  Uv'd, 
(Forgive  me,  my  Caiista,  aud  the  8e\!) 
I  never  ^ould  seek  change. 

Lid.  My  lord  and  brother,  [worth 

I  dare  nut  blame  your  choice,  Lisander's 
Being  a  mistress  to  be  ever  courted; 
Nor  shall  our  equal  suit  to  fair  Olinda 

Vol.  U.  i»K 


Weaken,  but  add  strength  to  our  true  affrc- 
With  zeal  so  long  continued.  [tiou^ 

Clara.  When  we  know 
Whom  she  prefers,  as  shecanchuse  but  one. 
By  our  so-long-tried  friendahip  we  haveyow'd 
The  other  shsdl  desist. 

Cle,  'Tis  yet  your  purpose ; 
But  how  this  resolution  will  hold 
In  him  that  is  refus'd,  is  not  aloae 
Doubtful,  but  dang Vous. 

Enter  Malfort. 
'^Malf.  The  rich  heir  is  come,  sir. 
CVc.  MadamOlinda? 
Maff.  Yes,  sir ;  and  makes  choice, 
Afkcr  some  little  conference  with  my  lady. 
Of  this  room  to  give  answer  to  her  suitors. 
Cle.  Already  both  look  pale,  between  your, 
hopes 
Tq  win  the  prize,  and  your  despair  to  los« 
What  you  contend  for. 
Lid,  No,  sir ;  1  am  arm'd. 
Clam.  I  confident  of  my  interest, 
Cle.  ril  believe  you 
When  yoqVe  eudur'd  the  test. 

Enter  CalistOf  Olinda,  and  Clarinda. 

Malf.  Is  n»it  yuur  garter  [higher 

Untied?  You  promib'd  that  I  should  grow 
In  doing  you  servi«"e. 

Clari,  Fall  otf,  or  you  lose  me !  \^Exit  Malf, 

Cle.  Nay,  lake  your  place  ;  no  Paris  now 
sits  judge 
On  the  cuntejiding  goddesses  :  You  are 
Tiie  deity  ttiut  niuist  make  curst,  or  happyi 
Oiie  of  your  languishing  servants. 

Olin.  I  thu*»  look 
With  equal  eyes  on  both;  either  deser\'ea 
A  fairer  fortune  than  they  can  in  reason 
Hope  fur  from  me :  From  Lidian  I  expect, 
Wfieu  1  have  made  him  mine,  all  pleasures 
that  [virtues. 

The  sweetness  of  his  manners,  youth,  and 
Can  give  uwjrance  of :   But  turning  tliis  way 
To  brave  CI tiraMjb,  in  his  face  appears 
A  kind  of  m.'ijesiy  whrch  should  commandy 
Not  suo  for  iHvotir.     If  the  fairest  lady 
Of  France,  *.et  forth  nith  nature's  best  en- 
dowments. 
Nay,  should  I  add  a  princess  of  the  blood. 
Did  uow  lay  claim  tq  either  for  a  husband, 
8()  vehement  my  alfeccion  is  tu  both. 
My  envy  at  her  happiness  would  kill  me. 

Cle,   The  strangest  love  I  ever  heard  ! 

Cal.  You  can 
Ei^joy  but  one, 

Clari.   riie  more,  I  say,  the  merrier. 

Olin.  W  itness  tliese  tears  I  love  both,  as 
I  know 
You  burn  with  equal  6amcs,  and  so  affect  me : 
Abundance  makes^mepoor;  such  is  the  Imrd 
Condition  of  my  fortune.  Be  your  own  judges; 
If  I  should  favour  both,    'twill  taint  my 

honour. 
And  that  before  my  life  I  mu&t  prefer : 
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If  oqc  I  lean  to,  tli*  other  is  Hisvalued : 
You're  fiery  both,  aad  love  will  make  you 
warmer. 
Clari.  Vlie  wanner  still  the  fitter.  You're 

a  foci,  lady. 
Olin.  To  what  may  love,  and  the  devil  jea- 
lousy, spur  you,  •  -    [tioii ; 
Is  too  apparent ;  my  name's  call*d  in  ques-i 
Your  swords  fly  out,yQur  angers  ran^eatlariie: 
Then  what  a  mnrder  of  my  modesty  follows  ! 
Clari.  Take  heed  of  Uiat  by  any  means. 
Oh,  innocent,  ^ 
That  will  deny  a  blessing  when  'tis  offrr'd ! 
*W«»u!d  I  wtre  murder  d  so,  IM  thank  my 
Cle.  What  pause  you  on?            [modesty. 
Oiin.  It  is  at  length  resolv*d. 
QUra.  We're  on  the  ruck  ;  uncertain  qx- 
The  greatest  torture !                       [pectation 

hi'd'  Command  what  you  please, 
^nd  yousimllsee  how  willhigly  we'll  execute. 
Qlin.  Tijen  hear  vvhut,  for  your  satist'uC'o 
tion, 
And  to  preserve  your  friendship,  I  resolve 
Against  n)yself ;  and  'tis  not  to  be  aUer'd :  [it, 
You're  both  brave  gentlemen.  Til  still  profess 
Both  noble  servants,  for  whose  gentle  olFers 
The  undeserving  and  the  poor  Olinda  [ou&ly; 
Is  ever  bound ;  you  io\e  both,  fair  and  virtu- 
'  Would  f  could  be  so  happy  to  content  both  ! 
"Which  bince  I  cannot,  take  this  resolute  an- 
Go  from  me  both  contcndediy,  and  he  [awer: 
I'hat  last  makes  bis  return,  and  comes   to 
visit,  [well ! 

Cpmes  to  my  bed.  You  know  my  will ;  farc- 
Wy  heart's  too  big  to  utter  more.     Come, 
CaL  I'll  wait  on  you  to  your  coach.[ friend ! 
[tlxi'unt  0/in.  CaL  dtnd  Ciar^ 
Cle.  You  both  look  blauk  ; 
I  cannot  blame  you. 

J.id.  We  have  our  dispatches. 
Clara.  I'll  home. 

Lid.  And  i'U  abroad  again :  Farewell ! 
Clara.  Farewell  to  ye ! 

[Excvnt  Qlara.  and  Lid, 
Cle.  Their  blunt  departure  troubles  xne : 
I  fear, 
A  sudden  and  a  dangerous  division 
Of  their  lon«!  lovr  wll  follow.  Have  you  took 
Your  leave  of  fair  Olinda? 

"Enter  Caliila. 

CaL  She  is  gone,  sir. 

Cle.  Had  you  brought  news  j^isander  were 
rtturii  d  too, 
I  wcr^^  most  happy. 

CaL  Still  upoi/lisandcr.^  [health; 

CU,  )  know   he  loves  me,  as  he  lOvcs  his 
Ard  Iltav'n  knows  I  love  him. 

CaL  i  find  it  so;  [jou. 

For  me  you  have  forgpt,  and  what  I^  to 

C/<.  Cih,  think  not  so.     U you  had  lost  a 

bister  ■  [you; 

You  lock'd  all  your  delights  in,  it  would  grieve 

A  little  vou  wouK'  wander  from  the  fondness 

You  ow'd  jour  husband :  Jl  have  lo3(  a  friend; 


A  noble  friend  ;  all  that  wa«  excellent 

In  man,  or  mankind,  was  contaio'd  withia 

That  loss,  my  wife [him. 

Enter  Malfort. 
JMftlf.  Madam,  your  noble  father — ;— 
A  fee  fgr  my  good  news  I 

CuL  Why,  what  of  him,  sir? 

MaL  Is  lighted  at  the  door,  and  longs  ta 

see  you. 
CfiL  Atten(l  him  hither. 
Cle.  Oh,  my  dear  Lisander?  [lista* 

But  I'll  he  merry.     Let's  meet  him^  my  Car. 
Cal.  I  hf>pe  Lisander's  love  will  now  be 
buried  : 
My   father  will  bring  joy  cnoagh  for  on<> 
To  put  him  out  of  s  memory.  [months 

Enter  Dorilaus  ;  hi»  arm  in  a  $carf. 
Dor.  How  do  y<m,  son  ? 
Bless  ipy  fair  cl)iid !  I'm  come  to  visit  ypu. 
To  see  what  house  you  keep ;  they  say  you're 

bountiful ; 
I  like  the  noise  well,  and  I  coihe  to  try  it, 
2^' e'er  a  great  belly  yet?    How   have   yon 
trifled !  [on't 

If  I  had  done  so,  son,  I  should  have  heard 
i)n  both  sides,  by  saint  Dennis ! 

Cle.  Yi?u'rc  nobly  welcome,  sir; 
We've  time  enough  for  that. 
Dor.  See  how  she  blushes; 
Tis  a  good  sign,  you'ii  mend  your  fanlL 

How  dt>st  lUoQ^ 
My  good  Caiista  ? 

CaL  Well,  now  I  see  you,  sir;  fy<^^^ 

I  hope  you  bring  a  frui:fnlness  along  with 

Dor.  Good  luck,  I  ne'er  misjs ;  I  was  ever 

good  at  it: 

Your  mother  groan'd  for*t,  wench;  so  did 

some  oilier. 
But  I  durst  never  tell. 

CaL  How  does  your  arm,  sir? 
Cle.  Have  you  been  let  blood  of  late? 
Dor.  Against  niy  will,  sir. 
*  CaL  A  full,  dear  father  ? 
Dor.  No;  a  ^un,  dear  daughter;    [tock^ 
Two  or  three  guns;  I've  one  here  in  my  but- 
'Twould   trouble  a  surueon's  teeth  to  pull  it' 
CaL  Oh,  me !  oh,  nie ! '  [out. 

Dor.  Nay,  if  you  I'all  to  fainting, 
Tis  ti.me  for  me  to  trudge:  Art  such  a  coward. 
At  the  mere  name  ot  hurt  to  change  thy  co* 

lour? 
I  have  been  shot  that  men  might  see  cleaa 

tlirb'  me, 
And  yet  i  fainted  not.    Besides  myself, 
Here  are  aii  hospital  of  hurt  men  lor  you. 

Enter  Servants,  wounded  in  several  places^ 
Cle.  What  should  this  wojider  be? 
CaL  I'm  amaz'd  at  it. 
Dor.  What  think   ye  of  these?    (;heyV» 
every  one  hurt  soundly,  .    ' 

Hurt  to  the  proof;  they're  thro'  and  throV. 
I.assureye;  . 


Act  1.  Scene  4.J 


TUfe  LOX^RS'  PltOGRESS. 


«51 


And  tbat*s  good  game :  they  scorn  jour  pu- 
iiag  scratches. 
Col.  \VJh>  did  this,  sir? 
jDor.  Leave  crying,  and  Y\\  tell  yo?i ;  ^ 
And  eet  vourplaisters,  and  jour  warm  stoops 
reaJy'.  [over? 

Ha\'e  jou  ne*er  a  shepherd  that  can  tar  us 
n*wiii  prove  a  business  eise^  we  are  so  many. 
Coming  to  see  you,  I  was  set  upon, 
I  and  my  men,  as  we  were  sinking  frolickly ; 
Not  dreamine  of  an  ambush  of  base  rogues. 

Set  on  i'tir  forest,  I've  forgot  the  name 

Cle.  *Twixt  this  and  Fontaiuebleau  .^  in  the 

wild  forest?  [forest, 

J>or.  The  same,  the  same,  in  that  accursed 

^t  on  by  villains,  that  make  bout  of  all  men ; 

The  peers  of  Fraiibe  are  pillug^  there.  They 

shot  at  us, 
Hurt   us,  unliors'd  us,  came  to  th*  sword, 

there  plied  u^, 
Opprcss'd   us   with  fresh  multitudes,  fresh 

sliot  still  i 
Rogues  that  would  hang  themselves  for  a 

frt^sh  doublet. 
And  for  a  scarlet  cassock  kill  their  fathers  ! 
Cie,  Lighted  you  amon^'  these? 
Dor.  Amoiiti  these  murderers 
Our  poor  biiioJs  were  enga;;'d ;  yet  wr-  struck 
bravely,  '      [simn  us, 

And  innre  ttuin  once  or  twice  we  made  them 
And  shriuk  their  rugged  heads ;  but  we  were 
hurt  alh 
Cle.  How  came  you  off?  for  I  cv*n  long  to 

hear  that. 
Dfw.  After  our  prayers  made  to  Heav  n  to 
help  us. 
Or  to  be  merciful  unto  our  souls,        [wipe  ! 
So  near  we  were—  Ajas,  poor  wench,  wipe, 
See,  licav^u  bends  remedy. 


Car/.  Tm  glad  'tis  come«  sir; 
My  heart  was  ev'ii  a-bleeJing  in  my  body. 
Ditr.  A  curl'd-liair  gentleman  stcpp'd  in, 

a  stranger ; 
As  he  rode  by,  belike  he  beard  our  bickeriog. 
Saw  our  distresses,  drew  his  sword,  and  prov'd 
He  cauie  to  execute,  and  not  to  ars(ue. 
Lord,  what  a  lightning  methought  flew  about 

him^ 
When  he  once  toss'd  his  blade !    In  face 

Adonis*,--  [brows; 

While  Peace  inhabited  between  his  eye- 
But  whon  his  noble  anger  stirr*d  hismetde. 
And  blew  his  fiery  parts  into  a  flame,  [mies. 
Like  PoIIas,  when  she  sits  between  two  ar- 
Viewing  with  horrid  brows  their  sad  events. 
Such  tiien  he  lookM^  and  as  her  shield  had 

ann*(t  hiih. 
Cal.  This  man,  sir,  were  a  friend  to  give 

an  age  for. 
This  gentleman  T  must  love  natVally ;      f sir* 
Nothing  can  keep  me  off.    I  pray  you  go  on, 
Di>r.  I  vill,  for  now  you  please  mc!^  Thit 

bl-ave  youth, 
This  bud  of  Mars,  (for  yet  he  is  no  riper) 
When  once  be  had  drawn  blood,  and  flesh'd 

bi^  sword, 
Fitted  his  uinidy  mettle  to  his  spirit, 
HoM'  he  bestirred  him  !  what  n  luiie  he  made^ 
And  thro*  their  fiery  bullets  tlirust  securely. 
The  hardenM  villains  woiid'rmg  at  his  confi- 
dence ! 
Lame  as  I  was,  T  follow'd,  and  admir*d  too^ 
And  stirrM,  and  laid  about  me  with  new 

Spirit ;  [tion. 

My  men  too  with  new  hearts  thrust  into  ao* 
And  down  the  rogues  went.  ) 

Ct'e.  I  am  struck  with  wonder !     fHector, 
Dor.  Uemember  but  the  story  ot   strong 


'  And ^onr  warm  stupes  rf «//*/.]  Stoops  (for  so  it  should  he  spelt)  here  signifies  liquids  to 
baiiie  their  wounds:  A  stoop  of  mne  is  mentioned  by  Shakespeare  in  Othello,  and  we  believe 
in  Twelftli-Nijiht.  Tije  like  expression  occurs  in  other  old  authors;  and  iu  tills  very  play, 
act  iii.  where  Dorilaus  says, 

*  And  forty  stoopi  of  wine,  drank  at  thy  funeral.* 

• ' — in  fare  Adonis y 

While  PcttcCy  &C.J  Tl»ese  lines,  thou£;h  spoken  by  a  comic  personage,  are  almost  worthjr 
to  cope  with  the  fainuus  passage  in  Shakespeare's  lleury  V,  wliich  breathes  the  very  spirit 


ef  TyrtAus: 


*  In  peace,  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man 

*  As  modest  stiUness  and  humility : 

*  But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  our  ear% 

*  Tiicn  imitate  the  action  of  the  tyger; 

*  StitTen  the  sinew^,  summon  up  the  blood, 

*  Dispnise  fair*\aturc  with  hard-favour'd  rage  J 

*  Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  aspect; 

*  lyet  it  pry  thro'  the  portage  of  the  head, 

*  Like  tluibrass  cannon:  let  the  brow  overwhelm  It^ 

*  As  fearfully  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
^OVr-hanj:  and  juity  his  confounded  base, 

*  Siviird  with  the  wild  and  wasteful  ocean. 

*  Now  set  the  teeth,  and  stretch  the  nostril  widej 

<  Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  8pin> 

<  Te  bi^  full  height !' 

9Kl» 
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When  like  to  lightniog  he  broke  thro'  his 

vanguard  9, 
How  the  Greeks  frighted  ran  awtfy  by  troops, 
And  trod  down  troops  to  save  their  lives;  so 

this  man 
Dispcrs*d  these  slaves  t  Had  Uicy  been  more 

and  mightier, 
fie  had  come  off  the  grpater  and  more  wonder. 
Cle.  Where  is  the  man,  good  sir,  that  we 
may  honour  him  ?  [him. 

Cat,  That  we  may  fall  in  sfiperstition  to 
Dor.  I  know  not  that;  from  me  he  late 
departed, 
But  not  without  that  pious  care  to  sec  safe 
Me,  and  my  weak  men  lodged,  dnd  dress'd. 
I  urg'd  him  [him  i 

first  hither,  that  I  mi^ht  more  freely  thank 
He  told  me  he  bad  business,crav*d  my  pardon^ 
Business  of  much  import. 
Cle,  Know  you  his  name  ? 
Dor.  That  he  denied  me  too ;  a  vow  had 
barrVJ  him.  [less. 

CaL  In  that  be  Ivas  not  noble  to  be  name- 
Dor.  Danj^hter,  you  must  remember  him 
when  1  am  dead. 
And  in  a  noble  sort  requite  his  piety  ! 
Twas  his  desire  to  dedicate  this  service 
To  your  fair  thoughts. 
CaL  He  knows  mc  then  f 
Dor,  I  namM  you,  fknowledee. 

And  nnm'd  you  mine :  I  think  that's  all  his 
Cle.  No  name?  no  being? 
CaL  Now  I'm  mad  to  know  him ! 
Saving  mine  honour,  any  thing  I  had  now, 
^But  to  enjoy  his  sight,  but  his  bare  picture- 
Make  mc  his  saint?  I  must  needs  honour  him.' 


Serv,  I  know  his  name. 

CaL  There's  thy  reward  for't;  speak  it. 

[GiPM  a  purges 

Serv.  His  man  told  me }  but  be  desir'U 
my  silence. 

CaL  Oh,  Jasper,  speak !    'tis  thy  good 
mnster*s  cause  too : 
We  all  are  bound  in  gratitude  to  Compel  thee, 

SiTV.  Lisander?  yes,  I'm  sure  it  #as  Li-* 

CaL  Lisander?  'twas  Lisander.     [santler* 

Cle.  1'is  Lisander.  [question 

Oh,  my  base  thoughts,  my  wicked !  to  make 
lliis  art  could  he  another  man's !  it  is  Li- 
A  handsome-timber'd  man  ?  [sjander* 

Serv.  Yes* 

Cfe.  My  Lisander ! 
Was  this  friend's  absence  to  be  mournM  ? 

CaL  I  grant  it ; 
I'll  mourn  his  going  now,  and  motirn  it  se" 
riousiy.  [coirtpaiiy. 

Wlien  you  weep  for  him,  sir,  V\\  bear  yotf 
That  so  much  honour,  so  much  honesty. 
Should  bo  in  one  man,  to  do  things  thus 
bravely !  [service  ? 

Make  me  his  saint  ?  to  me  give  tlits  brave 
What  may  I  do  to  recompense  his  goodness  f 
I  cannot  tell. 

Cle.  Come,  sir,  I  know  you're  sickly  j 
So  are  your  men. 

Dor.  I  must  confess  I'm  weak, 
And  fitter  for  a  bed  than  long  discourses : 
You  shall   hear  tomorrow, — Tomorrow — ^^ 
Provide  surgeons  '*. 

Cle.  Lisander ! 

CaL  What  new  irre  is  this?   Lisander ! 

[Exeuni^ 


•  When  like  to  lightning  he  broke  through  his  vanguard.]  Mr.  Seward  says,  '  to  hrenV  from 

•  bis  vanguard  is  the  true  image;'  but  as  from  would  hurt  the  measure,  the  cor/«ption,  say» 

he,  *  is  probably  in  the  relative  his,  which  should  be  the  or  their,  i.  e.  the  Grecian  vanguard/ 

"We  think  it  means  his  own  vanguard,  and  that  TllROUGii  htJ^vanguurdcoav^ys  the  ^atne 

image  as  froir  it,  with  more  warmth  of  expression. 

*•  Clea.  You  thall  hear  tonuvrrow,  tomorrow  pr'.cide  surgeonn. 

Dor.    Utauder ]  So  all  former  editions ;  but  we  think  the  ipeakcn  and  the  punctua-* 

#ibn  wrong.  The  first  line,  we  apprehend,  should  come  from,  the  old  man,  Dorilaus;  and 
the  pointing  be  as  we  have  placed  it  in  the  text,  which  expresses  his  faintness :  He  is  pro- 
ceeding to  speak,  but  is  forced  to  desist,  and  to  call  for  assistance.  The  eickimatioD^  *  Lt^ 
'  Sander ! '  snoold  then  come  from  Oleander. 


ACT   11. 


SC£NEt 

Enter  Lisander  and  Lancelots 

Jm.  pRITEIEE;  good  Lancelot,  remem- 
•*•      ber  that  [fore 

Thy  master's  life  is  in  tby  trust ;  and  there- 
Be  very  careful. 

Lan.  I  will  lose  mine  own, 
Sftth€r  than  haxard  yourt.^ 


luf.  Take  what  disguise 
You  in  your  own  discretion  sbidl  thmk  fittest^ 
To  keep  yourself  unknown. 

Lan^  I  warrant  you; 
'TIS  not  the  first  time*^!  have  gone  invisible  i 
I  am  as  fine  a  fairy  in  a  business 
Concerning  night^work 

Im.  Leave  your  vanities.  [spare 

Wkb' this  purse  (which  deliver'd>  you  msiy 


Act  4^  Scfcne  1.] 
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Your  oratory)  convey  this  letter  to 
Calista's  vvoman. 

Lan.  ''i  is  a  handsome  girl; 
Mistress  Clarinda. 

Us,  I  have  made  her  mine* 
You  know  your  work. 

Lan.  And  if  I  sweat  not  in  It^ 
At  my  return  discard  me.  [£lri/. 

Ias.  Oh,  Calista! 
The  fairest^  cruellest— 

Enter  Clarangt* 
CJara,  So  early  stirring? 
A  good  day  Co  ^ou ! 

Im.  I  was  viewing,  sir, 
The  site  of  your  house,  and  th*  handsome- 
ness about  it: 
Believe  me  it  stands  healthfully  and  sweetly. 
Clara*  The  house  and  ouister  of  it  really 
Are  ever  at  your  service. 

IaSs  I  return  it: 
Now,  if  you  please,  po  forward  in  your  story 
iH  vour  dear  friend  and  mistress. 

Cfara.  IwillteJlit, 
And  tell  it  short,  because  'tis  breakfast  time. 
And  (iove*8  a  tedious  thing  to  a  quick  stomach) 
You  eat  not  yesternight. 

Im.  I  shall  endure,  sif*  fy^n) 

Ciara,  Myself  and  (as  I  then  delivered  to 

A  gentleman  of  noble  liope,  one  Lidiau, 

Bath  brought  up  from  our  infancy  together, 

One  company^  one  friendship  >i,  and  one 

exercise 
l^^ver  affecting,  one  bed  holding  ns^ 
One  grief  andone  joy  parted  still  between  us, 
More  than  compainious,  twins  in  all  our  ac- 
tions, [still : 
We  grew  up  till  we  were  men,  held  one  neart 
Tiioe  caird  us  on  to  arms,  we  were  one  sol-' 

dier. 
Alike  we  sought  our  dangers  and  our  honours. 
Gloried  alike  one  in  anotlier's  nobleness : 
When  arms  had  made  us  fit,  we  were  one 

lover. 
We  iov'd  one  woman,  lovM  without  division. 
And  woo'd  a  long  time  with  one  fair  affection; 
And  she,  as  it  appears,  loves  us  alike  too. 
At  length,  considering  what  our  love  must 

grow  to, 
And  covet  in  the  end,  this  one  was  parted ; 
Rivals  and  honours  make  men  stiind  at  di- 
stance. 
We  then  woo'd  with  advantage,  but  were 

friends  still. 
Saluted  fairly,  kept  the  peace  of  love ; 
tVe  could  not  both  enjoy  the  lady's  favour. 
Without  some  scandal  to  her  reputation  ; 
We  put  it  to  her  clioice;  this  was  her  sen- 
tence^ 


*  To  part  both  from  her,  and  the  last  return- 

in!; 

*  Should  be  her  lord ; '  we  obey*d;  and  now 

you  know  it:  [with't) 

And^  for  my  part,  (so  truly  I  am  toucird 
I  M  ill  go  far  enough,  and  be  the  last  too, 
Or  ne'er  return. 

Ias,  a  sentence  of  much  cruelty,  [on  me* 
But  mild,  compar'd  witff  what's  pronounc'd 
Our  loving  youth  is  born  to  many  miseries. 
What  is  that  Lidian,  pray  you? 

Clara.  Calista's  brother, 
If  ever  you  have  heard  of  that  fair  lady. 

Lis.  Vve  seen  her,  sir. 

Clara.  Then  wu  have  seen  a  wonder. 

Lis.  I  do  confess.    Of  what  years  is  thii 
Lidian? 

Clara.  About  my  years;  there  is  not  much 
between  us. 

Lis,  I  long  to  know  him. 

Clara,  Tis  a  virtuous  longine  J 
As  many  hopes  hang  on  his  nuble  head. 
As  blossoms  on  a  bough  in  May,  and  sweel 
ones. 

Lis.  You're  a  fair  story  of  your  friend. 

Clara.  Of  truth,  sir. 
Now,  what*s  the  matter  ? 

Enter  a  Servant, 
Serv.  There's  a  gentleman  [buisness* 

At  door  would  speak  witli  you  on  private 
Clara,  li'ith  me?  [hiin« 

Serv.  Me  says  so,  and  brings  haste  about 
Clara.  Wait  on  him  in.       [Evit  Servant. 
Lis.  I  will  retire  the  while,  to  the  next 
room.  [Ejcitm 

'  Clara*  We  shall  not  long  diiiturb  you. 

Enter  Alcidon, 

Ale.  Save  you,  sir ! 

Clara,  The  like  to  you,  fair  sir !  'Pray  you 
come  near.  •  [not ; 

Ale.  'Pray  you  instruct  me,  for  I  know  you 
With  monsieur  Clarange  I  would  speal^< 

Clara.  I'm  he,  sir ; 
You  are  nobly  welcome.  I  wait  your  business. 

Ak,  This  will  inform  you.    ' 

[Gives  him  a  lettery  vkich  he  reads, 

Clara.  Will  you  please  to  sit  down  ?  [him 
He  shall  command  me,  sir ;  Til  wait  upon 
Within  this  hot^r. 

Ale.  You  arc  a  noble  gentleman,  [of  us, 
Will't  please  you  bring  a  friend?  we  are  two 
And  pity  either,  sir,  should  be  unrurnibh'd. 

Clara.  I  have  none  now ;  and  the  time's 
set  so  short. 
Twill  not  be  possible. 

Ale.  Do  me  the  honour: 
I  knew  you  are  so  full  of  brave  acquaintance. 


'•  One  company,  one  friendship  ^  &c.]  In  this  description  of  the  friendship  of  Clarangc>and 
Lidian,  our  Author  seems  to  have  intended  an  imitation  of  the  excellent  account  of  female 
friendship  in  Shakespeare's  Midsummer-Night's  Dream ;  to  which  this,  however,  cannot  b« 
entitled  to  a  comparison.  A  much  better,  on  lh«  sama  s abject,  will  be  seen  in  The  Tw« 
Noble  Kinsoseiy  act  i.  BC€oe5«        Jiv 
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And  wonhy  friends,  you   cannot  wank  a 

partner ; 
I  would  be  loath  to  stand  still,  sir.   Besides, 
You  know  the  custom  and  the  vantage  of  it^ 
If  you  come  in  alone. 

C/^ra.  And  I  must  meet  it.  [equal: 

Ale.  Send ;  we*ll  defer  an  hour,  let  us  be 

Gaines  won  and  lost  on  equal  terms  shew 

fairest.  «  [ther, 

Ciara.  *Ti8  to  no  purpose  to  send  any  whi- 

Unless  men  be  at  home  by  revelation. 

So  please  you  breath  a  while,  when  I  have 

done  with  him  [man. 

You  may  be  exercis'd  too :    Til  trouble  no 

.  Enter  LUander, 

Lis.  They're  very  loud.    Now,  what's  the 

Clara.  I  must  leave  you,  [news  ? 

Xeave  you  a  while ;  two  hours  hence  I'll  re^ 
turn,  friend. 

lAs.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Clara.  A  little  business. 

Im.  An*t  be  but  a  little,  you  may  take  me 
with  you. 

Clara.  Twill  be  a  trouble  to  you* 

Lis.  No,  indeed ; 
To  do  you  service  I  account  a  pleasure. 

Clara,  I  must  alone. 

Lis.  Why? 

Clara.  Tis  necessity. 
Before  you  pass  the  walks,  and  back  agam, 
I  will  be  with  you. 

Lis.  If  *t  be  not  unmannerly 
To  press  you,  I  would  j;o. 

Clara.  Til  tell  you  true,  sir; 
This  gentleman  and  I,  upon  appointmeuty 
Are  going  to  visit  a  lady. 

Lis.  Vm  no  Capuchin ; 
Why  should  not  I  go  ? 

Ale.  Take  the  gentleman  ; 
Coine,  he  may  see  the  gentlewoman  too, 
And    he  most  welcome ;  I  do  beseech  you 
take  him.  [woman. 

Lis.  By  any  means ;  I  love  to  see  a  gentle^ 
A  pretty  wench  too. 

Clara.  Well,  sir,  we  will  meet  you, 
And  at  the  place.     My  service  to  the  lady. 

Ale.  I  kiss  your  hand.  [Exit. 

Clara.  Tritliee  read  o*er  her  letter* 

Lis.  [reading.]  *  Monsieur,  [tence 

*  I  kuow  you  have  considered  "  the  darksen- 
'  Olinda  i>ave  us;  and  that,  however  she  dis^ 

guis'd  it, 

*  It  pointed  more  at  our  swords'  edpeslhan 
•Our  bodies*  banishmeuls:   The  last  must 

enjuji  her !  [in;; ; 

*  If  we  retire,  our  youths  are  lost  in  waiider- 

*  In  emulation  we  shall  grow  old  men 

*  And  feeble,  Cwhich  is  the  icorn  of  love, 

and  rust  of  honour,) 


'  And  so  return  more  fit  to  wed  our  sepulchres, 

*  Than  the  saint  we  aim  at ;  let  us  therefore 

make 
<  Our  journey  short  and  oiirKearts  ready,  and, 
'  With  our  swords  in  our  hands,  put  it  to 

fortune  [ing. 

*  Which  shall  be  worthy  to  receive  that  bless- 
'  ril  stay  you  on  the  mountain,  our  old  hunw 

ing-place.  [me : 

'  This  gentleman  alone  runs  the  hazard  with 

*  And  so  I  kiss  your  hand. 

*  Your  servant,  Lidian.^ 

Is  this  your  wench  .^  You*ll  find  her  a  sharp 
mistress.  [JLidian 

What  have  I  thrust  myself  into. >  Is  this  that 
You  told  me  of  f 

Clara.  The  same. 

Lis.  My  lady's  brother  I  "^ 

No  cause  to  heave  my  sword  a^ahnst  but  his.^ 
To  save  the  father  yesterday,  and  this  morn- 
ing [teousi 
To  help  to  kilt  the  son  ?  This  is  most  cour- 
The  only  way  to  make  the  daughter  dote  on 
me!  [off? 

Clara.  Why  do  you  muse?  would  you  go 

Lis.  No,  no; 
I  must  on  now.^This  will  be  kindly  taken; 
No  life  to  sacrifice,  but  part  of  hers  .^— 
Do  you  fight  straight? 

Clara.  Yes,  presently* 

Lis.  Tomorrow,  theni 
The  baleful  tidings  of  this  day  will  break  out| 
And  this  nij^ht^s  sun  will  set  in  blood.      I'm 

troubled ! 
If  I  am  kiird,  I'm  happy* 

Clara.  Will  you  go,  friend? 

Lis.  I'm  ready,  sir.  Fortune,  th' hast  made 
me  monstrous !  [Ercunt* 

Enterjilalfort  and  Clarinda. 

Malf.  Your  cousin,  and  my  true  friend^ 
lusty  Leon, 
Shall  know  how  you  use  me* 

Clari.  Be  more  temperate, 
Or  I  will  never  use,  nor  know  you  more 
r  th*  way  of  a  servant  i  All  tlie  house  takes 

notice 
Of  your  ridiculous  foppery ;  I've  no  soonef 
Performed  my  duties  in  my  lady's  chamber. 
And  s'le  scarce  down  the  stairs,  but  you  ap* 

pear 
Like  my  evil  spirit  to  me. 

Mal^\  Can  the  fish  live 
Out  of  the  water,  or  the  salamander 
Out  of  the  lire?  or  1  live  warm,  but  in 
The  frying-pan  of  your  favour? 

Clari.  'Pray  you  forget 
Your  curious  comparisons,  borrow'd  from 
The  pond  and  kit'hen,  and  remember  what 
My  lady*s  pleasure  is  for  tli'  entertainment 
Of  her  noble  father. 


"  r  know  you  have  considered,  &c.]  This  letter  has  hitherto  been  printed  as  prose ;  but 
.we  think  it  was  intended  for  metre,  and  is  as  smooth  verse  as  many  other  passages  of  our 
Authors. 
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^cif.  I  would  learn  the  a^ 
Of  mcmorr  ia  \our  tabic- book. 

CtarL  Very  good,  sir ! 
No  more  bat  op  aiid  ride  ?  I  apprehend 
Your  iDeaniDg;  soft  tire  makes  swetft  malt. 

sir:  n\ 
Answer  jou  iii  a  prorerb« 

Maif.  But  one  kiss  from 
Thv  honey  lip ! 

tlari.  Vou  £sht  too  hi^h ;  mv  hand  is 
A  fair  ascent  from  my  fuot«     Ilis  slavVing 

kisses 
Spoil  me  more  gloves — Enough  for  once ; 

you'll  surfeit 
With  too  much  grace. 

Afa/f'.  Have  you  no  employ-men t  for  me? 

ClarL  Yes,  yes;  go  send  Vor  Leon,  and 
convey  him 
Into  the  private  arbour;  from  his  mouth 
I  hear  your  praii:es  with  more  faidi. 

'Malf,  I'm  gone. 
Tet  r)ne  thiiiii  ere  1  po ;  there's  at  the  door 
The  rarest  fortune-teller — he  hath  told  me 
The  strangest  things !  he  kuows  you  are  my 

mistress. 
And  under  seal  deliverM  iiow  many  children 
J  si  ml  I  beget  on  you ;  'p"*y  y**"  &^'^  ^""  hear- 
ile'll  make  it  ^ood  to  yaxx.  [ing, 

CtarL  A  cunnin«;  man 
Of  your  own  !nakuig !  howsoe'er,  FU  hear  him 
At  your  entreaty. 

ilalf.  Sow  {  perceive  you  love  me.  [ber 
At  my  entreaty ! — Come  in,  fnend ;  liemem- 

Enter  Lancelot  like  a  fortune-teller,  with  a 

purse,  and  two  letters  in  it» 
To  speak  as  i  directed. — He  knows  his  lesson, 
And  the  right  wa^  to  uJease  her;  This  it  is 
To  have  a  head-piece  1  [E^rit, 

Clari,  Tis  said  yo'b  can  tell 
Fortunes  to  come. 

Lan,  Yes,  mistress,  and  what's  past: 


Uii- glove  your  hand.    Ry  this  straight  line,  I 
You  have  lain  cixK>ked.  [see 

Clari,  How!   lain  crooked? 

Lun,  Yes; 
And  in  that  posture  play*d  at  the  old  gaire, 
(Nobody-  hears  me,  and  1*11  be  no  blab) 
And  at  it  lo!»t  your  maidenhead. 

Clari.  A  shrewd  fellu^v  ! 
Tis  truth,  but  not  to  be  confcss*d. — In  this 
Your  palmestry  deceives  you.     Somctlun;^ 
else,  sir.  '  [uud 

Lun,  You*re  a  great  woman  with  your  lady. 
Acquainted  witli  her  counsels. 

(  /ari.  Still  more  >tran<:e ! 

Ltn,  Tliere  is  a  noble  knight,  Lisander^ 
loves  her. 
Whom  she  rejn^rds  not ;  and  the  destinies, 
VX'ith  whom  I  am  faintiiar,  have  deliver'd 
That  by  your  mt*ans  alone  he  must  eni»>y  her. 
Your  hand  again !  Yes,  yes,  you  have  already 
ProtnisM  him  your  assistance,  and,  wliats 

more, 
Tasted  his  bounty ;   for  which,  from  the  sky 
There  are  two  hundred  crowns  dropp'd  in  a 

punse; 
Look  back,  you1l  find  it  true.  Nay,  open  it; 
Tis  good  gold,  I  assure  you. 

Clari,  I  low  !  two  letters  > 
The  Hrat  indors'd  to  nie  \  this  to  my  lady.-^ 
Subscrib'd  Lisauder**. 

Lan.  And  the  fortune-teller 
Ilis  servant  Lancelot. 

Clari,  How  had  I  lost  mv  eyes,  [loss 

That  I  could  not  know  thee ;  Not  a  word  o*lh' 
Of  my  virginity ! 

Lan,  Nor  who  I  am. 

Clari,  111  use  all  speedy  means  for  your 

dispatch  [it 

With  a  welcome  answer;  but  till  you  receive 

Continue  thus  dis^ruis^d.     Monsieur  Maltort 

(You  kn.*w  the  way  to  humour  himj  shall 

provide 


>s  Clari.  JEfoo',  txco  letters  ? 

The  first  endorsd  to  me  f  this  to  nttf  lady  f 
Subscribed  Lisunder, 
Probably  the  .Author  wrote  thus: 

•  . Tao  letters? 

The  first  endorsed  to  mef *- Subscribed  JJisander. 


This  to  my  lady  ^1  I  hnve  made  a  dash  after '  The  first  endors*d  to  me,*  to  give 
time  for  the  opening  or  reading  of  her  own  letter;  other\% ise  how  could  she  know  it  was 
from  Usander,  before  she  had  either  broke  the  seal  or  perused  its  contents?  And  it  seems 
as  odd  as  can  be,  for  Lisander  to  set  his  name  on  the  outside  of  Calista  s  billet,  since  the 
subscribing  it  at  tlic  bottom  was  all  that  was  requisite.         Sympsan, 

The  old  reading  is  right,  and  as  it  stands,  ending  *  subscribed  Usander,*  more  naturally 
introduces  Lancelot's  answer;  *And  the  fortune-uller  his  servant  Lancelot.*  Ciarinda 
certainly  could  not  *'  know  the  letter  was  from  Lisander,  before  she  had  either  broke  the 
^  seal, or  perused  its  contents;  *  nor  was  it  necessarjr,  to  establi-sh  the  old  reading,  for  *  Lisan* 
'  der  to  .set  his  name  on  the  outside  of  Cahsta's  billet.*  Ciarinda  receives  two  Utters^  and 
after  looking  at  the  direction  of  each,  her  own  first,  cries, 

*  The  first  endorsed  to  me .'  this  to  my  lady. ' 
She  then  breaks  open  tliat  addressed  to  herself,  and  finds  it,  as  she  declares  aloud^ 
*  *  Subscrib'd  Lisander.* 

All  this  is  very  natural,  and  requires  nothing  more  than  a  necessary  attention  to  the  theatri- 
cal action  of  the  performer^  to  be  easily  understood. 
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A  lodffins;  for  you,  and  good  entertainment; 
Nay,  since  we' trade  botli  one  way,  thou  shall 
.  8oinc  feelini;  witli  me:  take  that.  [have 

Lun.  Bountiful  wench, 
Mayst  thou  ne'er  want  employment ! 

ClarL  Nor  surii  pay,  boy!  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lidian  and  Alcidon  at  one  door,  Lisun- 
dcr  and  Clarange  at  another, 

lAd,  YouVe  welcome, 

Jlc.  Let  us  do  our  office  first,  (ground 
And  then  make  clioice  of  »  new  pi^ce  of 
To  try  our  fortunes*- 

Lis.  All's  fair  here. 

*Mc.  And  here : 
Their  swords  arc  equal. 

Lis.  If  there  be  any  odd* 
In  mine,  we  will  exchange. 

4ic.  We'll  talk  of  that 
Wlien  we  are  further  of.     Farewell ! 

Lis.  Farewell,  friend ! 

[flxeunt  Lis,  and  AIc\ 

Lid.  Come,  let  us  not  be  idle  1 

Ciara,  I  will  find  you 
Employment,  fear  not. 

Lid,  You  know,  sir,  the  cause 
That  brings  us  hither. 

Clara.  There  needs  no  more  discourting; 
Ko  time  nor  place  for  repetition  now. 

Lid.  Let  our  swords  argue;  and  1  wish, 
Clarange, 
The  proud  Olnida  saw  us. 

Cfara.  'Would  she  did  ! 
Whatever  estimation  she  holds  of  me, 
She  should  behold  me  like  a  man  fight  for  her. 

Lid.  Tis  nobly  said,     J^et  on.     Love  and 
ray  fortune !  [Theyfght. 

Clara.  The  same  for  me!    Come  home, 
brave  Lidian ! 
Twas  manly  thrust:  This  token  to  the  Iwly ! 
You  have  it,  sir;  deliver  it.     Take  breath; 
I  see  you  bleed  apace;  you  shall  have  fair 
play. 

Enter  Lisander. 
Lis.  You  must  lie  there  a  while ;  I  cannot 

help  you  **. 
Lid.  Nay,  then  my  fortune's  gone;  I  know 

1  must  die : 
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Yet  dearly  will  I  sell  my  love.  Come  on  both. 
And  use  your  fortunes ;  I  expect  no  fiavour: 
Weak  as  I  am,  my  confidence  shall  meet  you ! 
Clara.  Yield  up  your  cause,  and  live. 
Lid.  What,  dost  thou  hold  me 
A  recreant,  that  prefers  life  before  credit  ? 
Tho*  I  bleed  hard,  ray  honour  finds  no  issue  ; 
That's  constant  to  ujy  heart. 
Clara,  Have  at  your  life  then  ! 
Lis,  Hold,  or  TU  turu,  and  bend  my  sword 

against  you ;  [gentleman, 

My  cause,  Clarang^,  too.    View  this  brave 
That  yet  may  live  to  kill  you ;  he  stands  no-» 
And  lias  as  great  a  promise  of  the  day      [bly. 
As  you  can  tie  unto  ypuraelf ;  as  ready  »*; 
His' sword  as  sharp;   View  him  with   tb^t 

remembrance 
That  you  deliver'd  him  to  me,  Clarange, 
And  with  those  eyes;  that  clearness  will  bc^ 

come  you ; 
View  hini,  as  you  reported  him;  survey  him; 
Fix  on  your  friendship,  sir.     1  know  you're* 

noble. 
And  step  but  inward  to  your  old  affection. 
Examine  but  that  soul  grew  to  your  bosoni^ 
And  try  then  if  your  sword  will  bile;  it  can-. 

not,  f«d. 

The  edge  will  turn  again,  ashamM  and  bliint- 
Lidian,  you  are  tiie  pattern  of  fair  friendship, 
Exampled  for  your  love,  and  imitated ; 
The  :  em  pie  of^^true  hearts,  stoi'*d  with  affcc-^ 

tions, 
For  sweetness  of  your  spirit  made  a  saint : 
Can  you  decline  this  nobleness  to  anger } 
To  mortal  anger?  'gainst  the  man  you  Iovq 

most?  [ture.* 

Have  vou  the  name  of  virtuous,  not  the  ms* 
Lid.  I  will  sit  down. 
Clara.  And  I'll  sit  by  you,  Lidian. 
JJs,  And  I'll  go  on.  Can  Heav  n  be  pleas'd 

with  tlicse  things  ?  (^gelhcr. 

To  see  two  heurts  that  have  been  twm'd  to- 
Married  in  friendship,  to  the  world  two  won-« 

ders  »S  [health. 

Of  one  growth,  of  one  nourishment,  one 
Thus  n.orially  divorc'd  for  one  weak  woman? 
Can  Lqve  be  pleas'd  ?  Love  is  a  gentle  spirit; 

I  The  wind  tliat  blows  the  April  flowers  not 
softer; 

*«  You  fttust  lie  there,  &c.]  These  words  are  addressed  to  Alcidon  without,  whom  Lisander 
has  overcome. 

>s  He's  readtf,^  From  the  context,  there  is  reason  to  suppose  we  should  read,  '  ai  ready  ;^ 

* lie  stands  nobly, 

<  And  has  as.  great  a  promise  of  the  day 

*  As  jou  can  tie  unto  yourself;  as  ready  ; 

*  His  sword  fl*  sharp;' 

Besides,  *  he*i  ready '  is  very  flat,  and  in  this  place  scarce  sens^, 

i6 . that  have  been  twin'd  together, 

Married  in  friendship  to  the  world,  to  wonder  .1  The  Editors  of  17^0  propo3e  r^adbg,^ 

* tiiat  have  been  twinned  together, 

*  Married  in  friendship,  to  the  world  a  wonder.' 
'  Have  been  twined'  is  clearly  the  true  reading;  the  whole,  we  apprehend,  shojiUd  run  thus: 
<  To  see  two  hearts,  that  have  been  tzcin*d  together, 
^  Married  in  friendship,  to  the  world  two  wonders/  Iko* 
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She's  drawn  with  doves  to  shew  her  peace* 

fuiness ; 
I  Jons  and  bloodv  pards  are  Mars's  servants. 
Would  you  serve  Love  ?  do  it  with  bumble- 
oess,  [inunnurs; 

Without  a  noise,  wiih  still  prayers,  and  soft 
Upon  her  altars  offer  your  obedience, 
And  not  your  bra^U;  she's  won  with  tears^ 

not  terrors : 
That  6  re  you  kindle  to  her  deity, 
Is  only  grateful  when  it's  blown  with  sighs*. 
And  holy  incense  flung  with  white-hand  in- 
nocence ;  [tious : 
You  wound  her  now;  you  are  too  supcrsti- 
No  sacriBce  of  blood  or  death  she  longs  for. 
Lid,  Came  he  from  Heav'n  ? 
Clara.  He  tells  us  truth,  good  Lidian. 
Lit,  That  part  of  uoble  love  which  is  most 
sweet, 
And  gives  eternal  bemg  to  fair  beauty. 
Honour,  ye  hack  a-pieres  with  your  swords; 
And  that  ye  tit;ht  to  crown  ye  kill,  fair  credit ! 
Clara.  I'hiis  we  enihnice ;  no  more  tight, 
'  but  all  friendship !  [Hts, 
And  where  Jjjve  pleases  to  b(*stow  his  bene- 
Let  us  not  argue. 

Lid,  Nay,  brave  sir,  come  in  too, 
You  may  love  also,  and  may  hope ;  if  you  do, 
And  not  rewarded  for't,  there  is  no  justice. 
Farewell,  friend !  here  let's  part  upon  our 

pil<;rima;;e : 
It  must  he  so,  Cupid  draws  on  our  sorrows, 

An.l  where  the  lot  lightn 

Clara,  I  shall  count  it  happiness. 
Farewell,  dear  friend  I 

Us,  First,  let's  relieve  the  gentleman  [off. 
That  lies  hurt  in  your  cau>sc,  and  bring  mm 
And  take  some  care  for  your  hurts;  then  I'll 

part  t(io, 
A  third  unfortunate^  and  willing  wanderer. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Qlinda  and  Calista. 
Olin,  My  fears  ft>resaw  'twould  come  to 
CaL  1  would  [this. 

Your  sentence  had  been  milder. 
Olin,  'Tis  past  help  now. 
Col:  I  share  in  your  despair,  and  yet  my 
hopes  [means 

Have  not  quite  left  me,  since  all  possible 
Are  practisd  to  prevent  the  mischief  tbllow- 
ing  [way ; 

Their  mortal  meeting :  My  lord's  coasted  one 
My  father,  tho*  his  hurts  forbad  his  trat'el. 
Hath  took  another;  my  brotber-in-Uw-  Be- 
ronte,  ' 
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A  third;   and  ev'ry  minute  we  must  look  for 
The  certain  knowledge,  which  we  must  en- 
dure 
With  tfiat  calm  patience  Heav'n  shall  please 
to  lend  us. 

Enter  Doriiaus  and  Clcandcr^  severally. 

Dor,  Dead  both? 

Cle,  Such  i.s  tiie  rumour,  and  'tis  generaL 

Olin,  I  hear  luy  passiug-bcU. 

Cat,  I'm  u\  a  fever. 

Cle,  They  iuy,  their  seconds  too ;  but  what 

they  are  [tain. 

Is  not  known  yet;  some  worthy  fellows  cer» 

Dor,  Where  had  you  knowledge? 

Cle.  Of  the  country  people; 
Tis  spoken  every  where. 

Dur,  I  heard  it  too*'  ; 
And  'tis  so  common,  I  do  half  believe  it. 
You've  lost  a  brother,  wench ;  he  lov'd  yon 
well,  [service  5 

And  mi^lit  have  liv'd  t*  have  done  his  country 
But  he  Id  gone.  Thou  fcll'st  untimely,  Lidian, 
But  by  a  valiant  hand,  tliat's  some  small 

comfort. 
And  took'bt  him  with  thee  too;  thou  loy'dst 
brave  company.  [vant, 

Weeping  will  do  no  giK>d ;  You  lost  a  ser- 
Hc  might  have  liv'd  t'  have  been  your  master, 
But  you  fear'd  that.  [lady ; 

Oii/i.  G<Mjd  sir,  be  tender  to  me  ;  [it  '7. 
The  news  is  bad  enou<;h)  you  need  not  press 
1  lov'd  him  well,  I  lov*d  *eui  both. 

Dor,  it  seems  so. 
How  many  more  have  you  to  love  so,  lady? 
They  were  both  fools  to   figlit  for  such  m 

fiddle'*! 
Certain  there  was  a  dearth  of  noble  anger. 
When  a  sli^i^ht  woman  was  thought  worth  ^ 
quarrel. 

Gun,  'Pray  you  think  nobler. 

Dor,  ril  tell  thee  what  I  tiiiuk ;  the  plague, 
war,  famine. 
Nay,  put  in  dice  and  drunkenness,  (and  thos« 
You'll  j^rant  aro  pretty  helps)  kill  not  so  many 
(I  mean  so  nmny  noble;  as  your  loves  da. 
Rather  your  Icwdiieis.    1  crave  your  mercy, 

women ! 
Be  not  olfendcd,  if  I  anger  ye;  [merry, 

I'm  sun:  y<>'ve  touch'd  me  deep.  I  came  to  be 
And  with  my  children ;  but  to  see  one  ruin'd 

Enter  Beronte  and  Alcidon  ;  Clarinda  folf 
loicing. 

By  this  fell  accident ^Are  tliey  all  dead? 

If  they  be,  speak. 


•  When  it  blows  with  sighs. 1  This  is  tXnt  reading  of  the  first  folio,  which  Sympson  follows. 
Our  I:  ction  is  from  the  second  folio.  ,       » 

''  I  heard  it  so  loo,\  So  is  clearly  an  interpolation,  and  gained  place  here  from  its  occurring 
in  the  next  line. 

»' i/ou  need  not  press  it.]  i.  e.  make  it  worse.        Sympson 

*"  Thetf  tiere  both  fools  to  Jight  for  such  a  fiddle.]  Considering  the  whimsical  terms  that 
Olinda  had  iuiposed  on  her  two  lovers,  it  is  not  improbable  that  the  Authors  wrote, 
'  They  were  both  fooL  to  fi$;ht  fur  such  a  riddle.' 

Vol.  n.  aL  • 
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Cfe.  What  news? 

Ber.  What  dead?  Ye  pose  me; 
I  understand  you  nut. 

Cle.  My  brother  Lidian, 
Claranu^,  and  tiieir  seconds. 

Ber.  liere  is  one  of  *em; 
And  sure  this  gentleman's  alive. 

Jlc.  I  hope  so ; 
So  is  your  son,  sir;  so  is  brave  Claranee: 
They  tbu^ht  indeed,  and  they  were  hurt  suf- 
ficiently; [mour; 
We  were  all  hurt;  that  bred  the  general  ru- 
But  friends  again  all,  and  like  friends  we 
parted. 

Cle,  !leard  you  of  Lisander? 

Ber.  Yes,  aud  missV!  him  narrowly; 
He  was  one  o*  th'  combatants,  fought  witli 

this  gentleman, 
Second  against  your  brother;  by  his  wisdom 
(For  certainly  good  fortune  follows  him) 
All  was  made  peace.   Fll  tell  you  the  rest  at 
For  we  are  hungr}%  '  [dinner, 

Ah.  I,  before  I  eat,  [dam, 

Must  pav  a  vow  Vm  sworn  to.  My  life,  mar 
Was  at  Lisander's  mercy,  I  live  by  it; 
And,  for  the  noble  favour,  he  desir'd  me 
To  kiss  your  fair  hand  for  him,  oQ^ring 
This  second  service  as  a  sacrifice 
At  the  altar  of  your  virtues. 

Dor,  Come,  joy  on  all  sides  I 
Heav'n  will  not  suffer  honest  men  to  perish. 

Cie.  Be  proud  of  such  a  triend. 

Dor.  Forgive  me,  madam ; 
It  was  a  grief  might  have  concerned  you  near 
too.  [der  ? 

C/e.  No  work  of  excellence  but  still  Lisan- 
Go  thy  ways,  worthy  ! 

Olin.  WeMl  be  merry  too. 
Were  I  to  speak  again,  I  would  be  wiser. 

Manent  Culista  and  Clarinda, 
Cat.  Too  much  of  tliis  rare  cordial  makes 
me  sick ; 
However,  I  obey  you. 

Ciati.  Now  or  never 
Is  an  apt  time  to  move  her«     Madam  ! 
CaL  Who's  thati* 
C/ari.  Your  servant :  1  would  speak  with 

your  litdyship. 
CuL  Why  dost  thou  look  about? 
C/uri.  V\e  private  business 
That  none  must  hear  fiut  you.  Lisander— 
Ctil.  Where? 

Cfari.  Nay,  he's  not  here,  but  would  en- 

t ri-« t  th is  fa V our;  [given, 

Some  of  your  halsun  from  your  own  hand 


For  he's  much  hurt,  and  that  be  tliinks  would 
cure  him. 

Cai.  lie  shall  have  all  my  prayers  too. 

CiarL  But  conceive  me. 
It  must  be  from  yourself  immediately : 
Pity  so  brave  a  gcntlemau  shoald  perish  f 
ne*s  superstitious,  aiid  he  holds  yuur  hand 
Of  infinite  power.    I  would  not  urge  tliis, 

madam, 
But  only  in  a  man's  extremes,  to  help  him. 

CaL  Let  him  come. 
Good  wench !  *tis  that  I  wish ;  Fm  happy  in't : 
My  'lusband  his  true  friend,  my  noble  father. 
The  fair  Olinda,  all  desire  to  see  him; 
He  shall  have  many  hands. 

Cliiri.  That  he  desires  not,  [rics ; 

Nor  eyes,  but  yours,  to  look  upon  his  mise-i 
For  then  he  thinks  'twould  be  no  perfect 

cure,  madam : 
He  would  come  private. 

Cal.  Mow  can  that  be  here?  [him^ 

I  shall  do  wrong  unto  all  those  that  honour 
Besides  my  c^edit. 

ClarL  Dare  you  not  trust  a  hurt  man  > 
Not  strain  a  courtesy  to  save  a  gentleman  f 
To  save  his  life,  that  lias  sav'd  all  your  family  f 
A  mau  that  comes,  Uke  a  poor  naortified  pih 

grim, 
Only  to  beg  a  blessing,  and  depart  again  ? 
He  would  but  see  you;  that  he  thinks  would 

cure  him : 
But  since  you  find  fit  reasons  to  the  contrary, 
Aud  that  It  cannot  stand  with  your  clear  hor 

nour, 
(Tho*  you  best  know  how  well  he  has  de« 
scrv'd  of  you)  [it, 

ril  send  him  word  back  (tho'  I  grieve  to  do 
Grieve  at  iny  soul,  for  certainly  'twill  kill  him) 
What  your  will  is. 

CaL  Stay !  I  will  think  upon^t. 
Where  is  he,  wench? 

CUiri  If  you  desire  to  see  him, 
Let  not  that  trouble  you,  he  shall  be  with  you, 
And  in  that  time  tlmt  no  man  shall  suspect 

you : 
Your  honour,  madara,  is  in  your  own  free 

keeping ; 
Your  care  in  rac^  in  him  all  honesty; 
If  you  desire  him  not,  Irt  him  pass  by  you. 
And  all  this  business  reckon  but  a  dream ! 

CaL  Go  in,  and  counsel  me;  I  would  fain 
see  him, 
And  willingly  comfort  him. 

ClarL  Tis  in  your  power;  [ly. 

And,  if  you  dare  trust  me,  you  shall  do't  safer 

Head  that,  \giving  a  leUer.]  and  Let  that  tel^ 

you  how  he  honours  you.         [ExeunU 
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Lan,  Not  far  from  the  hoosft,  t  b^ar  bj 
th'owl^;  there  are 
Man  J  of  your  Welch  falconers  about  it. 
Here  were  a  night  to  chuse  to  run  away  with 
Another  man*s  wife,  and  do  the  feat ! 

lis.  Peace,  knave ;  [hear  us. 

The  house  is  here  before  us>  and  some  may 
The  candles  are  all  out. 

Lan,  But  one  i*  th*  parlour;  [wayi 

I  see  it  glimmer  hither  *9.     'pray  come  this 

Lit,  Step  to  the  garden-door^  and  feel  an*t 

be  open. 
Lan,  I  m  going ;  luck  deliver  me  from  the 
saw-pits, 
Or  T  am  buried  quick !  I  hear  a  dog  ;  fried; 
No,  'tis  a  cricket,  lia!  here*s  a  cuckold  bu- 
Take  heed  of  his  horns,  sir.  Here's  the  door  J 
'tis  open. 
CUrL  [at  the  door,]  Who's  there? 
Lis,  A  friend. 
Clari,  Sir!  Lisanderl 
Lis.  I. 
Clari,  You're  welcome;  follow  me>  and 

make  no  noise.  « 

Lis.  Go  to  your  horse,  and  keep  your  watch 
witli  care,  sirrah, 
And  be  sure  you  sleep  not* 

[Exeunt  Lis,  and  Clari, 
Lan.  Send  me  out  the  dairv-maid,     [ing. 
To  play  at  trump  with  me,  and  keep  me  wak*^ 
My  fellow  horhe  and  I  now  must  discourse 
Like  two  leam*d  aiuaniick-makers,  of  th# 
stars,  ^  [drunkards* 

And  tell  what  a  plentiful  jear  'twill  prove  of 
If  I'd  but  a  pottle  of  sack,  like  a  sharp 

prickle, 
To  knock  my  nose  against  when  I  am  nodding, 
I  should  sing  like  a  nightingale;  but  I  must 
Keep  watch  without  it.    I  am  apt  to  dance; 
Good  Fortune,  guide  me  from  the  fairies* 
circles  I  [JBx«7. 

Enter  Clarinda  (with  a  taper)  and  Lisander* 
Calista  sitting  behind  a  curtain. 
Clarit  Come  near ! 
I'll  leave  you  now  ;  drAw  but  that  curtain, 
And  have'your  wish. Now,  Leon,  I'm  for 

tJiee :  [hours^ 

We  that  are  servants  must  make  use  or  stol'n 
And  be  glad  of  snatch'd  occasions,      [Exit, 

Lis.  She's  asleep ; 
Fiei*ce  Lave  hach  dos'd  his  lightS|(I  may  look 

on  her; 
Within  her  eyes  h'lias  lock*d  the  Graces  up; 
I  may   behold  and  live.    How  sweet  she 

breathes ! 
Tho  orient  morning  breaking  out  in  odourt 

>9  I  set  it  simper  hither.]  We  suspect  this  to  be  a  corruption,  and  that  we  should  read 
glimmer^  Simper ^  we  apprehend,  never  occurs  in  tliis  seuse;  and  Lancelut,  though  a  §9f 
▼aiit,  is  not  made  a  speaker  of  barbarisms. 

9X.9 


Enter  Clarinda  and  Leon, 

teon,  'T^HIS  happy  night- [Kisses  her, 

•*•    Clari.  Preserve  this  eagemei^s 
^11  we  meet  nearer ;  there  is  tomething  done 
Will  give  us  opportunity. 

Leon,  Witty  girl !  the  plot? 

Clari,  You  shall  hoar  that  at  leisure. 
The  whole  house  reels  witli  joy  at  the  report 
Of  Lidian's  safety,  and  that  joy  encrc^s  d 
From  their  affection  to  tlie  brave  Lisander, 
In  being  made  the  happy  instrument  to  com- 
The  hloody  difference.  {pound 

Leon,  They'll  hear  shortly  that 
Wiil  turn  their  mirth  to  mourning:  lie  was 
then  [since. 

The  principal  means  to  save  two  lives  ;  but. 
There  are  two  falPn,  and  by  his  single  band, 
For  which  his  life  must  answer,  if  tlie  king, 
Whose  arm  is  long,  can  reach  him. 

Clari.  We  have  now 
No  spare  time  to  hear  stories :  Take  this  key ; 
^Twill  make  your  passage  to  the  banqueting- 
In  the  garden  free.  [house 

Leon,  You  will  not  fail  to  come  ? 

Clari,  For  mine  own  sake,  ne'er  doubt  it. 
Now  for  Lisander !  [Exit  Leon, 

Enter  Dorilaus^  Cleander,  and  servants 

with  lights. 
Dor.  To  bed,  to  bed  !  'tis  very  late. 
Cle.  To  bed  all! 
I've  drank  a  health  too  much. 

Dor,  You'll  sleep  the  better; 
My  usual  physic  tliat  way. 
Cle.  Where's  your  mistress? 
Clari,  She  is  ai»r)ve,  hut  very  ill  and  aguish ; 
The  late  flight  of  her  brother  has  much  trou- 
bled her: 
She  would  entreat  to  lie  alone* 
Cle,  Her  plea&ure. 

Dor,  Commend  uiy  love  to  her^  and  my 
pray'rs  for  her  health : 
I'll  see  her  ere  I  go. 

[Exeunt  ornnes  prater  Clari. 
Clari,  All  good  rest  to  ye  ! 
Now  to  my  watch  for  Lisander !  when  he*s 

furnished, 
For  mine  own  friend  !  Since  I  stand  centinel, 
I  love  to  laugh  i'  tli'  evenings  too ;  and  may, 
The  privilege  of  my  place  will  warrant  it. 

[ExU, 

Enter  Lisander  and  Lancelot, 
Lis.  You've  done  well  hitherto.    Where 
are  we  now  ? 
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jAct^.  Scene  1. 


Is  not  so  full  of*  perfumes  as  her  breath  is; 
She  is  the  abstract  of  all  excellence^ 
And  scorns  a  pai'allel. 
CaL  Who's  there? 
Lis.  Your  servant, 
Vour  roost  obedient  slave,  adored  lady^ 
That  coraes  but  to  behold  tiiose  eyes  again. 
And  pay  some  vows  [  have  to  sacred  beauty, 
And  so  pass  by  :  I'm  blind  as  ignorance. 
And  know  not  where  T  wander,  bow  I  live, 
'Till  I  receive  from  their  brioht  influence 
Light  to  direct  me.     For  devotion's  sake, 
(You  are  the  saint  I  tread  these  holy  steps  to, 
'   And  holy  saints  are  all  relenting  sweetness) 
Be  not  enraged,  nor  be  not  anefy  with  m^; 
The  greatest  attribute  of  Hcav*n  is  mercy, 
And  'tis  the  croKn  of  Justice,  and  the  glory. 
Where  it  may  kill  with  right,  to  save  with  pity. 
CaL  Why  do  you  kneel  ?  I  know  you  come 

to  mock  me,  [me, 

Td  upbraid  me  with  the  benefits  yg\i\e  given 
Which  are  too  many,  and  too  micjhty,  sir. 
For  my  return;  and  I  confess  'tis  justice, 
That  for  my  cruelty  yon  should  despise  me ; 
And  I  expect,  however  you  are  calm  now, 
(A  foil  you  strive  to  set  your  cause  upon) 
It  will  bVeak  out:  Calista  is  unworthy. 
Coy,  proud,  disdainfftl,  (I  acknowledge  all) 
Colder  of  comfort  than  the  frozen  north  is, 
And  more  a  stranger  to  Lisander's  worth. 
His  youth  and  faith,  than  it  becomes  her 

gratitude; 
I  blush  to  grant  it :  Yet  take  this  along, 
^A  sovereign  medicine  to  allay  displeasure. 
May-be,  an  argument  to  bring  mc  off  too) 
"She's  married,  and  she's  chaste;  how  sweet 

that  sounds  ! 
How  it  perfumes  all  air  'tis  spoken  in ! 
Oh,  dear  Lisander,  would  you  bleak  this 

union?  [hand. 

Lis.  No;  t  adore  it:  Let  me  kiss  your 

And  seal  the  fair  faith  of  a  gentleman  on  it ! 

CaL  You're  truly  valiant:  Would  it  not 

afflict  you 
To  have  the  horrid  name  of  coward  touch  you? 
Such  is  the  whore  to  me. 

Lis.  I  nobly  thank  you : 
And  may  I  be  the  same  when  t  dishonour  you ! 
This  I  may  do  again.  \ Kissing  her  hand. 

Ctf/.  You  may,  and  worthily ;  fty, 

Such  comforts  maids  may  grant  with  modes- 
And  neither  make  them  poor,  nor  wrong 

their  bounty** 
|i?oble  Lisander,  how  fond  now  am  I  of  you ! 
I  heard  you  were  hurt. 

Lis:  You  dare  not  heal  me,  lady?       [es  ! 
1  am  hurt  here.  How  sweetly  now  she  blnsh- 
Excellcnt  objects  kill  our  sight;  she  blinds 
•    me :  [her. 

The  roses  in  the  pride  of  May  shew  pale  to 
Oh,  tyrant  Custom,  and,  oh,  coward  Uo?!uur! 


How  ye  compel  mt  to  put  on  mine  own 

ctiains ! 
May  I  not  kiss  you  now  in  superstition  ? 
For  you  appear  a  thing  that  I  would  kneel  to  i 
Let  me  err  that  way  !  [Kisses  her* 

Cat  You  shall  err  for  once ; 
I  have  a  kind  of  noble  pity  on  yon. 
Among  your  manly  sufferings,  make  this  most. 
To  err  no  further  in  desire ;  for  then,  sir,. 
You  add  unto  the  gratitudes  I  owe  you ; 
And  afier  death,  your  dear  friend's  soul  shall 
bless  you. 

Tm.  I'm  wondrous  honest* 

CaL  I  dare  try.  [Kiss4 

Lis.  rte  tasted 
A  blessedness  coo  great  for  doll  mortality: 
(ince  more,  and  let  me  die ! 

Cals  I  dare  not  murder : 
How  will  maids  curse  me,  if  I  kiU  with  kisses^ 
And  young  men  fly  th'  embraces  of  fair  vir- 
gins !  [rately. 
Come,  'pray  sit  down ;  but  let's  talk  tempe« 

Lm.  Is  my  dear  friend  a*bcd  ? 

CaL  Yes,  and  asleep. 
Secure  asleep  :  'lis  midnight  too,  Lisander ; 
Speak  not  so  loud. 

Lis.  You  see  1  am  a  statue; 
I  could  not  stand  else  as  I'd  eaten  ice, 
Or  took  into  my  blood  a  drowsy  poison. 
And  Nature's  uoblest,  brightest  fiame  bum 

iu  me. 
Midnight?  and  IstanJ  quietly  to  behold  sof 
The  idann  rung,  and  1  sleep  like  a  coward  ? 
I'm  worn  away;  liiy  faith,  my  dull  ob'sriience. 
Like  crutches,  carry  my  decayed  body 
Down  to  the  grave  ;  I  have  no  youth  within 
Yet  happily  you  love  too?  [uie* 

CaL  Love  with  honour. 

Lis.  IlatiQur  ?  what's  that  ?  'tis  but  a  spe« 
cioos  title 
We  should  not  prize  too  high. 

CfiL  Dearer  than  life. 

Lis.  The  value  of  it  is  as  time  has  made  it. 
And  time  and  custom  have  too  far  insulted  i 
We  are  no  gods,  to  be  always  tied  to  strict^ 

ness; 
'Tis  rt  pivsumption  to  shew  too  like. 'era*: 
March  but  an  hour,  or  two  under  Love's  en- 
signs ! 
We  have  examples  of  great  memories 

CaL    But  foul  ones  too,  that  greatness 
canncjt  cover! 
That  wife  that  by  example  sins,  sins  daiible^ 
And  pulls  the  curtain  open  to  her  shame  too« 
Methinks,  to  enjoy  you  thus 

Lis.  'Tis  no  joy,  fady  : 
A  longing  bride,  if  she  stop  here,  would  cry  j 
The  bridegroom  too,  and  with  just  cause^ 

curse  Hymen. 
But  yield  a  little,  be  one  hour  a  woman, 
(I  do  not  speak  this  to  compel  you,  lady) 


**  Make  her  poor,  nor  wrong  her  bounfj^.]  As^hcr  has  nothing  to  refer  to  but  maids  ia  the* 
iM  «boTe,  W€  must  certainly  change  *.he  number,  and  write, 

*  ■■»         make  them  poor,  nor  wrong  their  bounty.^       Sj^pstm^ 


Act  1  Scene  1.] 
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let 


And  give  ;70ur  will  but  motion,  let  it  stll-, 
B'.it  in  the  taste  of  that  weak  fcsura  call  evil ; 
Try  ic  to  understand  it,  (we*Il  do  nothint^) 
Voull  never  come  to  know  pure  good  else. 

CaL  Fy,  sir  !  [error 

Us.  I've  found  a  way;  let*9  slip  into  this 
As  innocents,  that  know  not  what  we  did; 
As  we  were  dreiuiiini;  both,  let  us  embrace ; 
The  sin  is  uoue  of  ours  then,  but  our  fau- 
cirs'. —  [nour  ? 

What  have  I  said  ?  what  blaspbeiuy  to  ho- 
Oh,  my  base  thoughts !  Tray  you  take  this, 

and  shoot  ine. 
My  villain  thoughts !     [Offeiinf  her  a  pisloL 

CaL  I  weep  your  miseries,  [Noise  within. 
And  would  to  Heav'u What  noise? 

Lis.  It  comes  on  louder.  [honour, 

toll  mc,  and  save  yourself;  save  your  fair 
And  lay  the  fault  on  me;  let  my  life  perish, 
My  base  lascivious  life !  Shi)ot  quickly,  lady  ! 

CaL  I'^ot  for  the  world.  Retire  behind  the 

hangings,  [Lisuiider ! 

And  there  inland  close. — My  husband  !  close. 

Enter  CUandev,  zcith  •  taper* 

Cle,  Dearest,  are  you  well  ? 

CaL  Oh,  my  sad  heart ! 
JMy  head,  my  head  ! 

Cle.  Alas,  poor  soul !  xvhat  do  you 
Out  of  your  bed  ?  you  take  cold,  my  Calista. 
How  do  you  ? 

CaL  Not  so. well,-  sir,  to  lie  by  you  : 
My  hrother's  fright 

C/c.  \  had  a  frightful  dream  too< 
A  very  frightful  dream,  my  best  Calista : 
Methouglit  there  came    a  dragon  lo  your 

chamber, 
A  furious  dragon,  wife  J  I  yet  shake  at  it. 
Arc  all  thin«;s  well? 

Lis.  [fnnn  behind  the  hangitigsJ]  Shall  I 
shoot  him? 

CaL  No. All  well,  sir. 

'Twas  but  your  care  of  uic,  your  Igving  care, 
Which  always  watches. 

Cle.  And  methought  he  came 
As  if  he  had  risen  thus  out  of  his  den, 
^s  I  do  from  these  hangiugs 

Lis.  Dead? 

CaL  Hold,  good  sir! 

Cie,  And  forced  you  in  his  arms  thus. 

CaL  TTwas  but  laucy  [me. 

That  troubled  you ;  here's  nothing  to  disturb 
Good  sir,  to  rest  again  ;  and  I'm  now  drowsy, 
And  will  to  bed.  Make  no  noise,  dear  hus- 
band, [body 
But  let  mc  sleep;  before  yoa  can  cull  any 
I  am  a^bod. 

Ch.  ThiSf  and  sweet  rest  dwell  with  you ! 

[Exit. 

CaL  Come  out  again }  and,  as  you  love, 
Lisandcr,  [bled : 

Make  haste  away  !  Yoti^e  his  mind  is  trou- 
D' you  know  the  door  you  came  in  at  ? 

Lis.  Well,  sweet  lady. 

C^L  And  eaii  you  hit  it  readily? 


Lisi  I  warrant  you.  fness. 

And  must  1  go?  must  Here  end  all  my  happi- 
Ilere  in  a  dream,  as  if  it  had  no  substance? 

CaL  For  this  time,  friend,  dr  here  begin 
our  ruins ; 
Wc  are  both  miserable. 

Lis,  This  is  some  comfort 
In  my  afflictions,  thr\v*rc  so  full  already^ 
They  can  find  no  cncrca"«e. 

CaL  Dear,  speak  no  more  I 

Lis,  You  must  bo  silent  tlieif. 

CaL  Farewell,  Lisander, 
Thou  joy  of  man,  farewell  ! 

Lis,  FarowelU  bright  lady, 
Honour  of  woman-kind,  a  hoav*nly  blessing ! 

CuL  He  ever  honest  ! 

Lis.  I  will  he  a  doj:  else  !  [branr, 

l*hc  virtues  of  your  mind  I'll  make  myxU- 
In  which  I'll  study  the  celestial  heuuty : 
Your  constancy,  my  armour  that  1*11  fjjilit  in  a 
And  on  mv  sword  your  chastity  shall  sit< 
Terror  to  rebel  blood. 

CaL  Oncemtue,  farewell!  [Xoise  tcithin^ 
Oh,  that  my  mo<lesty  could  hold  you  still,  sir ! 
He  comes  a^itiin. 

Lis.  Heav'u  keep  my  hand  from  murder, 
Murder  of  him  !  love! 

CaL  Away,  dear  friend,  [sander  I 

Down  to  the  uarde.i-stuirs;  that  way,  Li-* 
We  are  hctrayM  else. 

Lis,  Honour  guard  the  innocent !     [Exitt 

Enic7'  Cleundcr. 

Cle.  Still  up?  I  fcar'd  your  health. 

CaL  IV  has  mi«sM  him  happily. — 
I'm  fi;oin«r  now  ;  I*vc  done  my  meditations^^ 
My  heart's  almost  at  pcsice. 

Cle.  To  njy  warm  bt  d  then  ! 

CaL  I  vTili )  'yray  you  lead. 

[A  pistol  shot  xoiihin. 

Cle.  A  pistol  shot  i'Cli  house  ?  [derer ! 

At  these  hours?  8iire  somethii.'f,  some  mur- 
Rise,  ho  !  rise  all !  I  am  betrayed. 

CaL  Oh,  Fortune! 
Oh,  giddy  titing !  H'has  met  some  opposition. 
And  kill'd !  I  am  confounded,  lost  for  ever  \ 

Enter  Dorilatts, 

Dor.  Now,  what's  the  matter? 

Cle.  Thieves,  my  noble  father, 
Villains  and  roi^ues. 

Dur.  Indeed,  I  heard  a  pistol : 
Let's  search  about. 

Enter  Malfurt^  Clarlnda,  and  sefvanti, 

Malf.  To  bed  again ;  they're  pone,  sir, 
(\  will  not  bid  you  tbunk  my  valour  for't) 
Gone  at  the  garden  door ;  there  were  a  doxcn. 
And  bravely  arm'd  ;  I  saw  'em. 

Clari,  I  am  glad, 
Glad  at  the  heart. 

Serv.  One  sljot  rtt  me,  and  miss'd  nte. 

Malf.  No,  'twas  at  me;  the  bullet  flew 
close  by  me. 
Close  by  my  ear ;  Another  had  a  huge  sword^ 
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[Act  3.  Scene  L 


Flourisli*d  it  thus,  but  at  the  point  T  met  him ; 
But  the  rogue  taking  me  to  be  your  lordship, 
(As  sure  your  name  is  terrible,  and  we 
Not  much  unlike  i*th^  dark)  roar'd  out  aloud, 
*  It  is  the  kill-cow  «»  Dorilaus ! '  and  away 
«      They  ran  as  they  had  fiown.-^Now  you  must 
love  me, 
Or  fear  mc  for  my  courage,  wench. 

[Aside  to  Chr. 
Clari.  Oh,  rogue! 
Oh,  lying  rogue  iLisander  stumbled,  madam. 
At  the  stairs*  bead,  and  iu  the  fall  the  shot 

went  off; 
Was  gone  before  they  rose. 
Cat.  I  thank  Heav'n  for't ! 
Clari,  I  was  frighted  too;  it  flpoilM  my 

game  with  Leou. 
C7e.  You  must  sit  up ;  an  they'd  come  to 
your  chamber 
What  pranks  would  they  have  play'd  ?  How 
came  the  door  open  ? 
Malf,  I  heard  *era  when  they  forc'd  it ; 
up  I  rose, 
Took  Durindana**  in  my  hand,  and  like 
Orlando  issu'd  forth. 

Clari,  1  know  you're  valiant* 
C/tf.  To  bed  again,  ["sing 

And  be  you  henceforth  provident  \    At  sun- 
We  must  part  for  a  wliile. 

Dor,  When  you're  a-bed,  [taking. 

Take  leave  of  her  ;  there  'twill  be  worth  the 
Here  'tis  but  a  cold  ceremony.     Ere  long 
We'll  find  Lisander,  or  we  have  ill  fortune. 
Cle,  Lock  all  the  doors  fast. 
Malf,  Tho'  they  all  stood  open, 
ily  name  writ  on  the  door,  they  dare'  not 
enter !  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Clarange^  and  Friar  tpith  a  letter, 

Clara,  Turn'd  hermit? 

Friar,  Yes,  and  a  devout  one  too ; 
I  heard  him  preach. 

Clara,  That  lessens  my  belief; 
For  tho'  1  grant  my  Lidian  a  scholar. 
As  far  as  6 ts  a  gentleman,  h'hath  studied 
Humanity,  and  in  that  he's  a  master^ 
Civility  of  manners,  courtship,  arms, 
But  never  aim'd  at,  as  I  could  perceive. 
The  deep  points  of  divinity. 

Friar,  That  confinns  his 
Devotion  to  be  real,  no  way  tainted 
Witli  ostentation  or  hypocrisy. 
The  cankers  of  religion ;  his  sermon 
So  full  of  gravity,  and  with  such  sweetness 
Deliver'd,  that  it  drew  the  admiration 
Of  all  the  hearers  on  him;  his  own  letters 
To  you,  which  witness    he    will  leave  the 

world, 
And  these  to  far  Olinda,  his  late  mistress. 
In  which  he  hath^  with  all  the  moving  lan- 
guage 


That  ever  express'd  rhctorick,  solicited 
The  ladjr  to  forget  him,  and  make  you 
Blessed  in  her  embraces,  may  remove 
All  scruplou^  doubts. 

Clara.  It  strikes  a  sadness  in  me  \ 
I  know  nbt  What  to  think  of 't.- 

Friar.  Ere  he  enter'd 
His  solitary  cell,  he  penn'd  a  ditty. 
His  long  and  last  farewell  to  love  and  womeo^ 
So  feelingly,  that  I  confess,  however 
It  stands  not  with  iny  order  to  be  taken 
With  such  poetical  raptures^  I  was  mov'd. 
And  strangely,  with  it. 

Clara,  Have  you  the  copy  ? 

Friar.  Yes,  sir: 
My  Novice  too  can  sing  it,  if  you  please 
To  give  him  hearing. 

Cfara.  And  it  will  come  timely, 
For  I  am  full  of  melancholy  thoughts, 
Against  which  I  have  heard,  with  reason^ 

musick 
To  be  the  speediest  cure ;  'pray  you  apply  it/ 

A  SONG   BY  THE  KOVICE. 

Adieu,  fond  love!  farewell,  you. wanton 

I'm  free  again ;  [pow'rs  ! 

Tliou  dull  disease  of  blood  and  idle  hours. 

Bewitching  pain. 
Fly  to  the  fools  that  sigh  away  their  time  ( 
My  nobler  love,  to  Heaven  climb, 

And  there  behold  beauty  still  young. 
That  time  can  ne'er  corrupt,  nor  deatli  de-* 
stroy ; 

Immortal  sweetness  by  fair  angels  sung, 
And  honour'd  by  eternity  and  joy! 
There  lives  my  love,    Uiither  my  hopet 

aspire ; 
Fond  love  declines, this  heavenly  lovegrowj 

higher. 

Friar,  How  do  you  approve  it? 

Clara,  To  its  due  desert ; 
Tt  is  a  hcav'iily  hymn,  no  ditty,  father; 
It  passes  'hro'  my  ears  unto  my  soul. 
And  works  divinely  on  it.     Give  me  leave 
A  little  to  consider:— Shall  I  be 
Out-done  in  all  things  ?  nor  good  of  myself^ 
Nor  by  example?  shall  my  loose  hopes  stilly 
The  viands  ot  a  fond  affection,  feed  me 
As  I  were  a  sensual  beast  ?  spiritual  food 
Refus'd  by  my  sick  palate?  'lis  resolv'd. 
How  far  off,  father,   doth  tliis  new-madif 

hermit 
Make  his  abode  ? 

Friar,  Sohie  two  days' journey^  son. 

Clara,  Having  reveai'd  my  fair  intentiofw 
to  you^ 
I  hope  your  piety  will  not  deny  me 
Your  aids  to  further  'em. 

Friar.  That  were  against 
A  good  man's  charity. 

Clara,  My  first  request  is, 


"  Kill^ow.}  An  allusion  to  the  story  of  Guy  Earl  of  Warwick. 

*^  Durindana.]  The  uaiue  of  Orlando'^  iword.    The  heroes^  iu  (he  old  roraancef,  gave 
names  to  their  swlirds. 
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You  would  some  time,  for  reasons  I  will 

shew  you, 
Defer  delivery  of  Lidian's  letters 
To  fair  Olinda. 
Friar.  Well,  sir. 
Clara,  For  what  follows, 
You  shall  direct  me.     Something  I  will  do, 
A  new-born  zeal  and  friendship  prompts  me 
to.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  DorilauM^  deander.  Chamberlain  ;  a 
table,  tapers,  ami  chairs, 
Cle.  We  have  supp'd  well,  friend  :    Let 
our  beds  be  ready ; 
We  must  be  stirring  early. 
Cham.  They  are  made,  sir. 
Dor,  1   cannot  sleep  yet.     Where's  the 
jovial  host 
You  told  me  of?  It  has  been  ray  custom  ever 
To  parly  with  mine  hosL 

Cle.  *He*8  a  good  fellow,  fwith. 

And  such  a  one  I  know  you  love  to  laugh 
po  cdl  your  master  up. 

Cham,  He  cannot  come,  sir. 
Dor.  Is  he  a-bed  with  his  wife  ? 
Cham.  No,  certainly. 
Dor.  Or  with  some  other  guests  ? 
Chum.  Neither,  an't  like  you. 
Cle.  Why  then  he   shall  come,  bj  your 
leave,  my  friend  ^ 
}M1  futch  him  up  myself. 

Cham.  Indeed  you'll  fail,  sir. 
Dor.  Is  h«e  WW  house? 
Chr.m.  No,  but  hi*  is  hard  by,  sir; 
-He's  fast  in*s^'rave;  he  lias  been  dead  these 
three  weeks. 
Dor.  Then  o*  my  conscience  he  will  come 
but  lamely. 
And  discourse  worse. 

Cle.  Farewell,  mine  honest  host  then, 
Mine  honest  merry  host  iWill  you  to  bed  yet? 
Dor.  No,  not  this  hour;  1  prithee  sit  and 

chat  by  me. 
Cle.  Give  us  a  quart  of  wine  then ;  well 

Jje  merry. 
JJor.  A  match,  my  son.     'Pniy  let  your 
wine  be  living. 
Or  lay  it  by  your  master. 

Cham.  It  shall  be  quick,  sir.  [Exit, 

Dor.  Has  not  mine  host  a  wife? 
Cle.  A  good  old  woman.  [some  ; 

Dor.  Another  coffin !  that  is  not  so  haiid- 
Your  hostesses  in  inns  should  be  blith  tfiings, 
I'retty  and  young,  to  draw  in  passengers; 
$he*U  never  liU  her  beds  well,  if  she  be  not 
beauteous. 

Enter  Chamberlain  with  wine* 
Cle,  And  courteous  too. 
Dof\  Ay,  ay ;  and  a  good  fellow. 
That  will  mistake  sometimes  a  gentleman 
for  her  good  man.     Well  done :  Here's  to 
LJsander ! 
Cle.  My  full  love  meets  it.    Make  fire  in 
our  lodgings ; 
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We'll  trouble  thee  no  further.  To  your  son ! 

[Exit  Chamberlain. 

Dor.  Putin  Clarang^  too;  otf  with't.    J[ 

thank  you. 

This  wine  drinks  merrier  still.   Oh,  for  mine 

host  now ! 
Were  he  alive  again,  and  well  disposed, 
1  would  so  claw  his  pate  1 
Cle.  Vou're  a  hard  drinker. 
Dor.  I  love  to  make  mine  host  drunk ;  he'll 
lie  then 
The  rarest,  and  the  roundest,  of  his  friends. 
His  quarrels,  and  his  guests;  and  they're  th« 

best  bawds  too. 
Take  *efti  in  tliat  tuntS. 
Cle,  You  know  all. 
Dor.  I  did,  son ; 
But  time  and  arms  have  worn  me  out. 

Cle.  'Tis  late,  sir; 
I  hear  none  stirring.  [^  htte  is  struck. 

Dor.  Hark!  what's  that?  a  lute? 
Tis  at  the  door,  I  think. 
Cle.  The  doors  are  lihut  fast 
Dor.  Hi'ls  morning;  sure,  tlie  fidlers  are 
got  up 
To  fright  men's  sleeps.  Have  we  nc*er  a  piss- 
pot  ready  ? 
Cle.  Now  r  remember,  I've  heard  mine 
host  that's  dead 
Touch  a  lute  rarely,  and  as  rarely  sing  too, 
A  brave  still  mean. 

Dor.  I'd  give  a  brace  of  French  crowns 
To  see  him  rise  and  fiddle. 
Cle,  Hark!  a  song! 

A  SONG.  -• 

Tis  late  and  cold ;  stir  up  the  fire;- 
Sit  close,  and  draw  the  table  nij;her; 
Be  merry,  and  drink  wine  that's  old, 
A  hearty  raed'cine  'gainst  a  cold  ! 
Your  beds  of  wanton  down  the  best. 
Where  you  shall  tumble  to  your  rest; 
I  could  wish  you  wenches  too. 
But  I  am  dead,  and  cannot  do. 
Call  for  the  best  the  house  may  ring, 
Sack,  white,  and  claret,  let  them  bring, 
And  drink  apace,  while  breath  you  have; 
You'll  find  but  cold  drink  in  the  grave: 
Plover,  partridge,  for  your  dinner, 
And  a  capon  for  the  sinner, 
You  shall  find  ready  when  you're  up, 
And  your  horse  shall  have  his  sup : 
Welcome,  welcome,  shall  fly  round. 
And  1  shall  smile,  tho'  under  ground. 
Cle.  Now,  as  I  live,  it  is  his  voice  ! 
Dor.  He  sings  well;  the  devil  has  a  plea- 
sant pipe. 
Cle.  The  fellow  lied  surfe. 

Enter  Host, 
He  is  not  dead;    he's  here.     How  pale  he 

Dor.  Is  this  he?  [looks? 

Cle,  Yes. 

Host,  You're  welcome,  noble  gentlemen! 
My  brave  old  guest,  most  welcome  I 
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[Act  5,  Scene  1, 


Cie.  Lvinw  knaves, 
To  (t'ii  us  yuu  were  dead.    Co^ic,  sjtdown 

by  us. 
We  thank  you  for  your  song, 
^    Host,  *VVoukl  it"  had  been  better ! 
Dor,  Speak,  are  you  dearl? 
Hoii,  Yes,  indeed  am  I,  gentlemen; 
I  have  been  dead  these  three  weeks. 

Dor,  Then  here's  to  yon, 
To  comfort  your  cold  body  ! 

Cfe,  WImt  dVou  mean  r 
Stand  further  oft 

Dor,  I  will  stand  nearer  to  hira. 
Shall  he  come  out  ou's  coffin  to  bear  us  com- 
pany, .    •    [host, 
And  we  not  bid  him  welcome?  Come,  mine 
Mine  honest  host,  here*s  to  you  ! 
Host.  Spirits,  sir,  drink  not. 
Cfe.  \\  hy  do  you  appear  ? 
Host.  To  wait  upon  ye,  gentlemen  ; 
(T  has  bien  my  duty  livin«r,  now  my  farewell) 
I  fear  ye  are  ntit  us'd  accordingly. 

Por.  I  could  wish  you  warmer  company, 
mine  host, 
Howe'cr  we're  us'd. 

Host.  Next,  to  entreat  a  courtesy ; 
And  then  I  go  to  peace. 

Cie.  Is't  in  our  power?  [buried 

Host,  Yes,  and  'tis  this ;  to  see  niy  body 
In  holy  ground,  for  now  I  lie  unhallow'd, 
3y  the  clerk's  fault;  let  my  new  grave  be 
made  [me. 

Amongst  good  fellows,  that  have  died  before 
And  merry  hosts  of  my  kind. 
.    Cle,  It  shall  be  doqe. 

Dor.  And  forty  stoops  of  wine  dri^nk  at 

thy  funeral. 
Cle.  Do  you  know  our  travel  ? 
Host.  Yes,  to  seek  your  friends. 
That  in  afflictions  wander  now. 

Cle.  Alas  !  [dent 

Hoit.  Seek  *em  no  further,  but  be  confi- 
They  shall  return  in  peace 
Dor,  There's  comfort  yet. 
C/e.  Tray  you  one  word  more :  Is't  in  your 
powV,  mine  host,  fd^ath, 

(Answer  me  softly)  some  hours  before  my 
To  give  me  warning? 

Host.  I  can't  tell  you,  truly; 
But  if  i  can,  so  much  alive  1  lov'd  you, 
1  will  appear  again.     Adieu  !  [Ktit, 

Dor.  Adieu,  sir. 

Cle.  I'm  troubled;  these  strapge  appari- 
tions are 
For  the  most  part  fatal. 

Dor,  This,  if  told,  will  not 
rind  credit.    The  light  breaks  apace ;  let's 

lie  down. 
And  take  some  little  rest,  an  hour  or  two. 
Then  do  niiue  llobt's  desire,  and  so  return. 
1  do  believe  him. 
C/e.  So  do  I.    To  rest,  sir!        [Bxeunt, 

Enter  Cnlist^  and  Chrinda, 
Cal.  Clarimia ! 


Clari.  Madam. 

Cal,  Is  the  house  well  order*d  ? 
The  doors  look'd-to,  now  in  your  master'i 
absence  ?  [vants  ? 

Your  care  and  diligence  amongst  the  ser« 
Clari.  I'm  stirring,  madam. 
Cal.  So  thou  art,  Clarinda, 
More  than  thou  on^ht'bt,  I'm  sure.     Why 
dost  thou  blush  ^ 
Clari.  I  do  not  blush. 
Cal.  Why  dost  thou  hang  thy  head,  wench  ? 
Clari.  Madam,  you   are  deceiv'd,  1  look 
nprisht ; 
I  understand  you  not. — ^She  has  spied  Leon  : 

[Aside^ 
Shame  of  his  want  of  caution  ! 

Col.  Look  on  me. 
What !  blush  again  ? 

Clari.  Tis  more  than  I  know,  madam ; 
I  have  no  cause  that  I  find  yet. 
Cal.  Examine  then. 
Clari,  Your  ladyship  is  set^   I  think,  to 

shame  me. 
Cal'  Do  not  deserve 't.  Who  lay  with  yau 
last  night  ? 
What  bedfellow  had  you  ?  None  of  the  maidi 
came  near  you. 
Clari.  Madam,  they  did.  [then^ 

Cut.  1\vas  one  in  your  cousin's  cloaths 
And  wore  a  sword;  and  sure  I  keep  no  Ama- 
zons, [guilty : 
Wencli,  do  not  lie;  'twill  but  proclann  thee 
Lies  hide  our  sins  like  nets ;  like  perspcr-tives, 
They  draw  offences  nearer  still,  and  greater. 
Come,  tell  the  truth. 

Clari,  You  are  the  strangest  lady 
To  have  these  doubts  of  me !  how  have  J 

liv'd,  madam. 
And  which  of  all  ray  careful  services 
Deserves  these  shames  ? 

Cal.  Leave  facing,  'twill  not  serve  you  ; 

This  impudence  becomes  thee  worse  than 

lying.  [oft ; 

I  thought  you  had  liv'd  well,  and  T  was  proud 

But  you  are  pleas'd  to  abuse  my  thoujxhis. 

Who  was't?  [less. 

Honest  repentance  yet  will  make  the  fault 

'  Clari.  I  io  you  compel  lue  ?  do  you  stand 

so  btrict  too? 

Nay,  then  have  at  you  !  I  shall  rub  that  sqre^ 

madam, 
Since  you  provoke  me,  will  but  vex  your 
Let  me  alone  !  [ladysLip : 

Cal.  1  will  know. 

Clari.  For  your  own  peace,         [further: 
The  peace  of  your  own  conscieocei  ask  do 
Walk  in,  and  let  me  alone. 
Cal.  No;  ril  know  all. 
Clari.  Why  thea,   V\\  tell  you :  Twas  a 
man  I  lay  with, 
(Never  admire ;  'tis  easy  to  be  done,  madam. 
And  usital  too)  a  proper  man  I  lay  with, 
(Why  should  you  vex  at  that?)  young  as  Li- 

sander, 
And  able  too!  I  grud«^e  not  at  your  pleasure. 
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Why  should  yon  stir  at  mloe?  I  steal  noDe 
from  you. 
CaL  And  dost  thou  glory  in  this  sin  ? 
Ciari.  Frngladon't; 
To  glory  in't  is  for  a  mighty  lady, 
That  may  command. 

CaL  Why  didst  thou  name  Usander  ? 
ClarL  Dotts  it  anger  you  ?  does  it  a  little 
gall  you  ?  [lady  ? 

I  know  it  does.   Why  would  you  urge  me, 
Why  would  you  be  so  curious  to  compel  me  ? 
I  nam*d  lisander  as  my  precedent. 
The  rule  I  err*d  bv :  Yt>u  love  him,  I  know  it ; 
I  grudg'd  not  at  it,  but  am  p!eas*d  it  is  so ; 
Andy  by  my  care  aud  diligence,  you  enjoy 'd 

him. 
Shall  I  for  keeping  counsel  have  no  comfort? 
Will  you  have  all  your&elf?  engross  ail  plea- 
sure ?  [now,  madam  ? 
Are  you  so  hard-hearted?  Why  do  you  blush 
Cal,  My  anger  blushes,  not  my  shame, 

base  woman ! 
Clari.  ril  make  your  shame  blush,  since 
you  pu£  me  to't : 
Who  lay  with  you  t'other  night  ? 
CaL  With  me,  you  monster  I 
ClarL  Whose  sweet  embraces  circled  you  ? 
not  your  husband's.  [madam ! 

I  W4»nder  you  dare  touch  me  in  this  point, 
Stir  her  against  you  in  whose  hand  your  life 

lies! 
More  than  your  life,  your  honour!  What 
smug  Amazon        '  [a  petticoat. 

Was  that  I  brought  you?  that  maid  had  ne'er 
Cal.  She'll  half  persuade  me  anon  I  am  a 
beast  too ; 
And  I  mistrust  myself,  tho'  I  am  honest, 
For  giving  her  the  helm.«-lliou  know'st,  Cla> 

rinda, 
£v*n  in  thy  conscience,  I  was  ever  virtuous; 
As  far  from  lust  in  meeting  with  Lisander, 
As  the  pure  wind  in  welcoming  the  morning; 
In  all  the  conversation  I  had  with  him, 
As  free,  and  innocent,  as  yon  fair  Heaven. 
Didst  not  thou  persuade  me  too  ? 

Clari,  Yes,  I  had  reason  for't ;  [on't. 

And  uow  you  are  persuaded,  Til  make  use 
CaL  If  I  had  sinn'd  thus,  and  my  youth 
eotic*d  me. 
The  nobleness  and  beauty  of  his  person, 
fieside  the  mighty  benefits  I'm  bound  to. 
Is  this  sufficient  warrant  for  thy  weakness  ? 
If  I  had  been  a  whore,  and  crav'd  thy  coun- 
sel [ness. 
In  the  conveyance  of  my  fault,  and  faichful- 
Thy  secrecy  and  truth  in  hiding  of  it, 
Is  It  thy  justice  to  repay  me  thus? 
To  be  the  master  sinner  to  compel  me, 
And  build  thy  lust's  security  on  mine  honour? 
ClarL  They  that  love  this  sin  love  their 
security : 
Prevention,  madam,  is  the  nail  I  knock'd  at. 
And  I  have  bit  it  home,  and  so  I'll  hold  it, 


And  you  must  pardon  me,  and  be  silent  too, 
And  suffer  what  yon  see,  and  suffer  patiently; 
I  shall  do  worse  else. 

CaL  Thou  canst  not  touch  my  credit; 
Truth  will  not  suffer  me  to  be  abus'd  thus. 
ClarL  Do  not  you  stick  to  Truth,  she's 

seldom  beard,  madam ;  ^ 

A  poor  weak  tongue  she  has,  and  that  is 

hoarse  too  [her : 

With  pleading  at  die  bars;  none  understand 
Or  if  you  had  her,  what  can  she  say  for  you  ? 
Must  she  not  swear  he  came  at  midnisht  to 

you,  [zenM 

The  door  left  open,  and  your  husband  co- 
With  a  feign'd  sickness  ? 

CaL  But,  by  my  soul,  I  was  honest! 
Thou  know'st  I  was  honest. 

Clari,  That's  all  one  what  I  know; 
What  I  will  testify  is  that  shall  vex  you ! 
IVust  not  a  guilty  ra>:e  with  likelihooils, 
And  on  apparent  proof;  take  heed  of  that, 

madam : 
If  you  were  innocent,  as  it  may  be  you  are, 
(I  do  not  know ;  1  leave  it  to  your  conscience) 
it  were  the  weakest  and  the  poorest  part  of 

you. 
Men  bejng  so  willing  to  believe  the  worst, 
So  open-ey'd  in  this  age  to  all  infamy, 
To  put  your  fame  in  this  weak  bark  to  th' . 

venture.  [honour, 

CaL  What  do  I  suffer!  Oh,  my  precious 
Into  what  box  of  evils  have  I  lock'd  thee ! 
Yet,  rather  than  be  tlius  outbrav'd,  and  by 
My  drudge,  my  footstool,  one  that  su'd  to  be 
Perish  both  life,and  honour  I  Devil,  thus  [so, 
1  dare  thy  worst,  defy  thee,  spit  at  thee ! 
And  in  my  virtuous  rage,  thus  trample  on 

thee! 
Awe  me,  thy  mistress,  whore,  to  be  thy  bawd  ? 
Out  of  my  house!  proclaim  all  that  thou 

know  St, 
Or  malice  can  invent;  fetch  jealousy 
From  hell,  and  like  a  fury  breathe  it  in 
The  bosom  of  my  lord ;  and  to  thy  utmost 
Blast  my  fair  fame !  yet  thou  shalt  feel,  with 

horror 
To  thy  sear'd  conscience,  my  truth  is  built 
On  such  a  firm  base,  that  if  e'er  it  can 
Be  forc'd,  or  undermined  b;^  thy  base  scandals^ 
Ueav'ii  keeps  no  guard  on  innocence !  [Exit. 

ClarL  I'm  lost. 
In  my  own  hopes  forsaken ;  and  must  fall 
(The  greatest  torment  to  a  guilty  woman) 
Without  revenge.     *Till  I  can  fashion  it, 
I  must  submit,  at  least  appear  as  if 
I  did  repent,  and  would  offend  no  further. 
Monsieur  Bcronte,  my  lord's  brother,  is 
Oblig*d  unto  me  for  a  private  favour; 
'Tis  he  must  mediate  for  me :  But  when  time 
And  opportunity  bid  me  strike,  my  wreak** 
Shall  pour  itself  on  her  nice  chastity 
Like  to  a  torrent;  deeds,  not  words,  shall 

speak  me!  [ExiL 


V0L.n, 


«  Afy  wreak.]  i.  e.  revenge* 
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[Act  4.  Scene  I. 


ACT     IV. 


SCENE  r. 


Enter  Alcidon  and  Berontey$everaUy, 

Ale,  XrOU'RE  opportunely  met. 
^     Ber.  Your  countenance 
Expresses  haste  mix'd  with  some  fear. 

Ale,  You'll  share 
With  uie  in  both,  as  soon  as  you  are  made 
Acquainted  with  the  cauftc  :  If  you  love  vir- 
tue**, 

In  danger  not  secure 1  have  no  time 

For  circumstance :  Instruct  me  if  Lisauder 
Be  in  your  brother's  housed. 
Ber,  Upon  my  knowledge 
He  is  not  there. 
Ale,  I'm  glad  on't. 
Ber.  Why,  good  sir? 
Without  offence  I  speak  it,  there's  no  place 
In  which  he  is  more  honour'd,  or  more  safe, 
Than  with  his  friend  Cleander. 

Ale,  In  your  votes* 
I  grant  it  true ;  but  as  it  now  stands  with  him, 
I  can  give  reason  to  make  satisfaction 
For  what  I  speak :  You  cannot  but  remember 
The  ancient  difference  between  Lisander 
And  Cloridon,  a  man  in  grace  at  court. 
Ber,  I  do ;  and  the  foul  plot  of  Cloridon's 
kinsmen 
Upon  Lisandcr's  life,  for  a  fall  given 
To  Cloridon  Yore  the  king,  as  they  encoun- 
At  a  solemn  tilting.  [ter*d 

Ale.  It  is  now  reveng'd. 
In  brief,  a  challenge  was  -brought  to  Lisander 
By  one  Chrysanthes;  and,  as  far  as  valour 
Would  give  him  leave,  declined  by  bold  U- 

sa^ider : 
But  peace  refus'd,  and  braves  on  braves 
heap'd  on  him,  [rel 

Alone  he  met  the  opposites,  ending  the  quar- 
With  both  their  livt;^. 

Ber,  Yn\  truly  sorry  for't.  [death, , 

Ak,  The  king,  incensed  for  bis  favourite's 
Hath  set  a  price  upon  Lisander's  head, 
As  a  reward  to  any  man  that  brings  it, 
Alive  or  dead :  To  gain  tliis,  every  where 


He  is  pursu'd  and  laid  for ;  *mn^y  the  friend- 
ship 
Between  him  and  your  noble  brother  known. 
His  house  in  reason  cannot  pass  unsearch'd; 
And  that's  the  principal  cause  that  drew,  me 

hither, 
To  hasten  his  remove,  if  be  had  chosen 
This  cabtle  for  his  sanctuary. 

Ber,  Twas  done  nobly. 
And  you  most  welcome.  This  night  'pray  you 

take 
A  lodging  with  us;  and,  at  my  entreaty. 
Conceal  this  from  my  brother:  He  is  growi» 
Exceeding  sad  of  late;  and  the  hard  fortune 
Of  one  he  values  at  so  high  a  rate. 
Will  much  encrease  his  melancholy. 

Ak.  I  am  tutor'd. 
'Pray  you  lead  the  way.- 
Ber,  To  serve  you,  I  will  shew  it. 

[Exeunt^ 

■*  Enter  Cleander f  with  a  hmk. 
Cle.  Nothing  more  certain  than  to  die; 
but  when. 
Is  most  uncertain  :  If  so,  every  hour 
We  should  prepare  us  for  the  journey,  which 
Is  not  to  he  put  off.     I  must  submit 
To  the  div'uie  decree,  not  argue  it. 
And  chearfully  [  welcome  it:  I  have 
Disposed  of  my  estate,  oonfe&s'd  my  sins. 
And  have  remission  from  my  i;hostJy  father, 
Bemg  at  peace  too  here.     Ihe  apparition 
Proceeded  not  from  I'ancy ;  Doriiaus 
Saw  it,  and  heard  it  with  me ;  it  made  answer 
To  our  deniands,  and  promised,  if  'iwere  not 
Denied  to  him  by  ^atc,  he  would  forewarn  me 
Of  my  approaching  end    I  feel  no  symptom 
Of  sicknebs;  yet,  (  know  not  how,  a  duUnest 
Invadeth  me  all  over.     Ila ! 

Enter  Host, 
Host,  I  come,  sir, 
To  keep  mv  promise;  and,  as  far  as  spiritf 
Are  sensible  of  sorrow  for  the  living, 
I  grieve  to  be  the  messenger  to  tell  yoo, 


•  ify^  ^^^  virtue 


In  danger  not  secure.]  Thus  nil  the  conies ;  but  whether  right  or  wrong,  the  reader  mnst 
jud^e:  To  me  tlie  place  appears  manifestly  corrupt,  and  I  am  inclined  to  think  it  ought  t* 

run  so, 

< ..  if  you  love  Virtue, 

*  Jndanger  ougfit  to  succonr  it,  Si^mpson. 

*  ■  if  you  love  Virtue 

*  In  danger  not  secure  *1 

This  is  plainly  a  broken  sentence,  and  we  think  signifies,  *  If  you  are  a  friend  to  Virtue, 
•  don't  lull  yourself  into  a  false  idea  of  its  security,  when  it  is  in  danger.'  The  old  reading 
is  far  better  than  the  proposed  alteration. 

^5  Be  in  your  father's  houu.]  The  whole  scene  proves  that  we  should  read,  as  the  £ditot« 
of  1750  propose,  *  brothers  house.' 

•6  — —  In  your  votes 

I  grant  it  tries.]  If  this  reading  be  genuine,  wtes  must  here  signify  mishes^  or  opiniom^^ 
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Ere  many  hoers  pass,  yon  must  resolve 
To  (ill  a  grave. 

Cie.  And  feast  the  worms  ? 

Host.  E'en  so,  sir. 

Cie,  I  hear  it  like  a  man. 

Hast,  It  well  beoomes  you ; 
There's  no  evading  it. 

Cie.  Can  you  discover 
By  whose  means  I  must  die  ? 

Host.  That  is  denied  me : 
But  my  prediction  is  too  sure :  Prepare 
To  make  your  peace  with  Heaven;  so  fare- 
weU,sir!  [Exit. 

Cie.  I  see  no  enemy  near;   and  yet  I 
tremble 
Like  a  pale  coward !  My  sad  doom  pronouuc'd 
By  this  aerial  voice,  as  in  a  glass 
Shews  me  my  death  in  its  most  dreadful 

shape. 
What  rampire  can  my  human  frailty  raise 
Against  the  assault  of  Fate  ?  I  do  begin 
To  fear  myself;  my  inward  strengths  forsake 

me; 
I  must  call  out  for  help.  Within  there !  haste, 
And  break  in  to  my  rescue ! 

£nter  Dorilaus,  Calista,  Olinda,  Beronte, 

Alcidon,  Servants,  and  Ciarinda,  at  several 

doors. 

Dor,  Rescue?  where? 
Shew  me  your  danger. 

Cat,  I  will  interpose 
My  loyal  breast  between  you  and  all  hauird. 

Ber.  Your  brother's  sword  secures  you. 

Aie.  A  true  friend 
Will  die  in  your  defence. 

Cie.  I  thank  ye  !  to  all  my  thanks! 
Encompass'd  thus  with  friends,  how  can  I 
fear?  [ed. 

And  yec  I  do !  I'm  wounded,  mortally  wound- 
Nay,  it  is  within;   1  am  hurt  in  my  mind. 
One  word 

Dor.  A  thousand.  [you- 

Cie.  I  shall  not  live  to  speak  so  many  to 

Dor.  Why  ?  what  forbids  you  ? 

Cie.  But  e'en  now  the  spirit 
Of  my  dead  Host  appeared,  and  told  me,  that 
This  night  I  should  be  with  him.    Did  you 

not  meet  it  ? 
It  went  out  at  that  door. 

Dor.  A  vain  chimera 
Of  your  imagination  !  Can  you  think 
Mine  Host  wuuld  not  as  well  have  spoke  to 

roe  now, 
As  he  did  in  the  inn  ?  Tliese  wakinc;  dreams 
Not  alone  trouble  you,  but  strike  a  strange 
Dis6*action  in  your  family.    See  the  tears 
Of  my  poor  daughter,  fair  Olinda's  sadness, 


Your  brother's  and  your  friend's  grief,  ser- 
vants.' sorrow.  [live 
Good  son,  bear  up ;  you've  many  years  to 
A  comfort  to  us  all.    Let's  in  to  supper. 
Ghosts  never  walk  'till  after  miduight,  if 
I  may  believe  my  grannam.  We  will  wash 
These  thoughts  away  with  wine,  spite  of  hob- 
goblins^                                      [madam, 

CLe.  Vbu  reprehend  me  justly.  Gentle 
And  all  the  rest,  forgive  me;  I'll  endeavour 
To  be  merry  witli  you. 

Dor.  That's  well  said. 

Ber.  I  have 
Procur'd  your  pardon.  [To  Ciarinda, 

CaL  Once  more  I  receive  you 
Into  my  service;  but  take  special  care 
You  fail  no  further. 

ClarL  Never,  madam. — Sir, 
When  you  shall  find  fit  time  to  call  me  to  i^ 

[Apart. 
I  will  make  good  what  I  have  said. 

Ber.  'Till  when, 
Upon  your  life  be  silent! 

Dor.  We  will  have  "     * 

A  health  unto  Lisander. 

Cie.  His  name,  sir. 
Somewhat  revives  me;  but  his  light  would 

cure  me. 
However,  let's  to  supper. 

OUn.  'Would  Clarange 
'And  Lidian  were  here  too !  as  they  should  be, 
if  wishes  could  prevail. 

Col,  They're  fruitless,  madam.    [Exeunt. 

Enter  Leon. 
Leon,  If  that  report  speak  truth,  Ciarinda 
is  [den 

Discharg*d  her  lady's  service,  and  what  our- 
I  then  have  drawn  upon  me  is  apparent. 
The  crop  she  reap'd  from  her  attendance  was 
Her  best  revenue,  and  my  principal  means 
Clarindu*s  bounty,  tho*  I  labour'd  hard  for't, 
A  younger  brother's  fortune.  Must  I  now 
Have  sour  sauce,  after  sweet  meats?  and  be 

driven 
To  levy  half-a-crown  a  week,  besides 
Clouts,  sope,  and  candles^,  for  my  heir  ap- 
parent. 
If  she  prove,  as  she  swears  she  is,  with-child  ? 
Such  as  live  this  way,  find,  like  me,  tho' 
wenching  [of  *t. 

Hath  a  fair  face,  there's  a  dragon  in  the  tail 
That  stings  to  th*  quick.    I  must  sculk  here, 

until 
I  am  resolv'd :  How  my  heart  pants,  between 
My  hopes  and  fears !  She*i  come.    Are  w« 

i'th'port? 
If  not,  let's  sink  together. 


**  Clouts,  sope,  and  candles.].  In  The  Chances,  p.  114  of  this  volume,  Don  John  says, 
« But  to  raise  a  jdairy 

*  For  other  men's  adulteries,  consume  myself  in  coJuUei, 

*  And  scow'ring  works ' 

The  Editors  of  1750  alter  candles  to  caudles;  we  have  rejected  their  variation,  ia  which  we 
tkink  ourselves  justified  by  what  Leon  here  says,  which  proves  candles  right 
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Xnter  Clarinda, 

Clari.  Things  go  better  [ly, 

Than  you  deserve ;  you  carry  things  so  open- 
I  must  bear  evVy  way.    I  «jn  once  more 
In  my  lady's  grace. 

Leon,  And  I  in  yours? 

Clari.  It  may  be ; 
But  I  have  sworn  unto  my  lady  never 
To  sin  auHin. 

Leon,  To  be  surpn'z'd.  The  sin 
Is  in  itself  excusable;  to  be  taken 
Is  a  crime,  as  the  poet  writes. 

CUiri.  You  know  my  weakness,  [got 

And  that  makrs  you  so  confident — ^You've 
A  fair  sword :  Was  it  not  Lisander's? 

Leon.  Yes, wench; 
And  I  grown  valiant  by  the  wearing  of  it:   ' 
It  hath  been  the  death  of  two.     With  this 

Lisander 
Slew  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthes :  I  took  it  up. 
Broken  i'  Ih'  handle,  but  that  is  reform'd  ; 
And  now,  in  my  possession,  the  late  master 
Daies  never  come  to  challenge  it.  This  sword, 
And  all  the  weapons  that  I  have,  are  ever 
Devoted  to  thy  service :  Shall  we  bill  f 
Tin  very  gamesome. 

Ciari^  I  must  first  dispose  of 
The  fool  Malfort;  he  hath  smoak*d  you,  and 

is  not. 
But  by  some  new  device,  to  he  kept  from  me ; 
I  have  it  here  shall  fit  him.    You  know  where 
You  must  expect  me;  with  all  possible  silence 
Get  thidier. 

Leon.  You  will  follow  ? 

Clari.  Will  Hive? 
She  that  is  forfeited  to  lust  must  die, 
That  humour  being  un-fed.    Be  gone ;  here 

comes 
My  champion,  in  armour.  [Exit  Leon, 


Enter  Malfort^  in 

Malf.  What  adventure 
I'm  bound  upon  I  know  not,  but  it  is    [thus. 
My  mistress'  pleasure  that  I  should  appear 
1  may  perhaps  be  terrible  to  others, 
But,  as  I  am,  Pm  sure  my  shadow  frights  me : 
The  clashing  of  my  armour,  in  my  ears 
Sounds  like  a  passing-bell :  and  my  buckler 
puts  me  [pick-axe 

In  mind  of  a  bier;  this  my  broa^l-bword,  a 
To  ilig  my  grave.  Oh,  love !  abominable  love ! 
What  monsters  issue  from  thy  dismal  den 
Clarinda's  placket,  which  I  roust  encounter, 
Or  never  hope  to  enter. 

Clari.  Here's  a  knight-errant  !-— 
Monsieur  Malfort. 

Malf,  Stand,  stand,  or  HI  fall  for  yoa« 

Clari,  Know  you  not  my  voice? 

Malf.  Yes,  'twas  at  that  I  trembled. 
But,  were  my  false  friend  JLeon  here— • 

Clari.  Tis  he. 

Malf.  Wliere?  where? 

ClarL  He  is  not  come  yet. 

Malf.  Tis  well  for  him, 
f  am  so  full  of  wratk. 


CUtri,  Or  fear."— This  Leon,  Py, 

Howe'er  my  kinsman,  hath  abused  you  gross- 
And  this  night  vows  to  take  me  hence  per- 
force, 
And  marry  me  to  another :  Twas  for  this. 
Presuming  on  your  love,  I  did  entreat  you 
To  put  your  armour  on,  that  with  more  safety 
You  might  defend  me. 

Ma/f.  And  I'll  do  it  bravely. 

Clari.  You  roust  stand  here  to  beat  bim 
off,  and  suffer 
No  human  thing  to  pass  you,  tho'  it  appear 
In  my  lord's  shape  or  lady's  t  Be  not  cozen'd 
With  a  disguise. 

Malf.  lliave  been  fool'd  already, 
But  now  I'm  wise. 

Clari.  You  must  swear  not  to  stir  hence. 

Malf.  Upon  these  lips. 

Clari.  Nor  move  until  I  call  you. 

Malf.  I'll  grow  here  rather. 

Clari.  This  night's  task  well  ended, 
I'm  yours  tomorrow.  Keep  sure  gu^d.  lExU. 

Malf  Adieu !     ' 
My  honeycomb,  how  sweet  thou  art,  did  not 
A  nest  of  hornets  keep  it !  what  impossibilities 
Love  makes  me  undertake !  I  know  myself 
A  natural  coward,  and,  should  Leon  come, 
Tho'  this  were  cannon  proof,  I  should  deliver 
The  wench  before  he  ask'd  her.  I  hear  soma 

footing ! 
'Tis  he :  Where  shall  I  hide  myself?  that  is 
My  best  defence. 

Enter  Cleander. 

Cle.  I  cannot  sleep ;  strange  visions 
Make  this  poor  life  1  fear'd  of  late  to  lose, 
A  toy  that  I  grow  weary  of. 

Malf.  Tis  Leon. 

Cle.  What's  that? 

Malf.  If  you  are  come,  sir,  for  Clarindaf 
I'm  glad  I  have  her  for  you;  I  resign 
My  interest :  You'll  find  lier  in  her  chamber ; 
I  did  stay  up  to  tell  you  so. 

Cle.  Clannda? 
And  Leon  ?  there  is  something  more  in  this 
Than  I  can  stay  to  ask.  [Exit. 

Malf  What  a  cold  pickle. 
And  tdat  none  of  the  sweetest,  do  I  find 
My  poor  self  in! 

Cle.  [within.]  Yield,  villain ! 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Leon  running^  CUander 
following, 

Clari.  Tis  my  lord ! 
Shift  for  yourself. 

Leon.  His  life  shall  first  make  answer 
For  this  intrusion  I  [Kills  Cleander. 

Malf  I  am  gomg  away ! 
I'm  gone  already !  [  Falls  in  a  sawm, 

Cle.  Heav'n  take  mercy  on  • 
My  soul!  too  true-presaging  Host !      [Diet. 

Clari,  He's  dead. 
And  this  wretch  little  better.    Do  you  start 
Upon  your  handy-work  ? 

Letm.  1  am  amaz'd. 
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Clari.  Get  o*er  the  garden-wall ;  fly  for 
rour  bfey  [why: 

But  leaYe  your  sword  behind ;  enquire  not 
1*11  fashion  something  out  of  it,  tho'  1  perish^ 
Shall  make  way  for  revenge. 
Letm,  These  are  the  fruits 
Of  lust,  Ciarinda! 

C/art.  Hence,  repenting  milk-sop ! 

[Exit  Lam, 
Now 'tis  too  late.    Lisander's  sword?  Ay, 
thaty       V 

[Puti  the  9aard  in  MalforV9  hand. 
That  is  the  base  111  build  on.  So;  Fll  raise 
The  house.    Help !  murder !  a  most  horrid 

murder ! 
Monsieur  Beronte!  noble  Dorilaus! 
All  buried  in  sleep  ?  Ah  me !  a  murder ! 
A  most  unheard-of  murder ! 

Enter  Dorilaus,  uifrom  bed, 

Dor»  More  lights,  knaves! 
Beronte !  Alcidun !  more  lights ! 

Enter  Berontey  Alcidon,  and  Servant$  with 
lights. 

Clari,  By  this 
I  see  too  much. 

Dor.  My  son  Cleander  bathing 
In  his  own  gore.    The  devil  to  tell  truth 
Fth*  shape  of  an  host ! 

Ber.  My  brother? 

Malf,  I  have  been 
Ftli'  other  world,  in  hell  I  think,  these  devils 
With  fire-brands  in  their  paws  sent  to  tor- 
ment me  [pose 
(Tho*  I  oe*er  did  the  deedj  for  my  lewd  pur- 
To  be  a  whorem aster. 

Dor.  Who's  that? 

Ale.  Tis  one 
In  armour.    A  bloody  sword  in*s  hand. 

Dor.  Sans  question, 
The  murderer. 

AJalf,  Who?  I?  you  do  me  wrong  : 
I  ne\'er  had  the  heart  to  kill  a  chicken; 
Nor  do  I  know  this  sword. 

Ale.  I. do,  too  well. 

Ber.  I've  seen  Lisander  wear  it. 

Clari.  This  confirms 
What  ycster-night  I  whisper'd :  Let  it  work ; 
The  circumstance  may  make  it  good. 

Malf.  My  lord? 
And  1  his  murderer  ? 

Ber,  Drag  the  villain  hence !  [him. 

The  rack  sliall  force  a  free  confession  from 

Malf.  I  am  struck  dumb ;  you  need  not  stop 
my  mouth. 

Ber.  Away  with  him !   [Ma^.  carried  eff. 

Enter  Calista  and  Olinda. 

Col.  Where  is  my  lord  ? 

Dor.  All  that  [ject. 

Remains  of  him  lies  there.  Look  on  this  ob- 
And  then  turn  marble. 

Col,  I  am  so  already, 
Made  fit  to  ba  his  monument :  But  whavefore 


Do  you,  that  have  bodi  life  and  motion  laft 

you. 
Stand  sad  sfiectators  of  his  death,  and  not 
Bring  forth  his  murderer? 

Bo*.  That  lies  in  vou  : 
You  must,  and  shall  produce  him. 

Dor.  She,  Beronte  ? 

Ber.  None  else. 

Dor.  Thou  liest !  111  prove  it  on  thy  head. 
Or  write  it  on  thy  honxX, 

Ah.  Forbear !  there  is 
Too  much  blood  shed  already. 

Ber.  Let  not  choler 
Stifle  your  judgment!  Many  an  honest  father 
Hath  got  a  wicked  daughter.  If  I  prove  not, 
Witli  evident  proofs,  her  band  was  in  the 

blood 
Of  my  dear  brother,  (too  good  m  husband 
for  her)  [ward. 

Give  your  revenge  the  reins,  and  spur  it  for- 

Dor.  In  any  circumstance  bat  shew  ber 
g-jilty, 
Fll  strike  the  first  stroke  at  her. 

Ber.  Let  me  ask 
A  question  calmly :  Do  you  know  this  sword  t 
Have  you  not  seen  Lisander  often  wear  it  ? 

Dor.  The  same  with  which  he  rescued  me. 

Co/.  I  do: 
What  inference  from  this  to  make  me  guilty? 

Ber.  Was  he  not  with  you  in  the  house 
to-night  ? 

CaL  No,  on  my  soul! 

Ber.  Nor  ever  heretofore  [iMiUy 

In  private  with  you,  when  you  feign*d  a  sick* 
To  keep  your  husband  absent? 

Cal.  Never,  sir. 
To  a  dishonest  end. 

Ber.  Was  not  this  woman 
Your  instrument  ?  Her  silence  does  confess  it. 
Here  lies  Cleander  dead,  and  here  the  sword 
Of  false  Lisander,  too  long  cover'd  with 
A  mask  of  seeming  tmth. 

Dor.  And  is  this  all 
The  proof  you  can  allcdge?  Lisander  guilty. 
Or  my  poor  daughter  an  adulteress  ? 
Suppose  that  she  had  changed  discourse  with 
To  whom  she  ow*d  much  more  ?  [on« 

Cal.  Thou  Iwst  thy  ends, 
Wicked  Ciarinda !  {Ske  falls. 

Oiin.  Help !  the  bdy  sinks; 
Malice  hath  kili'd  her. 

Dor.  1  would  have  her  live,  [time 

Since  I  dare  swear  she's  innocent,    'lis  no 
Or  place  to  argue  now  ;  this  cause  must  b* 
Decided  by  the  judge ;  and,  tho'  a  father, 
I  will  deliver  her  into  the  hands 
Of  justice:  If  she  prox  e  true  gold  when  tried. 
She's  mine;  if  not,  with  curses  111  disclaim 

her. 
Take  up  your  part  of  sorrow;  mine  shall  be 
Ready  to  answer  with  her  life  the  fact 
That  she  is  charg'd  with. 

Ber»  Sir,  I  look  upon  you 
As  on  a  father. 

Dor.  With  the  eyes  of  sorrow^ 
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[Exit. 


I  see  you  as  a  brother  «7.  Let  jour  witnesses 
Be  ready. 

Ber.  Tis  my  care. 

Ale.  I  am  for  Lid  ion: 
This  accident,  no  doubt,  will  draw  him  from 
His  hermU*s  life. 

ClarL  Things  yet  go  right ;  persist,  sir. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  LUander  and  Lancelot, 
Lis,  Arc  the  horses  dead  ? 
Lan,  Out-right.     If  you  ride  at  thin  rate, 
You  must  resolve  to  kill  your  two  a-day. 
And  that's  a  large  proportion. 

Lis.  Will  you  please, 
At  any  price,   and  speedily,    to  get  fresh 

ones  ? 
you  know  my  danger,  and  the  penalty 
That  follows  it,  should  I  be  apprehended : 
Your  duty  in  obeying  my  commands 
Will  in  a  better  language  speak  your  service, 
Than  your  unnecessary  and  untimely  care 
Of  rtiy  expence. 
Lan.  I  m  gone,  sir. 
Lis.  In  this  thicket 
I  will  expect  you. — Here  yet  I  have  leisure 
To  call  myself  unto  a  strict  account 
For  my  pass'd  life,  how  vainly  spent !  I  would 
I  stood  no  further  guilty !  but  I  have 
A  heavier  reckoning  to  make  !    This  band. 
Of  late  as  white  as  innocence,  and  unspotted, 
Now  wears  a  purple  colour,  died  in  gore ; 
My  soul  of  the  same  tincture !    Purblind 

passion,  [despair, 

With  flattVing  hopes,  would  keep  me  from 
Pleading  I  was  provok'd  to't ;  but  my  reason. 
Breaking  such  thin  and  weak  defences,  tells 

me, 
I've  done  a  double  murder;  and  for  what  ? 
Was  it  iu  service  of  the  king?  his  edicts 
Command  the  contrary ;  Or  for  my  counti-y  ? 
Her  genius,  like  a  mourning  mother,  answers, 
In  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthes  she  hath  lost 
Two  hopeful  sons,  that  might  have  done  their 

parts  [then.^ 

To  guard  her  from  invasion.   For  what  cause 
To  keep  th'  opinion  of  my  valour  upright 
r  th'  popular  breath;  a  sandy  ground  to 

build  on ! 
Bought  with  the  king's  displrasure,  as  the 

breach  [foits, 

Of  HeavVs  decrees,  the  loss  of  my  true  corn- 
In  parents,  kinsmen,  friends ;  as  the  fruition 
Of  all  that  I  was  born  to,  and  that  sits 
Like  to  a  hill  of  lead  here.     In  my  exile, 
(Never  to  be  repealed,  if  I  escape  so) 
I  have  cut  oft*  all  hopes  ever  to  look  on 


Enter  Lidian,  like  a  hermit. 
Divine  Calistej  from  her  sight  and  converse 
For  ever  banish'd ! 

Lid.  I  should  know  this  voice. 
His  naming  too  my  sister,  whom  Lisander 
Honoured,  but  in  a  noble  way,  assures  mo 
^That  it  can  be  no  other:  I  stand  boynd 
>To  comfort  any  man  I  find  distressed  ; 
But  to  aid  him  that  sav'd  niy  life,  religion 
And  tliank  fulness  command!  and  it  may  be 
High   Providence  for  this  good   end  Iwtk 

brought  him 
Into  my  solitary  walk. — Lisander ! 
Noble  Lisander ! 

Lis.  Whatsoe'er  thou  art. 
That  honourable  attribute  thou  giv'st  me, 
I  can  pretend  no  right  to.  Come  not  near  me; 
I  am  mfectious ;  the  sanctity 
Of  thy  profession  (for  thou  appear'st 
A  rev  Vend  hermit]  if  thou  fly  not  from  me. 
As  from  the  plague  or  leprosy,  can*t    keep 
From  being  polluted.  [thee 

Lid.  Witl)  good  counsel,  sir. 
And  holy  prayers  to  boot,  I  may  cure  you, 
Tho*  both  ways  so  infected.  You  look  wildly,. 
(Peace  to  your  conscience !)  sir,  and  stara 

upon  me. 
As  if  you  never  saw  me :  Hath  my  habit 
Alter'd  my  face  so  much,  that  yet  you  knov 

not 
Your  servant  Lidian  ? 
Lis.  I  am  amnz*d ! 
So  young,  and  so  religious  } 
"     Lid.  I  purpose  [world 

(Heav*n  make  me  thankful  for*t)  to  leave  the 
Vye  made  some  trial  of  my  strengths  in  this 
My  solitary  life ;  and  yet  I  find  not 
A  faintness  to  go  on. 
Lis.  Above  belief ! 
Do  you  inhabit  here? 

Lid.  Mine  own  free  choice,  sir  :  ^ 

I  live  here  poorly,  but  contentedly. 
Because  I  find  enough  to  feed  my  fortunes; 
Indeed  too  much :  These  wild  fields  are  my 

gardens. 
The  crystal  rivers  they  afford  their  waters, 
Aod'grudge  not  their  sweet  streams  to  quench 

afl9ictions;     - 
The  hollow  rocks  their  beds,  which,  tho* 

they're  hard, 
(The  emblems  of  a  doting  lover's  fortune) 
Yet  they  are  quiet;  and  tlie  weary  slumbers 
The  eyes  catch  there,  softer  than  beds  of 

down,  friend ; 
The  birds  my  bell  to  call  me  to  devotions ; 
My  book  the  story  of  my  wand'ring  life, 

«7  I  see  you  as  a  brother.]  i.  e.  as  a  partaker  in  sorrow ^  if  the  place  is  right :  Otherwise^ 
to  make  an  antithesis,  it  ought  to  be, 

'  I  see  you  as  a  son ;' 
Bcronte  having  before  led  the  wiw  by  saying, 

'  I  look  upon  you  as  ^father*        Sympson. 
Admirable  explanation  !— Mr.  Sympson  mii&t  have  forgot  that  Beronte  was  the  brother 
•f  Cleander ;  and  it  is  not  clear  thut  he  remembered  Dorilaus  was  Calista*s/aMcr. 


Act  4.  Scene  1.] 


THE  LOVERS'  PROGRESS. 
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Tn  which  I  find  more  hours  doe  to  repentance 
Than  time  hath  told  me  yet. 
Lis,  Answer  me  truly. 
Ltd,  I  will  do  that  without  a  conjuration. 
JUs.  V  th*  depth  of  meditation,  do  you  not 
Sometimes  think  of  Olinda  ? 

Ldd,  1  endeavour 
To  raze  her  from  my  memory,  as  I  wish 
You  would  do  the  whole  sex ;  for  know,  Li- 
Sander,  F^^' 

The  greatest  curse  brare  man  can  labour  un- 
Is  the  Strong  witchcraft  of  a  woman's  eyes. 
Where  I  find  men,  I  preach  this  doctrine  to 
'era :  [mistress. 

As  youVe  a  scholar,  knowledge  make  your 
The  bidden  **  beauties  of  tlic  Heavens  your 

study ; 
There  shall  you  find  fit  wonder  for  your  faith, 
And  for  your  eye  inimitable  objects  ; 
As  you're  a  profess'd  soldier,  court  your 
honour ;  [tress  I 

Tho'  she  be  stem,  she's  honest,  a  brave  mis- 
The  greater  danger  you  oppose  to  win  her. 
She  shews  tlie  sweeter,  and  rewards  the  no- 
bler; 
'Woman's  best  loves  to  hers  mere  shadows  be, 
For  after  death  she  weds  your  memory. 
These  are  my  contemplations. 

Ias,  lieuv'nly  ones; 
And  in  a  young  man  more  remarkable. 
But  wherefore  do  I  envy,  and  not  tread  in 
This  blessed  track  ?  Here's  in  the  heart  no 

falshood 
To  a  vow'd  friend,  no  quarrels  seconded 
With  challenges,  which,  answer'd  in  defence 
Of  the  word  reputation^  murder  follows. 
A  man  may  here  repent  his  sins,  and  tho' 
His  hand  like  mine  be  stain'd  in  blood,  it  may 
be  [ofi^; 

With  penitence  and  true  contrition  wash'd 
You've  prov'd  it,  Lidian  ? 

Lid.  And  you'll  find  it  true. 
If  you  persevere. 

Lis,  Here  then  ends  my  flight. 
And  here  the  fury  of  the  king  shall  find  me 
Prepar'd  for  Heav'n,  if  I  am  mark'd  to  die 
For  that  I  truly  grieve  for. 

pnter  Friar,  and  Clarange  in  a/riar*s  habit. 

Friar,  Keep  yourself 
Conceal'd;  I  am  instructed. 

Oiara,  How  the  sight 
Of  my  dear  friend  confirms  me ! 

Lis,  What  are  these  ? 

Lid.  Two  reverend  friars ;  one  I  know. 

'Friar,  To  you 
This  journey  is  devoted. 

Idd,  Welcome,  fathe^!  [grounded. 

Friar,  I   know  your  resolution  so   well 
And  your  adieu  unto  the  world  so  constant, 
That  t^io'  I  am  the  unwilling  messenger 
Qf  a  strange  accident  to  try  your  temper, 


It  cannot  shake  you.  Ton  had  Once  s  friend, 
A  noble  friend,  Clarang^. 

Lid.  And  have  stili, 
I  liope,  good  father. 

liiar.  Your  false  hopes  deceive  you  ; 
He*s  dead. 
Lis.  Clarang^  dead  ? 

Friar,  I  buried  him.  flo^** 

Some  said  he  died  of  melancholy,  some  of 
And  of  that  fondness  perished. 
Lid,  Oh,  Clarange! 

Clara    Hast  thou  so  much  brave  nature, 
noble  Lidian, 
So  tenderly  to  love  thy  rival's  memory  ? 
The  bod  Lisander  weeps  too. 

Friar.  {  expected 
That  you  would  bear  this  better. 

Lid.  I'm  a  man,  sir, 
And,  my  arcat  loss  weigh'd  duly— — • 

Friar.  11  is  last  words  wore, 
Aftcrronft'ssion,  *  Livelong,  dear  Lidian, 
*  Possess "d  of  all  thy  wishes ! '     And  of  me 
He  did  desire,  bathing  my  hand  with  tears, 
Tiiat  with  my   best  care  1  should  seek  and 
find  you,  [you, 

And  from  his  dying  mouth  prevail  so  with 
That  you  a  while  should  leave  your  hcrmit'c 

strictness, 
And  on  his  monument  pay  a  tear  or  two. 
To  witness  how  you  lov'd  him. 

Ltd.  Oh,  my  heart!  [not 

To  wimess  how  1  lov'd  him?  'Would  he  had 
Led  me  unto  his  grave,  but  sacnfic'd 
His  sorrows  upon  mine.  He  was  my  friend. 
My  noble  friend  ;  I  will  bewail  his  ashes. 
His  fortunes  and  poor  mine  were  born  to- 
gether, .  [him, 
And  I  will  weep  'cm  both:  I  will  kneel  by 
And  on  his  hallow 'd  earth  do  my  last  duties 
I'll  gather  all  the  pride  of  sprmg  to  deck  him ; 
Woodbines  shall  grow  upon  hishunour'dgrave, 
And,  as  they  prosper,    cla^p  to  shew,  our 

friendship. 
And,  when  they  wither,  I'll  die  too. 

Clara,  Who  would  not 
Desire  to  die,  to  be  bewaii'd  thus  nobly  ? 
Fniar.  There  is  a  legacy  he  hath  bequeath'd 
you; 
But  of  what  value  I  must  not  discover, 
Until  those  rites  and  pious  ceremonies 
Are  duly  tender'd. 

Lid.  I'm  too  full  of  sorrow 
To  be  inquisitive. 

Lis.  To  think  of  his, 
I  do  forget  mine  own  woes. 

Enter  AicidoH» 
Ale,  Graze  thy  fill,  now 
Tir  hast  done  thy  business.    Ha!  who  havt 

we  here? 
Lisander?  Lidian?  and  two  rev'rend  friars? 
What  a  strange  scene  of  sorrow  is  express'd 


'  yAc  bidden  beauties.]  Hidden,  ».  e.  unobserved  before.        Si/mpson, 


«r« 


THE  IjOVERS'  progress. 


[Act  4.  Scene^l* 


In  different  posturety  in  their  looks  and  sta- 
tion ! 
A  common  painter  eying  these,  to  help 
His  dull  invention,  might  draw  to  the  life 
The  living  sons  of  Priam,  as  they  stood 
On  the  pale  walls  of  Troy,  when  Hector  fell 
ynder  Achilles'  spear.     I  codde  too  late ; 
My  horse,  tho*  good  and  strong,  mov*d  like 

a  tortoise: 
HI  news  had  wings,  and  hath  got  here  be- 
fore me. 
All  Pythagoreans?  not  a  word**? 

Ud.  Oh,  Alcidon! 
Deep  rivers  with  soft  murmurs  glide  along, 
The  shallow  roar.    Clarang^ ! 

Im,  Cloridon! 
Chrysanthcs !  Spare  my  grief,  and  apprehend 
What  I  should  speak. 

Ale   Their  fates  I  have  long  since 
For  your  sake  mourn'd:  Clarangb's  death 
(for  so  [not . 

Your  silence  doth  confirm)  till  now  I  heard 
Are  these  tlie  bounds  tliat  are  prescribed  unto 
The  swelling  seas  of  sorrow  ? 

Im,  The  bounds,  Alcidon  so?  [ters. 

Can  all  the  winds  of  mischief  from  all  quar- 
Euphrates,  Ganges,  Tigris,  Volga,  Po, 
Faying  at  once  their  tribute  to  this  ocean, 
Make  it  swell  hi^^her?  Fm  a  murderer. 
Banished,  proscribed :  Is  there  aught  else  that 
Be  added  to  it?  [can 

Lid.  1  have  lost  a  friend, 
Priz*d  dearer  than  my  being,  and  he  dead. 
My  miseries''  at  the  height  contemn  the  worst 
Of  Fortune's  malice. 

AU,  How  our  human  weakness,  [us 

Grown  desperate  from  small  disasters,  makes 
Imagine  them  a  period  to  our  sorrows, 
When  the  first  syllable  of  greater  woes 
Is  not  yet  written ! 

Lid.  How? 

Im,  Speak  it  at  large:  [tious 

Since  grief  must  break  my  heart,  I  am  ambi- 
It  should  be  exquisite. 

Ale.  It  must  be  told ; 
Yet,  ere  yon  hear  it,  with  all  care  put  on 
The  surest  armour,  anvill'd  in  the  shop 


Of  passive  Fortitude.    The  good  CleaDder, 
Your  friend,  is  murder'd. 

Lx$.  Tis  a  terrible  pang. 
And  yet  it  wilt  not  do;  I  live  yet.    Act  not 
The  torturer's  part ;.  if  that  there  be  a  blow 
Beyond  this,  give  it,  and  at  once  dispatch 
me. 

Alc»  Your  sword,  d3red  in  his  heart-blood, 
was  found  near  him ; 
Your  private  conference  at  midnight  urg'd 
With  fair  Calista;  which  by  her,  whose  pure 

truth 
Would  never  learn  to  tell  a  lie,  being  granted. 
She  by  enrag'd  Beronte  is  accusM 
Of  murder  and  adultery,  and  you 
(However  I  dare  swear  it  false)  concluded 
Her  principal  agent.    . 

Lid.  Wave  upon  wave  rolls  o'er,  me  ! 
My  sister !  my  dear  sister  I 

Clara.  Hold,  great  heart ! 

Friar,  Tear  open  his  doublet. 

Lis.  Is  this  wound  too  narrow 
For  my  life  to  get  out  at?  Bring  me  to 
A*  cannon  loaded,  and  some  pitying  friend 
Give  fire  unto  it,  while  I  nail  my  breast 
Unto  his  thund'ring  month,  that  m  the  instant 
I  may  be  piece-peal  torn,  and  blown  so  far 
As  not  one  joint  of  my  dismember'd  limbs 
May  ever  be,  by  search  of  man,  found  out. 
Cleander !  Yet  why  name  I  him  ?  However 
His  fall  deserv'd  an  earthquake,  if  conipar'd 
With  what  true  honour  in  Calista  suffers. 
Is  of  no  moment.  My  good  angel,  keep  me 
From  blasphemy,^  and  strike' me  dumb,  be^ 

fore, 
I'  th'  agony  of  my  spirk,  I  do  accuse 
The  pow'rs  above,  for  their  unjust  permission 
Of  virtue,  innocent  virtue,  to  be  branded 
With  the  least  vicious  mark  1 

Clara.  I  never  saw 
A  man  so  far  transported. 

Ale.  Give  it  way ; 
Tis  now  no  time  to  stop  it. 

Enter  Lancelots 
Lan.  Sir,  I've  bought 
Fresh  horses ;  and,  as  you  respect  your  life. 


«  All  Pythagoreans  9  not  a  word  f]  Alluding  to  the  five  years'  silence  enjoined  by  Pytha- 
goras  to  his  disciples,  before  they  were  admitted  to  his  conversation,  or,  as  some  say,  eveiv 
to  the  sight  of  him.        R,  .  «,  *     • 

The  same  expression  occurs  in  Ben  Jonson's  Silent  Woman,  on  the  entrance  ol    Trnewit 
to  Morose  :  '  Fishes?  Pythugoream  f '  alluding  to  their  muteness  and  taciturnity. 

*> The  bounds,  Alcidon  ^ 

Can  all  the  winds  of' mischief  from  all  quarters^ 

Euphrates^  Ganges,  Tigris,  Volga,  to,  y,        r  j 

Paying  at  once  their  tribute  to  this  ocean.']  Mr.  Seward  wishes  to  rend  foods  for  winds; 

which  MrJympson  does  not  agree  to,  but  puts  the  two  last  lines  in  a  parenthesis.  We  think 

the  passage  requires  no  assistance,  and  that  the  simple  sense  is,  *  neither  winds  nor  waters 

can  add  to  this  sea  of  calamity.*     ^ 

»»  My  misery's  at  the  height  contemn,  &c.J  So  first  folio.    Second  reads,  miseries.  Octavo 

Irso, 

'  <  and  he  dead, 

*  My  misery  at  th'  height,  contemn  the  worst,'  &c. 
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Speed iiy  back  'em ;  the  archers  of  the  king's 

guitfd 
Are  every  wrhere  in  quest  of  you. 

Lit.  >ly  Hie?  [Strike$  Lancelot. 

^erisib  alt  such  with  thee  that  wish  it  longer ! 
Let  it  but  clear  Caiista's  innocence, 
And  Nestor*s  a^e  to  mine  was  youth.  V\\  fly 
To  meet  the  rage  of  luy  incensed  kin(;. 
And  wish  hx%  favourite's  gliost  appear'd  in 

flames. 
To  uri»e  bim  to  re%*cnge.  I^t  all  the  tortures 
That  tyranny  e*er  found  out  circle  me, 
Provided  Justicv  set  Calista  free ! 


Ak.  I*U  follow  him. 

[Exeunt  Lis.  Alci  uiid  Lan. 

Lid,  Fm  routed  here* 

Friar.  Kciiiembei'  [dangers^ 

Your  dear  friefid's  last  request,  your  sister's 
With  th'  aids  that  you  may  lend  her. 

LiJt  *Pray  you  support  me; 
My  legs  deny  their  otfice. 

CCtra.  I  grow  still 
Further  engag'd  unto  his  matchless  virtues  $ 
And  I  am  dead  indeed,  until  I  pay 
The  debt  I, owe  him  in  a  noble  way. 


ACT   \\ 


SCENE  r. 

tlnter  DoriLitu  and  Servant. 


Dor.  'y IIOU  hast  him  safe  ?  [him  i 

*    Serv.  As  fabt  as  locks  can  malfe 

He  must  break  tbre'  three  doors,  and  cut  the 

throats 
Of  ten  tall  fellows,  if  that  he  escape  us. 
Besides,  as  far  as  (  can  apprehend, 
lie  hath  no  such  intentions^,  for  his  looks 
Are  full  of  penitence. 

Dor,  Trust  not  a  knave's  looks; 
They're  like  a  whore's  oaths.     How  does  my 

poor  (laughter 
firook  her  restraint  ? 

Serv.  With  such  a  resolution 
As  well  becomes  your  lordship's  child.    . 

[Knotk  within. 
Dor.  Who's  that? 

Enter  Lemure, 

Serv.  Monsieur  Lemure. 

Dor.  This  is  u  special  favour, 
And  may  stand  an  example  in  the  court 
For  courtesy:  It  is  the  client's  duty 
To  wait  upon  his  pntron ;  you  prevent  me, 
Tliat  am  your  humble  suitor. 

J^m.  My  near  place 
About  the  king,  tho*  it  swell  others,  cannot 
Make  me  torget  your  worth  and  aj^e,  which 
may  [sorry 

Challenge  much  more  respect^  And  I  am 
That  my  endeavours  for  you  have  not  met 

with 
T'.ft  good  success  I  wish'd ;  I  mov'd  the  king 
With  |ny  best  advantage,   both  of  time  and 
I'  th'  favour  of  your  diiughter.  [place, 

Dor.  How  d*  you  tind 
His  majesty  affected  ? 

Lem    Not  to  be  * 

Sway'd  from  the  rigour  of  the  law ;  yet  so  far 
Th*?  rarity  o'  th' cause  both  won  upon  him. 
That  he  resolves  to  have  in  his  own  [irrson 
The  hearifjg  oft;  her  trial  will  be  noble, 


And  to  my  utmost  sfrengkh,  where  t  diajf 

serve  her, 
My  aids  shall  not  be  wanting. 

Dor.  Fm  your  servant. 

Lem.  One  tvord  moret    If  you  love  Li>* 

,    sandei's  hfe, 
Advise  hini,  as  he  tenders  it,  to  keep 
()ut  of  the  way;  if  he  be  apprehended. 
This  city  cannot  ransom  him.    So,  good  mor-» 

,/"^^-*  [Exit. 

Dtjr.  All  happmess  attend  you  I  Go  thy 

^M     '^'*>"»  [sake, 

1  hou  habt  a  clear  and  noble  sonl.     For  thy 
1*11  hold  that  man  mine  enemy,  who  dares 
mutter  [moves, 

The  court  is  not  the  sphere  where  Virtu* 
Humanity  and  Nobleness  waiting  on  her. 

tSiter  Servant. 
Serv.  Two  gentlcHjen  (but  what  they  are 
I  know  not, 
Thrir  faces  are  so  muffled)  press  to  see  yo^ 
And  wi'l  not  be  denied. 

Do7\  Whate'er  they  are, 
I  atn  too  old  to  fear. 

Se/D.  They  need  no  ubhcr  J 
They  make  their  own  way* 

Enter  LUander  and  Alcidm: 
Dor.  Take  you  yours.— Lisander! 
__    .  \Exit  Servant* 

My  joy  to  see  you,  and  ray  sorrow  for 
The  daturer  you  are  in,  contcud  so  here, 
(Tlio'  different  pas8ionii«  nay,  oppos'd  in  na- 
I  know  not  which  to  entertain.  [ture) 

Lis.  Your  hate  ["ti^g 

Should  win  the  victory  from  both:  With  jus* 
You  may  look  on  meas  a  homicide, 
A  man  whose  life  is  forfeited  to  th'  law; 
Hut  if,  howe'er  I  stand  accus'd,  in  thought 
f  sinn'd  against  CIcander's  life,  or  live*^ 
Guilty  of  the  dishonour  of  your  daughter, 
May  all  the  miseries  that  can  fall  on  uma 
Here,  or  hereafter,  circle  me  J 


t*  No  such  invention.]  Mr.  Seward  eoucurred  with  roe  in  the  present  altcratiyn.  Symoton, 
Vol.  JJ.  a  N  *^  ^ 
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[Act  5.  Scene.  1. 


Dor.  To  m« 
Tlris  protestAtion's  nselcss ;  I  embrace  you, 
As  the  preserver  ot*  my  liFe>  the  man 
To  it!mra  my  son  owes  his;  with  life,  his 

•    hdiTonr: 
And  howiO'iever  yotir  nffection 
To  my  unhappy  flatiirhter,  tho*  it  were 
(For  I  have  sifted  her)  in  a  noble  way, 
Ilath  printed  some  taint  on  het"  fame,  and 

brought 
Her  li fe  in  question ;  yet  I  would  not  purchase 
The  wishM  recxtvery  of  her  reputation, 
With  stronj?  assurance  of  her  mnocence 
Before  the  king  her  judge,  with  cprtain  loss 
Of  my  Lisander,  for  Wfiose  Iife»,  if  found. 
There's  no  redemption :  My  excess  of  love 
(Tho*  to  enjoy  you  one  short  day  would 

lengthen 
My  life  a  dozen  years)  boldly  commands  me, 
Upon  my  knees,  which  yet  were  never  bent 
But  to  the  king  and  Heaven,  to  entreat  you 
To  fly  hence  with  all  possible  speed,  and  leave 
Calista  to  her  fortune. 

'La.  Oh,  bless'd  saints ! 
Forsake  her  in  affliction?  Can  you 
Be  so  unnatural  to  your  own  blood. 
To  one  so  well  deserving,  as  to  value 
My  safety  before  hers  ?  Shall  innocence 
In  her  be  branded,  and  my  guilt  escape 
Unpunish*d  ?  "Docs  she  suffer  so  much  for  me. 
For  me  unworthy,  and  shall  I  decline 
tlating  the  bitter  bread  of  banishment, 
The  course  of  justice,  to  draw  out  a  life? 
A  life?  I  stile  it  false,  a  living  death, 
Which  being  uncompelFd  laid  down,   will 

clear  her. 
And  write  her  name  anew  in  the  fair  legend 
Of  the  best  women.  Seek  not  to  dissuade 
I  will  not,  like  a  careless  poet,  spoil  f  me  ! 
The  last  act  of  my  play*  'till  now  applauded, 
By  giving  the  world  just  cause  to  say  I  fear*d 
Death,  more  than  loss  of  hononr. 

Dor.  But  suppose 
Heav'n  hath  designed  some  other  saving  means  ] 
For  her  deliv*rance  ? 

Lis.  Other  means?  That  is 
A  mischief  above  all  I  have  groan'd  under  : 
Shall  any  other  pay  my  debt,  while  I 
Write  myself  bankrupt  ?  or  Calista  owe    • 
The  least  bcholdingncss  for  that  whicli  she, 
On  all  the  bonds  of  gratitude  I've  scal'd  to, 
May  challenge  from  me  to  be  freely  tender'd  ? . 
Avert  it,  mercy !  Til  go  to  my  grave  • 

Without  the  curses  of  ray  creditors; 
ril  vindicate  her  fair  came,  ard  so  caacel 
My  obligation  to  her  :  To  the  king, 
To  whom  I  stand  accountable  for  the  loss 


Of  two  of  his  lov'd  subjects'  liyes^  I'll  oflfer 

Mine  own  in  satisfaction ;  to  Heav'n 

I'll  pay  my  true  repentance;  to  the  time* 

Present,  and  future,  FU  be  register'd 

A  memorable  precedent  to  admonish 

Others,  howe\-er  valiant,  not  to  ti-ust 

To  t\t£'ir  abtsitles  to  dare  and  do ; 

And  much  less  for  tho  airy  words  of  honour, 

And  false-*tam^*d  reputation,  to  shake  off 

The  chains  of  tlieir  religion  and  allegiance. 

The  principal  means  appointed  to  prefer 

Societies  and  kingdoms »4.  [Exit, 

Dor.  Let's  not  leave  hitn ; 
His  mind's  much  troubled. 

Ale,  Were  your  daughter  free, 
(Since  from  her  dangers  his  distraction  rises) 
His  cause  is  not  so  desperate  for  the  slaughter 
Of  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthes,  but  it  roav 
Find  passage  to  the  mercy  of  the  king,  [him 
The  motives  urg'd  in  his  defence,  that  forc*(i 
To  act  that  bloody  scene. 

Dor.  Heav'n  can  send  aids. 
When  they  are  least  expected.  Let  us  walk  : 
The  hour  of  trial  draws  near. 

Mc,  May  it  end  well !  [Exeiint, 

Enter  Olinda  and  Lidian. 

Oliiu  That  for  my  love  you  sliould  turn 
hermit,  Lidian, 
As  much  amazes  me  as  your  report 
Clarangfe's  dead. 

Lid,  lie  is  so,  and  all  comforts    [buried  ; 
My  youth  can  hope  for,  madam,  with  him 
Nor  had  I  ever  left  my  cell,  but  that 
He  did  enjoin  mc  at  his  death  to  shed 
Some  tears  of  friendship  on  his  monument; 
And  those  last  rites  performed,  he  did  be- 
queath you. 
As  the  best  legacy  a  friend  could  give, 
Or  I  indeed  could  wish,  to  my  embraces. 

Olin,  'Tis  still  more  strange;  is  there  bo 
foul  play  in  it  ? 
I  must  confess  I  am  not  sorry,  sir, 
For  your  fair  fortune  ;  yet  'tis  fit  I  grieve 
The  most  untimely  death  of  such  agentleman ; 
He  was  my  worthy  servant. 

Lid,  And  for  this 
Acknowledgment,  if  I  could  prize  you  at 
A  higher  rate,!  should;  he  was  my  friend. 
My  dearest  friend. 

OUn.  ^ut  how  should  I  be  assur'd,  sir, 
(For  slow  belief  is  the  best  friend  of  truth) 
Of  this  gentleman's  death  ?  If  J  should  credit 
Atid  afterward  it  fail  out  contrary,  [it. 

How  am  I  sham*d !  how  is  your  virtue  tainted ! 

Lid.  There  is  a  fnar  that  came  along  with 
His  business,  to  deliver  you  a  letter         [mc. 


33  Tor  whole  lifc^  if  found.']  Whose  is  tlie  right  reading,  the  other  a  manifest  error  of  die 
press.        Sifwpson. 

Both  folios  read  whose  ! ! ! 

fl4  — appointed  to  prefer 

Societieiy  &c.]  The  Editors  of  1750  think  it  probable  we  should  read  prcserre  insteml 
of  prefer.  We  do  not  conceive  any  vaiiation  necessary,  prefer  meaning  PROMCIK  the  in- 
terest  and  veifare  ofsociftics  and  kingdms. 
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From  dead  Claraog^ 

tcstiuiony. 

Father !  luy  reverend  father  '  Look  upon  him; 
Sucb  holy  men  are  authors  of  no  fables. 

Enter  Clarange  and  Friar, 
Olin,  They  should  not  be ;  their  lives  and 
their  opinions. 
Like  brigittest  purest  flames,  should  stiU  burn 

upward:}. 
To  me,  s.r  ? '  [ClaroTige  deiivert  a  leiter. 

Ciara,  If  you  are  tlie  fair  Oiinda. 
Friar.  J  jo  not  like  these  cross  points. 
Ciitra.  Give  ine  leave ; 
I'm  uear<  6t  to  my^lf :  What  I  )iave  plotted 
Shall  be  pursu'd ;  you  must  not  over-rule  uic. 
Olin.  D'you  put  ttie  first  hand   to  your 
own  undoing  ?  ^ 
Play  to  betray  your  game?  Mark  but  this 

letter! 
'  Lady,  j'm  coine  to  claim  your  noble  promise : 

[Reads. 

*  If  you  be  mistress  of  your  word,  youVe 

mine ; 

*  I'm  last  returned.  Your  riddle  isdissolv'cl  35, 
'  And  I  attend  your  faith.  Your  humble  ser- 
vant, Clarange.' 

Is  this  the  friar  that  saw  him  dead  ? 

Ud.  'Tishe; 
Clarang^,  on  my  life !  I  am  defeated! 
$t:ch  reverend  habits  juggle?  my  true  sorrow 
For  a  false  friend,  not  worth  a  tear,  derided  ? 

Friar.  You  have  abus'd  my  trust. 

0/in.  It  is  not  well, 
Nor  like  a  gentleman. 

Ciara.  All  stratagems 
In  love,  and  thnt  ttie  sliarpcst  war,  are  lawful. 
By  your  example,  I  did  chanae  my  habit. 
Caught  you  in  your  own  toil,  and  triumph 

in  it; 
And  what  by  policy's  got,  I  will  maintain 
With  valour !  No  Lisander  shall  come  in 
Again  to  fetch  you  olF. 

Lid,  His  honoured  name, 
PronouncVl  by  sucJi  a  treacherous  tongue,  is 

tainted. 
Maintain  thy  treason  with  thy  sword?  With 

what 
Contempt  I  hear  it !  in  a  wilderness 
1  durst  encounter  it,  and  would,  but  that 
In  ray  retired  hours,/not  counterfeited 
As  thy  religious  shape  was)  I  have  learn 'd, 
When  justice  may  determine,  such  a  cause^ 
And  of  such  weight,  as  this  fair  lady  is, 
Mnsc  not  be  put  tr>  Fortune.     I  appeal 
Unto  tlie  king;  and  he  whose  wisdom  knows 
To  do  his  subjects  right  in  their  estates. 
As  graciously  with  judgment  will  determine 
In  point«{  of  honour. 

Olin.  I'll  steer  the  same  course  with  you, 

CUira.  I'll  stand  the  trial. 


Friar,  What  have  you  done?  or  \vhat 
Intend  you? 
CiaTu>  Ask  not;  FU  come  off  witlihonouc- 

[Ereuni. 

Enter  Bcronte,  Clarinda,  Afal/ori;  a  bar  set 
forlU,  Ojfuers, 

Ber,  Be  constant  in  your  proofs:  Should 
you  shrink  hs^ck  now, 
Your  life  must  answer  it;  nor  am  I  safe, 
My  honour  beini?  engaged  to  make  that  good  . 
Wiiich  you  utikm. 

Clari.  I  'm  confident,  so  dearly 
I  honoured  my  dead  lord,  that  no  respect, 
Or  of  my  lady's  bounties,  (which  were  great 

ones, 
I  must  confess)  nor  of  her  former  life,  [her) 
^For  while  that  she  was  chaste,  indeed  1  lov'd 
bhall  hinder  me  from  lending  my  assistance 
Unto  your  just  revenge — mine  uwn  I  uican.— 

[Aiide. 
If  Leon  keep  far  off  enough,  all's  secure: 
Lisander  <lares  not  come  in ;  modest  blushes 
Parted  with  me  long  since,  and  impudence, 
Arm'd  with  my  hute  uuto  her  innocence, 
Shall  be  the  weapon  I  will  fight  with  now* 

Ber.  The  rack 
Being  presented  to  you,  you'll  roar  out 
What  you  conceal  yet. 

Mtttf.  Conceal?  I  know  nothing 
But  that  I  shall  be  hang'd,  and  that  i  look  for: 
It  is  my  destiny;  I  ever  had 
A  hanging  look ;  and  a  wise  woman  told  raOy 
Tho'  I  had  not  the  hciirt  to  do  a  deed 
Worthy  the  halter,  in  my  youtli  or  age, 
I  should  take  a  turn  witu  a  wry  mouth;  and 
now  [ballad 

Tis  come  about.     I  have  penn'd  mine  own 
Before  my  condemnatitm,  m  fear 
Some  rhimer  should  prevent  me. — Here's  my 
lady :  [hence, 

'Would  i  were  in  Heaven,  or  a  thousand  miles 
That  I  might  not  blush  to  look  uu  her! 

Enter  Doriiaus,  Calista,  and  Olindd» 

Dor.  You 
BchoM  tliis  preparation,  and  the  enemies 
Who  are  to  fii^ht  against  your  life;  yet  if 
You  bring-no  wituf^ss  here,  that  may  convince 
yyu  [liold  up 

Of  brctvch  of- faith  to  your  lord's  bed,  aud 
Unspotted  hands  before  tlie  kipg,  this  trial 
You  sire  to  undcrgQ  will  but  refine, 
And  not  consume,  your  hgnouf. 

Col,  Hpw  co»  firm'd 
I  am  here,  whatsoever  fate  falls  on  me,    - 
You  shall  have  ample  testinu)ny.     'iill  thi 

death 
Of  my  dear  lord  (to  whose  sad  mcn^ory 
I  pay  a  mourning  widow^  tears)  i  liv*d 
Too  happy  in  my  holiday  tran  of  glory. 


M  Your  riddle  is  Dissolv'd.]  This  confirms,  we  apprehend,  the  conjecture  offered  in  p.  ^57. 
But  should  uot  we  read  here,  • 

*  i your  riddle  is  RESolv'd.^ 

2N8 
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THE  IX)VERS'  PROGRESS- 


[Acta.  Scene  !• 


For  many  years  her  servant ;  she  bath  ukc«, 
Her  oath  in  court.     Come  forward ! 

Kin^,  By  ray  crown, 
A  lying  face ! 

Clari,  I  swore,  sir,  for  the  King ; 
And  if  you  are  the  party,  as  I  do 
Believe  you  are,  (for  you  have  a  good  face» 
However  mine  appears)  sweJiring  for  you,  sir, 
I  ous^ht  to  have  my  uath  pass. 

King.  Impudent  too  ? 
Well,  what  hhve  you  sworn  ? 

Clari.  That  this  lady  wns 
A  goodly  tempting  lady,  as  she  is :       [vnnt^ 
How  thinks  your  majesty?    And  I  her- eer- 
Hor  officer,  as  one  would  say«  and  tn*&ted 
With  her  closest  cliambw-service;  that  Li- 
sa ndcr  ' 
Whs  a  fine>timberM  gentleman,  and  active  ; 
That  he  could  do  fine  gam  hois 
To  make  a  lady  merry ;  that  this  pair, 
A  very  ((»v>ng  couple,  mutually 
Afftcted  one  anotlier :  So  much  for  them,  sir  J 
That  I,    a  simple   waiting-woman,   having 

taken 
My  bodily  onth,  the  first  night  of  admittance 
Into  her  ladyship's  service,  on  her  slippers, 
(That  was  the  book)  to  serve  her  will  in  all 

things. 
And  to  know  no  religion  but  her  pleasure, 
(Tis  not  yet  out  of  fashion  witb  some  ladies) 
That  r,  as  th.e  premises  shew,  being  com-» 

maiided 
To  do  my  function,  in  conveyance  of 
Lisander  to  her  chamber,  (my  lord  absent. 
On  a  pretended  sickness)  did  the  feat, 
CIt  cannot  be  denied)  and  at  dead  midnight 
Left  'cm  together:  What  they  did,  some  hero 
Can  easily  imagine.     1  iiavc  said,  sir. 

J)or.  The  devir^  oratrix  ! 

King,  Then  you  confess 
You  wer^  her  bawd? 

Ciuri.  That's  coarse ;  her  aucnt,  sir. 

King.  So,  goody  Agent!    And  you  think 
there  is 
No  punishment  due  for  vour  agentship  ? 

Ciari.  Let  her  sutfer  hrst, 
P»eing  my  iWtter,  t\vr  adultery, 
And  ril  endure  the  mulct  imposed  on  bawds,^ 
Call  it  bv  the  worst  name. 

Ctf/.  Live  I  to  hear  this? 

King.  Take  her  aside.    Your  answer  fci 
this,  lady. 

Cai.  Hcav'n  grant  roe  patience  !     To  be 

thus  confronted 

(Oh,  pardon,  rov*tl  sir,  a  woman's  passion  !) 

By  one  (and  this  the  worst  of  my  misfortunes) 

That  was  my  slave,  but  iiever  to  such  euds^ 

sir.. 
Would  give  a  statue  motion  into  fiiry. 

^  Courted  zcith  fclicihf."]  Tho  whole  sense  of  the  ptvss^e  calls  maaifestly  for  a  chaoge  of» 
'  Courted  \%  i  th  fc  I  ic  i  i  y  ' 
Into*  Sported  with  feliciry.*  Sj/mptoni 

'  Courted  with  felicity  '  is  here  used  (ratlier  licentiously)  for  'courted  h^  felicity,'  glvc«i 
yery  gooc^  senie^^  and  ciUis  for  no  chau^«. 


And  co'jHed  with  felicity  '*;  that  drew  on  me. 
With  other  helps  of  nature,  as  of  fortune, 
The  envy,  not  the  love,  of  most  that  knew 

me; 
This  made  me  to  presume  too  much,  perhaps 
Too  proud;  but  I  am  humbled:  And  if  now 
I  do  make  it  apparent,  I  ran  bear 
Adversity  with  such  a  constant  patience 
As  will  set  off  my  innocence,  I  hope,  sir. 
In  your  declining  age,  when  1  should  live 
A  comfort  to  you,  you  shall  have  no  cause, 
Howe'er  I  stand  accus'd,  to  hold  your  honour 
Shipwreck'd  in  such  a  daughter. 

0/iVi.  Oh,  best  friend  ! 
My  honour's  at  the  stake  too;  for*— — 

Dor.  Be  silent; 
The  king! 

Enter  King,  Lemure,  and  AttcndauU. 

Lefn,  Sir,  if  you  please  to  look  upon 
The  prisoner,  and  the  many  services 
Her  father  hath  done  for  you—— 

Kitig,  We  must  look  on  [holding. 

The  cause,  and  not  the  persons.     Vet  be- 
With  an  impartial  eye,  th' excelling  beauties 
Of  this  fair  lady,  (which  we  did  believe 
Upon  report,  but  till  now  never  saw  Vra) 
It  moves  a  strange  kind  of  compassion  in  me. 
Let  us  survey  you  nearer !  She's  a  book 
To  be  with  care  perus'd ;  and  'tismv  wonder. 
If  such  mishapcn  guebts  as  Lust  and  iVlurder, 
At  any  price,^should  ever  iind  a  lodging 
In  such  a  beauteous  inn  I  JViistakens  not; 
Tho*  we  admire  the  outward  structure,  if 
The  rooms  be  foul  within,  expect  no  favour. 
I  were  no  man,  if  I  could  look  on  brauty 
Distress'd,  without  some  pity;  but  no  kmg, 
If  any  superficial  gloss  of  feature  [tice. 

Could  work  me  to  dcclire  the  course  ot  jusr 
But  to  the  cause,  Ciwmocr's  aeuth !  what 

proofs 
Can  you  produce  against  her  ? 

Bcr..  iioyal  sir,  [build 

Touching  that  point,  my  brother's  death,  we 
On  suppositmilJs 

Ki?tg.  Suppositions?  how? 
Is  such  a  lady,  sir,  to  be  condcmn'd 
On  8uppoj>inonsr 

Bcr.  They're  well-grounded,  sir; 
And  if  we  make  it  evident  she's  guilty  [tery, 
or  the  first  crime  we  charge  her  with,  Adul- 
That  heinj;  the  parent,  it  may  find  belief 
That  murder  was  the  issue. 

King.  We  allow 
It  may  be  so  ;  but  that  it  may  be,  must  not 
Infer  a  nccesssiry  consequence 
IVj  cast  away  a  lady's  life.     What  witnesses 
To  niuke  this  good  ? 

Ber.  The  principal,  this  wojnan, 
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Let  my  past  life,  my  fictions,  nay  intentions, 

Be  by  my  grand  accnser  justly  ccnsup'd, 

(For  herl  scorn  to  answer)  and  if  they 

Yield  ant  probability  of  truth 

lu  that  she  urges,  then  I  will  (Confess 

A  guilty  cause.    The  people's  voice,  which  is 

The  voice  of  truth,  mf  husband's  tentlerness 

In  his  affection  to  me,  (that,  no  dotage, 

But  a  reward  of  humbleness)  the  friendship 

£cho'd  thro'  Frauce  betiveen  him  and  Ji- 

sander,  *  [sence, 

All  make  auainst  her.     For  him  in  his  ab- 
( Whatever  imputation  it  draw  on  me)     [mc, 
I  must  ttike  leave  to  speak :  'Tistme,  helov'd 
But  ncit  iu  such  a  wanton  way;  his  reason 
Master*d  his  passions:  I  ^rnnt  1  had 
At  niidnluht  coiirrence  with  him ;  but  if  he 
Ever  receiv'd  a  further  favour  from  mc 
Than  what  a  sister  mis^ht  jjive  to  a  brother. 
May  I  sink  quick !  And  thus  much,  (did  he 

know 
The  shanio  I  suflfer  for  him,  with  the  loss 
Of  his  life  for  appeariug)  on  my  sou(y 
He  would  maintain. 

Enter  LisanJer  and  Jlcidon. 

Lit.  And  will,  thou  clear  example 
Of  women's  purcncss ! 

Kinf!.  Tho'  we  hold  her  such. 
Thou  hast  expressed  thyself  a  desp'rate  fool, 
To  thrust  thy  head  iuto  the  lion'd  jaws, 
The  ju*»tice  of  thy  kin^. 

Lis.  1  came  prepar*d  for't, 
And  offer  up  a  guilty  life  to  clear  [to ; 

Her  innoi^euce  :  The  oath  she  took,  I  swear 
And  for  Cleander's  death,  to  pur^^e  myself 
From  any  colour  malice  can  paint  on  me, 
Or  that  she  had  a  hand  in*t,  I  can  prove 
That  fatal  ni^ht  when  he  in V own  iiouse  fell, 
And  many  days  before,  I  was  distant  from  it 
A  long  day's  journey. 

C/ari,  i  am  caugiit.  [Aside. 

her.  If  so. 
How  came  your  sword  into  this  steward's 
Stand  forth.  [hands? 

Ma{f  I  have  heard  nothing  that  you  spake : 
I  know  I  must  die;  and  what  kind  of  death 
'Pmy  you  resolve  me ;  I  shall  go  away  else 
Iu  a  qualm ;  I'm  very  faint. 

Enter  Leon,  Servants^  and  Guard, 

King.  Ctirry  him  off; 
His  fear  will  kill  him.         ^Malf.  carried  off. 

Dor.  Sir,  'twas  my  ambition. 
My  daughter's  reputation  being  wounded 
T  th'  general  opinion,  to  have  it 
Cur'd  by  a  public  trial;  I  had  else 
Forborne  your  majesty's  trouble.     I'll  bring 

forth 
Cleander's  murderer ;  in  a  wood  I  heard  him, 
As  I  rode  sadly  by,  unto  himself,  [none, 

With  some  compunction,  tho*  this  devij  had 
xLamLUt  what  he  had  done,  cursing  her  lust 
That  drew  him  to  that  bloody  fact. 

Leon.  To  lessen 


The  foulness  of  it,  (for  which  I  know  justly 
I  am  to  suffer)  and  with  my  last  breath 
To  free  (these  innocents,  I  do  confess  ail, 
Thi^  wicked  woman  only  fruiity  with  me. 

Cfuri.  Is'tcome  to  this?  Thou  puling  ro<!ue ! 
die  th(m  [law* 

With  prayers  in  thy  month  ;  I'll  curse  the 
By  which  1  suffer!  All  I  grieve  foris. 
That  I  die  unreveng'd. 

Leon.  But  one  word  more,  sir. 
And  I  have  done  :  I  was  by  accident  where 
Lisandcr  met  with  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthes^ 
Was  an  car-witness  when  he  sought  for  peace. 
Nay,  bej^g'd  it  upon  colder  terms  than  can 
AlmoMt  tind  credit,  his  past  deeds  considered ; 
But  they,  deaf  to  his  reasojis,  severally 
Assaulted  him;  but  such  was  his  good  fortune^ 
That  both  fell  under  it.  Upon  my  death 
f  take  it  uncompeird,  that  they  were' guilty 
Of  their  own  violent  ends ;  and  he,  against 
His  will,  the  instrument. 

Ah.  This  I  will  swear  too; 
For  I  was  not  far  off. 

Dor.  They  have  alledir'd 
As  much  to  wake  your  sleeping  mercy,  sir. 
As  all  tiie  advocates  ot*  France  can  plead 
In  his  defence. 

Kitig.  The  criminal  judi;c  shall  sentence 
These  to  tlieir  merits.    With  mme  own  hand, 

la^ly, 
I  take  you  from  the  bar,  and  do  myself 
Pronounce  you  innocent. 

[Leon  and  Clarinda  taken  awuif  guarded. 

All,  Long  live  the  King! 

King.  And,  to  confirm  you  stand  high  in 
our  favour. 
And  as  some  recompence  for  what  you  have 
With  too  nmch  rigour  in  your  trial  suffered. 
Ask  what  you  please,  becoming  uie  to  grant. 
And  he  possess'd  oft. 

Cut.  Sir,  I  dare  not  doubt 
Your  royal  promise ;  in  a  kins  it  is 
A  strong  assurance;  tliat  emboldens  me 
Upon  my  humble  knees  to  make  my  boon 
Lit>ander's  pardon  I 

Dtfr.  My  good  genius 
Did  prompt  her  to  it. 

Leni.  At  your  feet  thus  prostrate, 
I  second  her  |)etition. 

Ale.  Never  king 
Pour*d  forth  his  mercy  on  a  worthier  subject. 

J5er.  To  witness  my  repentance,   for  the 
wrong 
In  my  unjust  suspicion  I  did  both, 
I  join  in  the  same  suit. 

Lis.  The  life  you  give, 
Still  ready  to  lay  down  for  your  service. 
Shall  be  against  your  enemies, employed, 
Not  hazarded  in  bniwls. 

AIL  Mercy,  dread  sir!  [re:«sons 

King.  So  many  pressing  roe,  and  with  such 
Moving  compassion,  I  hope  it  will  not 
Be  censur'd  levity  in  tfte,  tho'  I  borrow 
In  this  from  justice,  to  rflicve  my  mercy: 
I  grant  his  pardon  at  your  intercession, 


ifra 
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3ut  still  on  this  Goodidon  :  You,  Lfsander, 
In  expiation  of  your  guilt,  slmll  build  [dies; 
A  monument  tor  my  Cloridou  and  Cbrysan- 
And  never  hencetbrth  draw  a  sword,  but  when 
3y  us  YOU  are  commanded,  in  defence  of 
The  Flower-de-Luce ;  and,  after  one  year's 
Sorrow  ,  [fa*<?, 

For  your  dear  friend  Cleander's  wretched 
Marry  Calista. 

Enter  Lidian, 

Im.  Od  your  sacred  hand, 
I  vow  to  do  it  seriously. 

JLiV/.  Great  sir,  stay  ! 
Leave  not  your  seat  of  justice,  'till  ^ou  have 
Giv'n  sentence  in  a  cause  as  much  important 
As  this  you  have  determin'd. 

King*  Lidian? 

Enter. Clarange  and  Friar. 

Lid.  He,  sir. 
Your  humblest  subject.    I  accuse  Claran^e 
Of  falshood  in  true  friendship  at  the  height; 
"We  both  were  suitors  to  this  lady,  both 
Enjoin'd  one  penance— 

Clara,  Trouble  not  the  King  * 
With  an  unnecessary  repetition. 
Of  what  the  court's  familiar  with  already. 


King.  Claran<;^! 

Dor.  With  a  shaven  crown  ? 

Oiin.  Most  strange ! 

Chia.  Look  on  thy  rival — your  late  ser- 
'  vant,  madam. 
But  now  devoted  to  a  better  mistress. 
The  Church,  whose  orders  I  have  took  npoa 

'  me : 
I  bore  deliver  up  my  interest  in  her", 
And  what  was  got  with  cunning  (as  yon 

thought; 
I  simply  thus  surrender.     Heretofore, 
You  did  outstrip  njc  in  the  race  of  friendship; 
I  am  your  equal  now. 

Dor.  A  suit  soon  ended ! 

Clara.  And  joining   thus  your  hands,  (I 
know  both  willing) 
I  may  do  in  tlie  church  my  friar's  ofl&ce 
In  marrying  you. 

7 Ad.  The  victory  is  yours,  sir. 

King.  It  is  a  glorious  one,  and  well  sets  oflf 
Our  scene  of  mercy.    To  the  dead  We'tender 
Our  sorrow  ;  to  the  livin!;,  ampl^  fishes 
Of  future  happiness.    TL^is  a  King's  duty 
To  prove  himself  a  father  to  his  subjects  ; 
And  I  shall  hold  it,  if  this  will  succeed, 
A  meritorious  and  praise-worthy  deed. 

[Exeunt^ 


37  Interest  to  her.]  Former  editions. 


EPILOGUE. 


Stilt,  doubtful,  and  j^erp]ex*d  too,  whether 
Hath  done  Fletcher  right  in  this  history,  f  he 
The  Poet  sits  within;  since  he  must  know  it, 
lie,  with  respect^  desires  that  you  would 
shew  it 


By  some  accustom'd  sign ;  if  from  our  action. 
Or  his  endeavours,  you  meet  satisfaction, 
With  ours  he  bath  his  ends;   we   hope  the 

best. 
To  make  that  certainty  in  you  dotli  rest. 


THE    PILGRIM: 

A  COMEDY. 


The  Conmtendatorf  Venes  by  Gardiner  ascribe  this  play  to  Fletcher  alone.  In  the  year 
1700,  Sir  John  Vanbrut^h  altered  it,  at  the  desire  of  Mr.  Dryden,  for  whose  benefit  it  was 
then  represented  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lano.  Mr.  Drydon  added  to  it  a  Pro* 
-logue,  Epiiosue,  Dialoi^ue,  and  Masque,  which  were  the  last  productions  of  his  Muse. 
The  Play,  with  Vanbruj^h's  alterations,  bath  been  performed  at  Coven t-Oarden  Theatre 
within  a  very  few  years  past.  It  was  acted  at  Drury-Lane  Theatre  also,  while  under  Mr. 
Garrick's  management.    The  Pilgrim  was  originally  printed  in  tlie  folio  of  1647. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Governor  of  Segovia. 

VcRDUGO,  a  diptain  under  kim. 

-Alwioxso,  an  old  angry  CerUiemnn. 

Curio,     *  tw»  Otntiefnen,  Friends  to  Al" 

Sebehto,  \        phoHSo. 

Pedro,  The  Pilgihm,  «  noble  Crentleman, 

Serixint  to  A  Linda, 
Ax  Oui  Pilgrim.  (Oaf/aw5. 

RoBERiGO,  TUv^l  td  Pedro,  Ceptam  of  the 

Jaoues  1    ^^^  Ontlaws  under  Roderigo, 
A  <i«yiY«MAN  of  t4ie -Country. 


MAfH'ER  €nd  Keepers  of  the  wad  Folia, 

AScnoLAR,  N 

A  Parson,  (  %r  j 

An  ENCLlRif MAV.       \  Madmen. 

J  EN  KIN,  a  WtUhnmn^} 

Coftrtiers,  Porter^  three  Gentlemen^  ctid 
four  Peasants, 

A  LIN  DA,  Daufilder  to  Alf}/tiinso, 
JiTLEiTA,  AUndus  liaid,  a  witty  Loss. 
Fool. 
Ladies. 


SCENE,  Spain, 


'  ACT   I. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Alphonso,  Curio,  and  Sfberto, 
Curio.  CIGNOR  Alphonno,  ycVe  too  rog- 

^  god  to  her, 
Believe*t,  too  full  of  harshness. 

^Uph,  Yes,  it  seems  so ! 

Sch.  A  father  of  so  sweet  a  child,  so  happy, 
(Fy,  sir!)  so  excellent  in  all  cndoivinents, 
In  bkssdedne^M  of  heanty,  such  a  mirror. 

Alph.  She  is  a  fool;  away  ! 

Self.  Can  you  be  an^rry  ? 
Can  aiiy  ^'iud  t)low  rough,  upon  a  blossom 
So  fair  and  tender.^  Cuu  a  fatiier's  natare, 
A  noble  father's  too 

Alph.  AH  this  IS  hut  pr.iting : 
Let  her  be  ruPd ;  let  her  ohaen'c  my  humour ; 
With  my  eyes  let  her  scf^  with  my  ears  list- 
en: 
I  am  lier  father.;  I  bcgqt  her,  bred  her, 
Aud  I  will  make  her 

Curio.  No  doubt,  you  may  compel  her ; 
But  what  a  mischievous  unhappy  fortune 


May  wait  upon  this  wilt  of  yours!  as  com- 
monly 
Sooh  forcings  ever  end  in  hates  and  ruins-— ^ 
Alpk.  Is't  not  a  man  I  wish  her  to?  n  strong 
-    ina<»  ?  [Keotleman  ? 

What  can  she  haver  what  would  she  haveP  a 
A  young  man?  ai>d  an  able  man  f  n  rich  man  ? 
A  ^landsome  man?  a  valiant  man?  d'yoa 
mark  me  ?  [gallauts, 

None  of  your  piecVl  ounponions,  your  pih'd 
Tbat  fly  to  fitters*,  with  ev'ry  flaw  oi  wenther; 
Noot;  of  your  inipt  bravadoes :  What  cafi  slia 

ask  more  ? 
Is*t  not  a  nettled  man,  fit  for  a  woman  ? 
A  strong-chio'd  man  ?  I'll  not  be  foofd,  nor 
flurted ! 
Seb.  1  grant  you,  Roderigo  is  all  these, 
Aiid  a  brave  gentleman :  Must  it  therefor© 

follow 
Upon  necessity  she  must  dote  upon  him  ? 
Will  you  allow  no  liberty  in  chusing  ? 
Curio.  Alas !  she's  tender  yet. 
Aijfh.  £nough,  enough,  oijough,  sir; 


*  Fitters.\  See  note  '^  on  The  C^iston  of  ihe  Country, 


wo 
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She's  raallcahle,  fthf.'ll  c ndure  the  hammer: 
And  why  notthatstrong  ivorkiiuan  that  strikes 
deepest?  [vantaije, 

Let  me  know  that:  She's  fifteen,  with  the 
And  if  she  he  not  ready  nowformanaiie— ^ — 

Seb.  You  know  tie  is  a  baoish*d  man,  an 
outlaw,  [bloody 

And  how   he  lives;  his  nature  niu^h,  and 
By  customary  mpiues :  Now,  her  sweet  hu- 
mour, 
That  is  as  easy  as  a  cahn,  and  peaceful ; 
All  her  affections,  like  the  dews  on  roses; 
Fair  as  the  flowers  thenibelves,  as  sweet  and 

gentle ; 
How  would  you  have  three  meet  ? 

Jiph,  A-l)ed,  a>l.ed.  sir: 
Jjet  her  be  the  fairest  rose,  and  the  sweetest. 
Yet  1  know  this  fair  rose  must  have  her 

prickles. 
I  grant  you,  Roderigo  is  an  outlaw ; 
An  easy  composition  calls  him  in  attain, 
lie  is  a  valiant  man,  and  he's  a  rich  man, 
And  loves  the  foot ;  a  little  rou^h  by  custom; 
She'll  like  him  tcu  times  better,    biie'll  dote 
upon  him,  [him: 

(If  t'er  they  cometoi»rapplinjj)  run  mad  for 
13ut  there's  aiiblhcr  in  the  wind,  some  cas- 

trel, 
That  hovers  over  her,  and  dares  her  daily  •. 
Some  flickrin^  slave ! 

Curio,  I  dare  not  think  so  poorly. 

Aip/i,  Something  there  is,  and  must  be; 
hut  I  shall  scent  it. 
And  hunt  it  narrowly.  , 

Seb.  I  never  saw  her  yet 
Make  otFer  at  the  least  {;lanre  of  affection. 
But  still  so  modest,  wise 

A/ph.  They're  wise  to  jiull  us. 
Tliere  was  a  feiluvi,  uW  Fernando's  son, 
(1  mustconfchb  handsome,  but  my  tnaiuyt 
And  the  whole  family  1  iiatc)youne  Pedro; 
That  fellow  I  have  seen  her  i^aze  bf>on. 
And  turn,  and  ^aze  ^ain,  aud  make  .such 

olfers 
As  if  she'd  shoother  eyes  like  meteors  at  him: 
But  that  cause  stands  remov'd. 

Curio,  You  need  not  doubt  him, 
For  lung  since  (us  'twas  thought,  on  agriev'd 

conscici.ce) 
lie  lel't  his  father,  and  his  friends;  more  pity  ! 
For  truth  reports  he  was  a  noble  gentleman. 

Alph,  Let  him  L^  what  he  will,  he  was  a 
And  there  1*11  leave  him.  [beggar  ! 

Stb,  The  more  the  court  nmst  answer. 

But  certainly  i  think,  tho'  slie  might  favour 

him,  [man) 

And  love  his  goodness,  (as  he  was  an  honest 

She  never  with  loose  eyes  stuck  on  his  person. 

A/ph,  She  is  so  full  of  conscience  too,  and 
chai'ity. 
And  outward  holiness,  she  will  undo  me; 


Relieves  more  beggars  than  an  iiospital; 
And  all  poor  riygueA,  that  can  but  say  their 

prayers, 
And  turn  their  pipes  to  lamentations^ 

Enter  Alinda  and  Juieita, 
She  thinks  she's  bound  to  dance  to. — Good^ 
iitorniw  to  you  !  [niind^ 

And  that's  as  you  deserve  too !  You  kiKiw  my 
And  study  to  observe  it;  do  it  chearfullyy 
And  readily,  and  home  ! 
Aim.  I  shall  obey  you; 

But,  noble  sir [teries, 

Aiph.  Come,  come,  away  with  your  flat' 

And  your  fine  phrases 

"   Curio.  'Pray  you  be  gentle  to-  her. 
Aiph.  I  know  'em,  and  know  your  feats  ? 
If  you  will  find  me 
Noble  and  loving,  seek  me  in  your  duty; 
You  know  I'm  to<j  indulgent! 
Sth.  Alas,  poor  lady ! 
Aiph.  To  youi*  devotions !  I  take  no  good 
thing  from  you. 
Come,  gentlemen,  leave  pitying  and  moan^ 
ing  of  her,  [wliams  s 

And  praising  of  her  virtues,  and  her  whim- 
It  makes  Irer  proud,  and  sturdy.  [Exit, 
Scb.  Curio.  Good  hours  wait  on  you ! 

[Exeunt, 

Alin.  I  thank  ye,  gentlemen:  I  want  such 

comforts.  fel^y 

I  would  thank  you  too,  father,  but  your  cru- 

Hath  almost  made  me  senseless  of 'my  duty ; 

Vet  still  I  must  know — 'would  I  had  knowu 

nothing ! 
Wfiat  poor  attend  my  charity  to-day,  wench  ? 
Jul.  Of  all  sorts,    madum;   your  open- 
handed  i)Ounty 
Makes  'cm   flock  every  hour :  Some  worth 

your  pity, 
But  others  that  have  made  a  trade  of  begging, 
Alin.  VVf  nch,  if  they  ask  it  truly,  Tmust 
give  it :    , 
It  takes  away  the  holy  use  of  charity 
To  examine  wants. 

Jul.  I  tvould  you  would  be  merry  ! 
A  chcnrful-giving  hand,  as  I  tliink,  madam. 
Requires  a  heart  as  chearful. 

Alin.  Alas,  Juletta, 
What  is  there  to  be  merry  at?  what  joy  now. 
Unless  we  fool  our  own  afflicti<»iis. 
And  make  them  shew  ridiculous? 

Jul.  Sure,  madam,  [married, 

You  could  not  seem  thus  serious,  if  you  wer* 
Thus  sad,  and  full  of  thoughts. 

Alin.  Married  ?  to  whom,  wench  ?  • 

Thou  think'st  if  there  be  a  young  handsome 

fellow,  ■  [then. 

As  those  are  plentiful,  our  cares  arequench'd 

JuL  Madam,  I   think  a  tusty  haudsomf 

fellow. 


^  And  dares  her  duilt/.l  i,  e.  makes  her  afraid.     ^   ^ympion. 
This  is  a  strange  way  of  acquiring  a  prefereucc.^A  eutird  is  a  meaa  kind  of  hawk,  aQ4 
iarff  iu  terms  of  hawking,  signifios  to  allure. 
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If  he  be  kind  and  loTing)  and  a  right  one, 
|&  ev'n  8S  good  a  pill  to  purge  this  melancholjTy 
.^s  ever  Galen  gave;  Vm  Btite  more  natural. 
And  merrier  for  the  heart,  than  wine  and 

saffron : 
Madam,a  wanton  youth  is  such  a  cataplasm^ 

Aiin.  Wir  has  been  thy  tutor,  wench  ? 

Jul.  £v*n  mj  own  thoughts,  lady ; 
For  tho'  I  be  barr'd  the  liberty  of  taiking. 
Vet  I  can  think  unhappily,  and  as  near  the 

mark,  madam: 
^>ith,  marry,  and  be  merry. 

Aiin*  Who  will  have  me? 
Who  will  be  troubled  with  a  tettish  girl?[ful) 
(It  may  be  proud,  and  to  that  vice  expence^ 
Who  can  assure  himself  I  shall  live  honest? 

JuL  Let  evVy  man  take  his  fortune. 

Alin.  And,  o'  my  conscience, 
If  once  I  grow  to  breeding,  a  whole  kingdom 
Will  not  contain  my  stock. 

Jtti.  The  more  the  merrier : 
Hih  brave  to  be  a  mother  of  new  nations. 

AUn.  Why,    I  should  buiy    a    hundred 
husbands. 

JuL  *Tis  no  matter,  [you. 

As  long  as  ydu  leave  sufficient  men  to  stock 

AUn.  Is  this  thy  mirth  ?  are  these  the  joys 
of  marriage  ?  [ments  P 

Away,  light-headed  fool !  are  these  content- 
If  I  could  find  a  man— 

JuL  You  may,  a  thousand. 

Aim,  Mere  men  I  know  I  may :  And  there 
a  woman 
Has  liberty  (at  least  she*ll  venture  for  it) 
To  be  a  monster,  and  become  the  time  too ; 
But  to  enjoy  a  man,  from  whose  example. 
As  from  a  compass^  we  may  steer  our  for-^ 

tunes. 
Our  actions,  and  our  age,  and  safe  arrive  at 
A  memory  that  shall  become  our  ashes, 
Such  things  arc  few,  and  far  to  seek ;  to  find 
eoe       •  [Woman, 

That  can  but  rightly  manage  the  wild  beast 
And  sweetly  govern  hers^But  no  more  of 

this,  wench; 
nris  not  for  thy  discourse  i  Let's  in,  and  see 
What  poor  afflicted  wait  our  charity. 

[Exeunt^ 

jSCENE  IT.    . 

Xnier  a  Porter,  four  Beggars,  PedrOj  and 
Old  Pilgrim, 
Por,  Stand  off,    and  keep  your  ranks! 
Twenty  foot  further ;  [cretion. 

There  louse  yourselves  with  reason  and  dis^ 
;  The  sun  shines  warm  ;  the  further  still  the 
better :  f  gerous. 

Your  beasts  will  boltanon,  and  then  ^tis  dan- 
1  Beg,  Heav*n  bless  our  mistress ! 
>  Por,  Does  the  crack  go  that  way? 
Twill  be  o'  th^  other  side  anon. 


^'Beg.  'Pray  yon,  friend—^ 
P0r»  Your  friend  ?  and  why  your  friend  ? 
Why,  goodman  Turncoat,  [me  ; 

What  dost  thou  see  within  me,  or  witliout 
Or  what  itch  dost  thou  know  upon  me,  tell 
me,  [like  ^ 

That  I  should  be  thy  friend?  What  do  I  look 
Any  of  thy  acquaintance  hung  in  gibbets  ? 
Hast  thou  any  friends,  kindr^,,  or  alliance. 
Or  any  higher  ambition  tlian  an  alms^basket? 
9  Beg,  I  would  be  your  worship's  friend. 
Por,  So  you  shall,  sirrah. 
When  I  quarter  the  same  lonse  with  you. 
SBeg,  Tis  twelve  o'clock. 
Por.  rris  ever  so  with  thee,  when  tb'  haaC 
done  scratching. 
For  tliat  provokes  thy  stomach  to  ring  noon«. 
Oh)  the  infinite  seas  of  porridge  thou  hasi 

swallow'd ! 
And  yet  thou  look'st  as  if  they  had  been  but 
clisters:  * 

Thou  feed'st  abundance^  thou  hadst  need  oi 

sustenance. 
Alms  do  vou  call  it  to  relieve. these  rascals? 
Nothing  but  agen*ralrotof  sheep  can  satisfy 
'em! 

Enter  AlphoniOy  Curioy  and  Seberto, 
Alph,  Did  not  I  tell  you,  how  she  woi||d 
undo  me  ? 
What  marts  of  rogues  and  beggars ! 

Seb,  It  is  charity : 
Methinks  you  are  bound  to  love  her  for-— — 

Alph,  Yes,  I  warrant  you ! 
If  men  could  sail  to  Heav'n  in  porridge-pots, 
With  masts  of  beef  and  mutton,  wlmt  a 

voyage  should  I  make ! 
What  are  all  these  ? 
1  Beg,  Poor  people^  an*t  like  your  wor« 

ship ! 
9  Beg,  Wretched  poor  people ! 

3  Beg,  Very  hungry  people ! 
Alph,  And  very  lousy. 

4  Beg.  Yes,  forsooth,  sp,  so* 

Por.  I'll  undertake   five  hundred    head 
about  *em, 
And  that's  no  needy  grasier. 
Alph,  What  are  you  ? 
Old  PiL  Strangers  that  come  to  wonder 
at  your  charity^ 
Yet*people  poor  enough  to  beg  a  blessing. 
Curio.  Use  them  with  favour,  sir;  their 
shows  are  reverend. 
It  seems  jre're  holy  pilgrims? 

Old  PiL  You  guess  right,  sir ; 
And  hound  far  off,  to  offer  our  devotions. 
Alph,  What  make  ye  this  way  ?  We  keep 
no  relics  here, 
Nor  holy  shrines. 

Old  PiL  The  holiest  we  e'er  heard  of; 
You  keep  a  living  monument^f  goodness^ 
A  daughter  of  tliat  pious  escelicnce. 


»  And  sweetly  gnuern  with  her.]  We  have,  contrary  to  the  authority. of  all  the  copies^  omtt- 
ted  the  word  vith,  as.  materially  injuring  the  senile  of  this  passable* 
Vol,  IL  %0 
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[AcX  i.  Stane  i. 


The  very  shrines  ofsainf  s  sink  *  at  her  rirtues, 
Aud  sweat  «  they  cannoe  hold  pace  with  her 
pieties.  [eyes, 

We  come  to  see  this  lady ;  not  with  prophane 
Nor  wanton  bloods,  to  dote  upon  her  beau- 
ties, [ings. 
Butj  thro' our  tedious  ways,  to  beg  her  bless- 
Alphn  This  is  a  new  way  of  begging,  and 
a  neat  one,                ^  [too : 
And  this  cries  money  for  reward ;  good  store 
These  commendations  beg  not  with  bag,  and 
bottle.                                             [men, 
Welljwell,  thesaifitingof  this  woman, gen tle- 
1  know  what  it  must  come  to ;  these  women- 
saints                                         [he^axnt 
Are  plaguy  heavy  saints,  they  out'^weigh  a 
Three  thousand  thick ;  I  know,  I  feel.      . 
8eb,  You're  more  afraid  than  hurt,  sir. 
Alph,  Have    you    your    commendations 
ready  too? 
lie  bows  and  nods. 

Curio,  A  bandsdtnc  well-built  person. 
Alph,  What  country-craver  are  you  ? — No* 
thing  but  motion? 
A  pQppet^ilgrim  ? 

Oik  PU,  He's  a  stranger,  sir  \ 
This  four  days  1  liave  travell'd  in  his  company. 
But  little  of  his  business,  of  his  language, 
As  yet  IVe  understood. 

Seb,  Both  young  and  handsome ; 
Only  the  sun  has  been  too  saucy  with  him. 
Alph.  Would  you  have  money,   sir,   or 
meat  ?  what  kind  of  blessing 
boes  your  devotion  look  for?— Sdill  more 
ducking !  [only  ? 

Be  there  any  samts  that,  understand  by  sfjjns 
More  motion  yet  ?~This  is  the  prettiest  Pil- 

The  pink  of  Pilgrims !     I'll  be  for  you,  sir : 
Do  you  discourse  with  signs?  You're  heartily 

welcome, 
:Jk  poor  viaticum  f — Vefy  good  gold,  sir ; 
But  holy  men  affect  a  better  treasure :  [less, 
I  kept  It  for  your  goodness ;  bat,  ueverthe- 
Since  it  can  prove  but  burdensome  to  your 

holiness, 
And  you  affect  light  prayer,  6t  for  carriage, 
I'll  put  this  up  again. 

Curio-  Yeu'rp  too  uoreverent ; 
You  talk  too  broad  ^. 


Alph,  Must  I  give  way,  and  wealth  too. 
To  every  toy,  that  carries  b  grave  seeming  ? 
Must  my  good  angels  wait  on  him  ?— If  the? 
proud  hilding  >  [duty^ 

Would  yield  but  to  my  will,  and  know  her 
I  know  what  T  would  suffer. 

Seb.  Good  sir,  be  patient!  fyoui 

The  wrongs  you  do  these  men  may  light  on 
Too  heavy  too ;  and  then  you^ll  wish  you'd 

said  less : 
A  comely  and  sweet  usage  becomes  strangers. 
Alph.  We  shall  have  half  the  kingdom 
strangers  shortly. 
An  this  fond  prodigality  be  suffer *d ;  [rah. 
But  I  must  be  an  ass  !  See  Vm  relieved,  sir^ 
If  I  were  young  again,  I  would  sooner  get 

bfar-whelps. 
And  safer  too,  than  any  of  these  she-saints! 
But  I  will  break  her. 
Curio.  Such  a  face,  for  certain !  [cozeo'd^ 
Seb.  Methinks  I've  seen  it  too ;  but  we  are 
But  fair  befall  thee.  Pilgrim !  thou  look^st 
lovely.  [Ex'U. 

For.  Will  ye  troop  up,  ye  porridge  regi* 
ment? 
Captain  PoorVquarter,  will  ye  move? 

Enter  Alinda  and  JuUtta, 

Alin.  You  dull  knave, 
Are  not  tht se  wretches  served  yet? 

Beggars.  'Bless  my  mistress .»      [miseries? 

Alin.  Do  you  make  sport,  sir,  with  theif 
You  drowsy  rogue ! 

For.  Thiey  are  too  high  fed,  madam ; 
Their  stomachs  are  asleep  yet. 

Alin*  Serve  'em  plentifully,  [sirrah  J 

Or  I'll  serve  yoti  out  next';  e'en  out  of  doorS| 
And  serve  'em  quickly  too. 

BeggarM.  Heav'n  bless  the  lady ! 

Alin.  Bless  the  good  end  I  mean  it  for. 

JuL  I  would  I  knew  it !  [too^ 

If  it  be  for  any  man's  sake.  111  cry  *  Amen  ' 

Well,  madam,  you've  e^in  as  pretty  a  port 

of  pensioners'— ^  [handsomer; 

Alin.  Vain-glory  would  seek  more,  and  ' 
But  I  appeal  Co  Virtue  What  my  end  is. 

[Exeunt  Beggaru 
What  men  are  these  ? 

Jul.  It  seems^  they're  holy  Pilgrims,  [ance  f 
That  handsome  youth  should  suffer  such  a  pexh* 


*  Shrines  of  saints  sink  a^--— 1  The  Poet  probably  designed  to  say  shrink.       Sampson. 

ft  And  swear  they  cannot  &c.J  Sweat  is  undoubtedly  the  true  word,  being  the  proper  m^ 
laphor  to  shrines.      .  Seward. 

*  Alph.  Ye  talk  too  broad.]  These  words  are,  we  think,  the  condosiofi  of  Curious  speech,  , 
and  that  Alphonso^s  begins  with,  Must  I  give  tfOry,  &c.  ^ 

7  Hilding.']  u  e.  A  pitiful  mean  woman.  The  won!  is  used  in  Shdcespeare's  Romeo  and 
Juliet: 

•^     *  Otit  on  her,  hilding/^ 
(speaking  of  Juliet)  says  Capulet  * 

*Port  of  pensioners.]  The  sense  of  the  place  is  plain,  though  the  manner  of  expression  i* 
difficult.  In  cases  of  criticism,  of  such  a  nature  as  this  before  us,  we  may  oftcner  say  with 
certainty,  this  or  that  is  wrong,  than  what  we  would  substitute  in  its  room  is  right.  So  here, 
thoueh  I  think  I  may  iustly  condemn  porf,  yet  whether  sort,  or  cohort,  or  neither,  is  tliaf 
mielectioB,  mu^t  be  left  to  the  judgement  at  t|ie  candid  md  iugenioiis  reader.    Sympsosi. 


>lct  1.  Sceme  t.] 


THE  PILGRIM. 


«3S 


'Would  I  were  c*eii  the  saint  they  maketh^r 

¥ows  to! 
How  easily  I  would  grant ! 
\  Old  PiC.  Heav'n's  grace  inrwheel  you. 
And  all  good  thoughts  and  prayers  dwell  a«^ 

bout  you ! 
Abundance  be  your  friend !  and  holy  Charity 
Be  ever  at  your  hand,  to  crown  you  glorious ! 
Alin.  I  tnank  you,  sir.    Peace  guide  your 
travels  too,  [blcs  \ 

And  what  you  wish  for  most,  end  all  your  trou- 
Remember  one  by  this;  and  in  yuur  prayers, 
)Vhen  your  strong  heart  melts,  mediate  my 
•poor  fortunes.  [service! 

Old  PiL  Ail  my  devotions  wait  upon  your 
Aim.  Are  you  of  this  country,  sir? 
Old  PiL  Yes.  worthiest  lady, 
put  far  ofTbrcc) ;  my  fortunes  further  from  me. 
Alin.  Gentle*, f  dare  believe? 
Old  PiL  I  have  liv'd  freer.  [rious. 

Alin.  I'm  no  inquisitor ;  that  were  too  cut 
Whatever  vow  or  penance  pulls  you  on,  sir, 
Conscience,  or  love, or  stubborn  disobedience, 
fhe  saint  you  koeel  to,  hear,  and  case  your 
ti*avels! 
Old  Pit.  Yqurs  ne'er  begin !   and  thus  I 
s«al  my  prayers.  [Exit^ 

A^n.  How  coqstaoUy  this  man  looks !  liQw 
he  sighs  1 
fk>me  great  affliction  hatches  his  devotions. 
Jtight  liuly  sir^How  young,  and  sweet  he 
suffers ! 
Jul.  'Would  I  might  suffer  with  him! 
Alin.  He  tura«  from  us. 


Alas,  he  weeps  too !  Something  presses  him 
He  would  reveal,  but  dare  not.  Sir,  be  com-r 

forted ;  [sir, 

You  come  for  that,  and  take  it.  If  *t  be  want. 
To  me  yoa  appear  bo  worthy  of  relieving, 
I  am  your  steward :   Speak,  and  take.    He's 

dumb  still  I    « 
Now,  as  I  have  a  faith,  this  man  so  stirs  me. 
His  modesty  makes  me  afraid  I  have  tres- 
passed. 
JuL  'Would  he  would  stir  oie  too !  I  lik« 

his  shape  well. 
Alin,  May-be  he*d  speak  alone  i    Co  off, 

Juletta. 
(Afflicted  hearts  fear  their  X3wn  motions) 
Be  not  far  off. 

JuL  'Would  I  were  nearer  to  him! 
A  young  smug  hanfjsome  holiness  has  no  feU 

low.  [Exit, 

Alin.  Why  do  you  grieve?  Do  you   find 

your  penance  sharp  ?  [you  ? 

Or  are  the  vows  you've  made  too  mighty  for 
£N>es  not  the  vvorld  !illui-e  you  to  look  back. 
And  sorrow  for  the  sweet  time  you  have  lost? 
YouVe  young,  and  fair :  Be  not  deluded,  sir; 
A  uianly  madoup  heart  contemns  these  sha* 

dows,  "  [fears. 

And  yours  appears  no  less :  Griefs  for  your 
For  hours  ill^spent^  for  wrongs  done  rash  and 

rudely, 
For  foul  couteinpts,  for  fi^iths  ill  viqlated, 
Become  tears  welh°;  (I  dare  not  task  your 

goodness) 
And  then  a  sorrow  shews  in  his  true  glory. 


0  Gentle.^  L  e.  (accorrjing  tq  the  old  accept'itiqn)  a  gentlettf^n^ 
■    ••  Griefifor  your  fears, 

JPtir  hours  ill  spent ,  fitr  wrongs  done  ra^k  (^n4  VMiUfy^ 

For  foul  contetnptSy  Jinrfoith^  ill  violated.  •  ■ 

Become  fears  v^U; ^1  Fears  in  the  last  lin^  is  undoubtedly  corrapt,  and  teart  erU 

dently  the  true  word.  But  fears  also  in  the  first  Hue  looks  very  suspiciously :  Sins  is  the 
properest  word;  and  I  have  often  found  tlie  late  editiuns  make  as  great  changes  in  words 
as  from  sins  to J'ears,  and  the  hrst  editor  or  transcriber  might  do  the  Knme:  But  as  there  is  a- 
word  often  used  by  our  Author,  which  ciianging  only  an  r  to  a  ^,  gives  propriety  \q  the  text, 
that  soeins  most  probable :  I  conjecture  therefore, 

* Griefs  fqr  yvur feats^ 

i,  e,  actiom,  as  in  The  Two  Nublc  Kinsmen, 

< give  me  words, 

*  Such  a5  you've  sliew'd  me^/>a/.'  Seward. 

Mr.  Scward^s  cqnjecture,  however  ingenious,  I  cannot  entirely  agree  to ;  the  reasons  anf 
i^ot  many,  nor  difficult  to  be  conceived. 

My  good  frieiid,  by  reading/da*«,  was  jiot  atvare  of-making  thq  Poet  guilty  of  tautology, 
peeing  wrongs  dime  rash  and  rudely^  must  be  some  of  the^e  xery  feats  he  is  here  contending 
for.  Besides  this,  by  admitting /<;a/«  into  the  text  we  shall  stiJli  be  at  a  lut>s  for  something 
easy  and  natural  to  precede  and  introduce  Aovrs,  to  which  the  participle  spent  may  be 
common,  and  with  whicli*  both  the  substantives  may  agree;  Th^  correction  X  would  offer 
has  both  these  last-meotioncd  qualities,  and  it  is  this : 

< ; —  Grief  for  your  years, 

*  For  hours  ill-spent/ iSdo: 

».  f.  the  grieving  for  the  ilhspcudmg,  not  9vly  of  the  larger  by.t  lesser  portions  of  your  life 
past,  becomes,  &c.        Syjnjsson. 

•  The  last/ear«  is  very  properly  changed  to  tears;  but  *  Griefs  for  yoxir  fears*  is,  we  th^nk 
right;  and  *  Griefs  for  your  fears  become  tears  well,*  signifies  that  *  sorrow  for  fcariug  that 

*  he  could  not  endure  the  severity  of  the  penance  he  had  imposed  on  himself  was  (among 
^  his  other  failings)  a  proper  cause  for  tears.* 

«  0  « 
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JHE  PILGRIM, 


iAct^.Sceberl. 


When  the  whole  heart  is  eiccllently  sorry. 
I  pray  you  be  comforted. 

Pedro,  I  am,  dear  lady ; 
And  such  a  comfort  you  nave  cast  upon  me, 
That,  tho'  I  struggle  with  mine  own  calami- 
ties. 
Too  might^r  and  too  many  for  my  manage; 
And  tho',  like  angry  wares,  they  curl'd  upon 
m€,  [me, 

Contending  proudly  who  should  first  devour 
Yet  J  would  stem  their  danger » •, 

Alin.  lie  speaks  nobly ! 
What  do  you  want? 

Pedro.  All  that  can  make  me  happy ; 
I  want  myself! 

Aim.  Yourself?  Who  robb'd  you,  Pilgrim?-- 
Why  does  he  look  so  constantly  upon  me  ? 
•I  want  myself/— Indeed  you  lioly  wanderers 
Are  said  to  seek  much ;  but  to  seek  yom> 

Pedro.  <  I  seek  myself,  and  am  but  my*- 

self's  shadow;* 

Have  lost  myself,  and  now  am  not  so  noble. 

Jiin,  *I  seek  myself?'  Something  I  yet 

remember  [younger, 

That  bear*  that  motto.    Tis  not  he ;  he's 

And  far  more  tender.-^For  that  self-sake. 

Pilgrim, 
Be  who  it  will,  take  this !  [Offerz  him  money. 

Pedro,  Your  hand  I  dare  ttike ; 
(That  be  far  from  roe,  lady !)  thus  I  kiss  it, 
And  thus  I  bless  it  too.    Be  constant,  fair, 

still ; 
Be  good,  and  live  to  be  »  great  example  ! 

[Exit, 
^lin^  One  word  more,  Piigriip !— ft'  has 
amaz*d  me  strangely ! 


;  *  Be  constant,  fair,  still?*  Tis  the  posy  here; 
<  And  here  without, '  Be  good,'  He  wept  to  see 
•  Juletta !  [me. 

Enter  Jtdetia, 
Jul,  Madam. 

Alin.  Take  this  key,  and  fetch  me 
[  The  marjf  gold-jewel  that  lies  in  my  little  ctf* 

binet : 
;  I  think  'tis  that.    What  eyes  had  I,  to  miss 
him !  [Exit  Juletta^ 

Oh  me,  what  thoughts !  He  had  no  beard  then, 

and, 
'  As  I  remember  well,  he  was  more  ruddy* 
!  If  this  be  he,  he  has  a  manly  face  yet, 
I  A  goodly  shape. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul,  Here,  madam. 
Alin^  Let  me  see  it ! 
Tis  so ;  too  true !  It  must  be  he,  or  nothing  9 
He  spake  the  ^words  just  as  they  stand  ei>« 

grav'd  here; 
^  I  seek  myself,  and  am  butmyiclf 's  shadow/ 
Alas,  poor  man !  Didst  thou  not  meei  hin(^ 

Juletta? 
The  Pilgrim,  wench ! 
Jul.  He  went  by  long  mfq^  madam. 
Alin,  I  forgot  to  give  him  something, 
JvL  Twas  ill  done,  lady ; 
R)r,  o'  my  troth,  he  is  the  handsom'sfc  man 
I  saw  this  many  a  day  1  'Would  he*d  aH  m; 

wealth. 

And  me  to  boot !  What  ails  she,  to  grow  MiU 
len? 
Alin.  Come,  I  forgot;  but  I  inR  recom<> 
pense  it.  [Exeunt. 


I  my 


M  Yet  I  would  item  their  danger]  Though  danger  is  sense  here,  especially  if  we  read  tk^ 
danger,  yet  anger  carries  on- the  metaphor  so  much  more  poetically,  ttiat  I  have  little  doubt 
of  its  being  the  true  word;  and  what  almost  makes  it  certain  is,  that  the  old  edition  hai 
put  the  d  quite  distant  from  the  rest  of  the  word  danger;  the  setter  of  the  press,  taking  it 
brst  fur  danger,  began  with  a  d,  then,  seeing  his  mistake,  pqt  anger  by  itself)  but  forgot  tQ 
take  away  the  d.        Seward. 

This  is  doubtful;  and  ye(  the  expression  of  '  angry  waves'  seen^  to  counteoance  thf 
eonjectvre. 


ACT  IL 


SCENB  I, 

Enter  ^Ipl^O"^^^    Curio,    ^herto,  JulettUy 
Porter,  and  Servants, 

Alph.  i^AN  she  slip  thro*  a  cat-hole?  tell 

^  me  that! 
Resolve  me,  can  she  fly  i'  th'  eir  ?  is  she 
A  thintr  invisible?  Gone,  and  none  know  it? 
Seb,  You  j^naze  your  servants, 
Alpb.  Some  pelting  rogue  has  watch*d  her 
nour  of  itcning, 
And  claw'd  her,  claw'd  her;  do  you  mark  me  ? 

claw'd  her! 
8om^  ihfiX  I  foster  up, 


Curia.  They  are  all  here,  sir. 

Alph.  I.et  'em  be  where  they  utrDl,  the/r^ 
arrant  rascals, 
And,  by  this  hand,  1*11  hang  'em  all  I 

Sch.  Deal  calmly : 
You  will  not  give  'em  time  to  answer  yott. 

Alph.  I'll  choke  ^em,  fainish  'em !  What 
say  you,  wagtail  ?  [her ; 

You  knew  her  mind,  you  were  of  councifwith 
Tell  me*  and  tell  me  true. 

Curio.  Ask  with  discretion.  [all ! 

Alph.  Discretion  ?  hang  discretion !  hang  ye 
Let  me  know  where  she  is. 

Jul.  Would  you  l^uow  o*  me,  sir?    « 


Act  3.  Scene  1.] 


THE  PILGRIM. 


^» 


Alph,  O'  tbcc,  «r !  ay,  o'  thee,  sir !  What 
art  thou,  sir? 

Jul.  lier  woman,  sir,  an*t  like  your  wor* 
ship,  sir. 

Ahh.  Her  bawd,  her  fiddle-stick, 
Her  l:idy*fairy,  to  oil  the  doors  o'  nights, 
That  cbey  may  open  with  discretion. 
Her  ^in,  her  nut-crack ! 

Jul.  'Tis  very  wcU,  sir. 
*  Aiph.  Thou  liest !   'tis  damnable  ill,  'tis 

most  abominable ! 
Will  you  confess,  thing  P 

Jul.  Say  I  were. guilty,  sir, 
I  would  be  han<;*d  before  I  would  confess: 
Is  this  a  world  to  cdofcsf  in  ? 

Curio.  Deal  directly. 

Ju L  Yes,  i  f  nty  matter  lie  direct  before  me ; 
But  when  Tm  forc'd  and  ferreted— 

Alph.  Tell  me  the  truth, 
jlnd,as  1  li%'e,  Fll  give  thee  a  new  petticoat. 

Jul.  An  you  would  give  me  ten,  I  would 

not  tell  you ;  [of. 

Truth  bears  a  greaterprice  than  you're  aware 

Seb.  Deal  modestly. 

Jul.  I  do  not  pluck  my  cloaths  up. 

Alph,  What  say  you,  sirrah?  you  ?  or  you? 
are  ye  dumb  all  ? 

Par,  I  saw  her  last  night,  an't  shall  like 
your  worship. 
When  1  served  in  her  livery. 

Alph.  What's  that,  sirrali? 

For.  Her  chamberrpot,  an't  please  you. 

Set.  A  new  lii'ery. 

Alph.  Where  lay  she  ?  who  lay  with  her  ? 

Por.  In  truth,  not  I,  sir:  [chamber; 

I  lay  ivith  my  fellow  Frederick,  in  the  flea- 
An*t  like  your  worship,  we  are  almost  wor- 
ried. 

Jul.  1  left  her  by  herself,  in  her  own  closet, 
And  there  I  thought  sh'  had  sleiit. 

Alph.  Why  lay  you  from  her?     [mistress, 

Jul.  It  was  her  will  i  should ;  she  is  my 
^nd  my  part  is  obedience. 

Alph.  Were  all  the  doors  lock'd? 

Par.  All  mine. 

Serv.  And  mine:   She  could  not  get  out 
those  ways  [higher 

TJnIess  she  leap'd  the  walls;  and  those  are 
Than  any  woman's  courase  dare  aspire  at. 

Alph.  Come,  you  must  know ! 

Curio.  Conceal  it  not,  but  deal  plain,  [me, 

Jul.  If  I  did  knov^,  and  her  trust  lay  upon 
Not  all  your  angers,  nor  your  flatteries, 
Should  make  me  speak;  but  having  no  more 

interest 
Than  I  may  well  deliver  to  the  air, 
I'll  tell  you  what  I  know,  and  tell  it  liberally : 
I  think  shc*s  gope,  because  we  caunot  iiad  her; 
1  think  she's  weary  of  your  tyranny, 


And  therefbre  gone;  may*be,  she  is  in  love ; 

May-be,  in  love  where  you  shew  no  great 

liking,  [conscience. 

And  therefore  ?one;  may-be,  some  point  of 

Or  vow'd  devotion 

Alph.  These  are  nothing,  minion ! 
You  that  can  aim  at  these,  must  know  the 
truth  too. 
Jul.  Any  more  truth  than  this,  if  I  know, 
hang  me. 
Or  where  to  search  for't !  If  I  make  a  lie 
To  gain  your  love,  ahd  envy  my  l>est  mistress*'. 
Pin  me  against  a  wall,  with  my  heels  upwards. 
Alph.  Out  of  my  doors ! 
Jul,  That's  all  my  poor  petition ; 
For  if  your  house  were  gold,  and  she  not  in  it. 
Sir,  I  should  count  it  but  a  cage  to  whistle  in. 
Alph.  Whbre !  if  she  be  above  ground,  I 
will  have  her.  [daughter, 

Jul.  I'd  live  in  a  coal-pit,  then,  were  I  your 
Seb.  Certain  she  does  not  know,  sir. 
Alph,  Hang  her,  hang  her, 
She  knows  too  much !  j^arch  all  the  house 

all  corners. 
And  where  'tis  possible  she  may  go  out ! 

[Ejeunt  Serv, 

If  I  do  find  your  tricks 

Jul.  Reward  me  for  'em. 
Or,  if  I  had  such  tricks  you  could  discover. 
So  weak,  and  slightly  woven,  you  might  look 
thro',  [parish. 

All  the  young  girls  should  hoot  me  out  o'  th* 
You  are  my  master,  but  you  own  an  anger 
Becomes  a  school-boy  that  hath  lost  his  2l^ 

pies! 
Will  you  force  things  into  our  knowledges? 
Alph.  Come  hither,  Julotta;  tliou  didst 

love  me. 
J«/.  And  do  still;  [y^^' 

You  are  my  lady's  father,  and  I  reverence 
Alph,  Thou  wouldst  have  pleas*d  ray  hu- 
Jul.  Any  good  way,  [mour— 

That  carried  nut  suspicion  in't,  or  flattery^ 
Or  fail  of  trust. 

',  Alph.  Conie,come,  thou  wouldst  have— — 
Jul.  Stay,  sir ! 

Alph.  And  thou  hast  felt  my  bounty  for't, 
and  shalt  do. 
Dost  thou  want  cloaths,  or  money? 
Jul.  Both. 

Alph.  Shalt  have  both.  [Adamite, 

JmI.  But  not  this  way ;  T  had  rather  be  an 
And  brin^  fi^  leaves  into  fashion  again. 
If  you  were  youni:,  sir. 
Handsome,  and  fitted  to  a  woman's  appetite. 
And  I  a  giddy-headed  girl,  that  car'd  for  no- 

tliing, 
Much  might  he  done;  then  you  might  fumble 
with  me. 


«•  To  gain  your  Itroe,  and  envy  my  best  mistreu.]  Mr.  Seward,  tlnnking  envy  corrupt,  would 
•ubstitute  injure;  and  Mr.  Sympson  would  read  *  (tnd  my  best  w*j/rm'  envy;^  which  trans- 
position, he  says,  *  will  make  the  sense  very  clear.'  We  do  not  think  so,  and  believe  the 
old  reading  genuine,  but  that  the  verb  envy  admitted  a  different  construction  formerly  to 
what  it  bears  at  present:  It  seems  here  to  signify,  to  blame  or  accuse^ 


itm 


THE  PILGRIxM. 


[Act  9.  Scene  % 


^nd  think  to  grope  out  matters  of  some  mo- 
ment, 
Which  now  you  will  put  too  short  for: 
For  what  you  have  seen  hitherto,         [vice. 
And  known  by  me,  has  been  but  honest  ser- 
Which  I  dare  pin  i'  th'  roarlcetrplace  to  an- 
swer ;  [it ; 
And  let  the  world,  the  flesh  mn\  devil  examine 
4\nd  come  you  in  too,  X  dare  stand  your 
strictest.                                      j^d  reams 
Ahd  so,  much  good  may  do  you  \utli  your 
Of  courtesy  ! 
Aipfi,  This  is  most  monstrous! 

Enter  Porter  and  Servants, 

Seb,  Sure  she  does  not  know,  sir; 
She  dnret  not  be  so  conHdetit,  and  guilty* 

Afph.  How  now?  what  news?  what  hopes 
and  steps  discover'd'' ?  [matter. 

Speak  any  thing  that's  goocj,  that  tends  to  th' 
Do  you  stand  staring  still  ? 

J  Serv.  We  are  no  gods,  sir,  [doing; 

Tp  say  she's  here,  or  there,  and  what  she's 
But  we  iiave  search'd. 

Por,  I'm  sure  she's  not  i'  th*  cellar ; 
For,  kjok  you,  sir,  if  she  had  been  i*  th'  cel- 
lar  

Alph.  Tm  sure  thou  hast  been  there. 

Par,  As  1  carried  the  matter,  [sir, 

For  I  searched  every  piece  of  wine  ;  y^s,sure, 
And  evfry  little  tierce  that  could  but  testify; 
And  I  drew  hard  to  bolt  her  out, 

i4//)A.  Away  with  him!  f'^KJ 

Fling  him  i'  th'  hav-mow,  let  him  lie  a-mrllow- 
He  stinks  of  muskadcl  like  an  English  Christ- 
A  re  these  you  r  cs^res  ?  your  services  ?     [mas. 

2  Scrv,   Pray  you  hear,  sir  j  [footing. 

We've  found  where  she  went  out;  h^r  very 

Alph.  Where?  whefc?  go  on. 

Curio.  Observe  then  with  more  staidncss. 

2  Serv.  Searching  the  garden,  at  the  little 
postern 
That  opens  to  the  park)  V^  first  discovered  it. 

Alph.  A  little  foot? 

1  Serv.  Tt  must  b^  hers,  or  none,  sir. 

Afph.  How  far  beyond  that? 

a  Serv.  To  the  park  \t  leads  us; 
But  there  the  ground  being  hard,  we  could 
not  mark  it.  [coxcomb, 

Alph.  She  aKvays  kept  that  key;  J  was  i^ 
A  fool,  an  ass,  to  give  a  girl  that  liberty ! 
Saddle  my  horses,  rogues]  ye  drunken  varices, 
Your  precious  diligence  lies  in  piut-pots. 
Your  brains  in  butts  !  My  horsey  yepin-but- 
You'll  bear  me  company  r  [tocks ! 

Scb.  We  dare  not  leave  you, 
Unless  we  found  a  quieter  soul  within  you. 

Curio.  W  we  may  do  th^  lady  any  ^ervic^. 
Sweet  gentle  soul  I —  ' 

Alph,  i  say  again,  my  horses ! — 
Are  you  so  hot?  have  you  your  private  pil- 
grimages ? 


Must  you  be  Jumping-Joan  ?  Til  wander  with 

you, 
m  jump  ypu,  9nd  Fii  joggle   you! — My 
horses !  [doors. 

And  keep  roe  thia  young  liiry-poop  within 

I  will  discover,  dame<« 

JuL  Tis  Bt  YOU  should,  sir* 
If  you  kuew  what. — Well,  Love,  if  thou  be*st 

with  her, 
Or  what  power  ^Ise  that  arms  h^ir  resolution. 
Conduct  her  fair,  and  kfi^p  her  frpi^  <h>^ 

madman ; 
Direct  her  to  her  wishes,  dwell  about  her. 
That  no  dishonourably  end  o'ei^take  her. 
Danger,  or  want ;  ^qd  let  me  try  my  fortune  \ 
Alph.  You  know  thepl^e  we  meet  in  ^ 
Sei  We  shall  hit  it. 
Alph.  And,  as  you're  hpnest  gentlemen, 

endeavour — 
Curio.  We'll  search  the  bes^  we  can ;  if  shf 

light  in  our  hands 

Afph.  Tic  her  to  th'  horse-tail ! 

Seb.  W^  kuow  hqw  to  use  her ; 

But  '^^^  y<)ur  way,  for  all  your  state. 

Alph.  Mf^ke  haste  there ! — 
And  get  you  in,  and  look  to  th'  hquse.  If  yon 

$fir  out,  damsel. 
Or  set  o^  foot  any  new  motion  this  way. 
When  I  come  home,  (which  shall  be  suddenly) 
You  know  my  mind — if  "you  do  play  the  ras^ 

caJ 

I  hsive  my  fye^  a^id  ears  in  sundry  places; 

1  f  you  do  prance-: 

iuL  I  shall  dp  that  that's  fit,  sir— 
Aud  fit  to  cross  your  fooleries;  1*11  fail  else. 
And  ^  I'll  to  my  chambe^r.  [-^'^'A 

^Ip^.  To  your  prayers, 
And  leave  your  stubborn  tricks  I — She  is  not 

far  yet. 
She  cannot  Ik?  ;  and  we  dividing  suddenly — ^ 
Curio.  Ke^p  her  i'rom  thy  hands,  I  Iht} 
seech !  [Aside. 

Alph.  Our  horses!— 
Come,  ch^^rfuUy,    TJl  t^^ch  her  to  run  gad- 
ding !  [Ejceuni^ 

SCENE  11. 
Enter  H/xierign  and/our  Outlazts. 

1  Outl.  Captain,  you  are  not  merry. 
Rod.  We  get  nothing. 

We  have  no  sport;   whoripg  and  drinking 

spoils  us, 
We  keep  no  guards, 

2  (httl.  There  come  no  passengers. 
Merchants,  nor  gentlemen,  nor  whosoever, 
B^t  we  have  tribute. 

lidfi.  And  whilst  we  spend  that  idly, 

We  let  those  pass  that  carry  the  best  purchase. 

I'll  hiive  all  search'd  and  brought  in :  Rogues^ 

aud  beggars  [ters. 

Have  got  the  trick  now  to  become  bank-ma^. 


<a  Wh^t  hopes  and  steps  discovered?]  Sympson  supposes  the  Author  wrote, 
f  Wh^t  hops  and  steps.' 


Act  ^.  Scepe  3.] 


TH£  PiLCrltM. 


«Bt 


I'll  have  none  *scap^ ;  only  my  friends^  and 

neighbours, 
That  may  deliver  to  the  kinv  my  innocence, 
Those  I  would  have  regarded  ;  (it  is  policjf) 
But  otherwise,  nor  grravities,  nor  shadows, 
Appear  they  how  they  will^  tliat  may  have 

purses. 
For  they  shall  pay. 

3  OttiL  You  speak  now  like  a  captain ; 

A  ml  if  we  spare,  flay  us,aiid  coin  our  cassocks ! 
Will  you  look  blithe? 

Rod.  You  hear  no  preparation 
Tlie  king  intends  against  us  yet  f 

4  Outl.  Not  a  word,  sir: 

Good  man,  he*s  troubled  with  matter  of  more 
moment ;  [sir. 

Kummin^s  of  bijrher  nature  vei  his  brains, 
Do  not  we  fee  his  garrisons  ? 
Rod.  Who  are  out  now  ? 
4  Outl.  Good  fellows^  sir,  that,  if  there 
be  any  purchase  stirring, 
Will  strike  it  dead ;  Jaqucs  and  Lopez,  lads 
That  know   their  quarters,  as-  tliey  know 

their  knapsacks. 
And  will  not  uHF* 

Rod.  Where  is  the  boy  you  brought  me? 
A  pretty  lad,  and  of  a  quick  capacity, 
And  bre<i  up  nentl'y, 

1  Outl.  He*s  within  at  meat,  sir»<; 
The  knave  is  hungry;  yet  he  seasons  all 

He  cats  or  drinks  with  mauy  tears  and  sigh* 

iiigs. 
The  saddest  appetite  I  e\'pr  look'd  on  ! 
Rod.  l!)ic  boy  is  young !  'tis  fear,  and  want 

of  company  , 

He  knows  and  loves;  use  |im  not  rough, 

nor  harshly, 
He  will  be  quickly  bold.    1*11  entertain  him  : 
1  waut  a  pretty  boy  to  wait  upon  me,    [mc.« 
And,  when  I^u  said  of  sleepy,  lo  prate  to 
Besides,  there's  something  in  his  face  I  like 

well; 
Aud  still  tHb  more  I  look,  mora  like.    Let 

him  want  nothing, 
And  use  him  gently,  all. 

2  Outi,  Herc*sa  small  boi,  sir,  [with ; 
We  took  about  him,  which  he  griev'd  to  part 
liav-tie,  some  wealth. 

Rod:  Alas,  some  little  money 
The  poor  knave  carried  to  defray  his  lodg- 
ings : 


I'll  give  it  him  again,  and  add  unto  it. 
Twere  sio  to  open  such  a  petty  purchase. 

Enter  Lopex  and  Jnques,  with  Pedro* 
How  now  ?  who's  this?  what  have  you  brought 
me,  soldiers? 
Lopez,  We  know  not  well  what;  a  strange 
staving  fellow  *i; 
Sallen  enough,  I  am  sure. 
Rod.  Where  took  ye  him  ? 
Jag.  Upon  the  skirt  oW  wood,  viewing 
and  gaping,  [meant 

And  some  time  standing  still,  as  if  h*had 
To  view  the  best  accesses  to  our  quarters. 
Mon^y  he  has  euough ;  and,  when  we  threat- 
en'd  him,  [ter*d* 
He  smilM  and  yielded,  but  not  one  word  ut-* 
Lope 1 4  His  habit  says  he*s  holy ;  if  his  heart 
Keep  that  proportion  too,  'tis  best  you  free 

him* 
We'll  keep  his  wallet  here ;  I'm  sure  'tis  heavy. 
Rod.  Pilgrim  !  come  hither,  sir  I   Are  you 
a  Pilgrim  ?  '  [sir  .^ 

A  piece  of  pretty  holiness  !  D'  you  shrink, 
A  smug  young  saint !  What  country  wereycm 
born  in  ?  [vince  ? 

You  have  a  Spanish  face<    In  a  dumb  pro- 
And  had  your  mother  too  this  excellent  vir- 
tue? [womatf! 
No  tongue,  d'ye  say  ?  sure  she  was  a  matchless 
What  a. fine  family  is  this  man  sprung  froui ! 
Certain,  he  was  begotten  in  a  calm. 
When  all  washusht;  the  midwife  was  dumb 
Midnight*  [swer7 
Are  you  scal'd  up?  or  do  you  scorn  to  an-* 
You  re  in  my  hands,  and  I  have  raed'cines 
for  you                                     [soldiers ! 
Can  make  you  speak.     Pull  off  his  bound. 
You  have  a  speaking  face. 

Lopez.  Vm  sure  a  haiYdsome :  [to. 

This  Pilgrim  cannot  want  slie«saints  to  pray 
Rod4  Stand  nearer ;  ha ! 
Pedro.  Come,  do  your  worst!  I'm  ready. 
Rod,  Is  your  ton^e  found?     Go  otf,  and 
let  me  talk  witil  him; 
And  keep  your  watches  round. 

All.  We're  ready,  captain.  [jE.rc,  Outlaws, 
Rod.  So;  now  what  are  you  ? 
Pedro,  Ami? 
My  habit  shews  me  what  I  am* 
Rod.  Thy  hearty 


'4  He*i  within  at  meaty  nr^  &c<]  This  line  and  the  twelve  following  (ending,  ute  him  gentlt/^ 
4lly  are  in  the  folios  made  one  speech,  and  given  to  the  First  Outlaw.  The  octavo  1711 
gives  Roderigo  the  latter  part  of  it  (beginning,  Til  entertain  him)  ;  as  do  the  Editors  of 
1750,  who,  however,  think  that  Roderigo  should  speak  all  but  the  first  four  lines,  ais  printed 
in  our  text,  which  we  have  no  doubt  is  the  true  reading.  v 

'S  A  strange  staving;  fe.Uow.]  Mr.  Seward  agrees  with  mc  in  explaining  stavingy  i.  e.  Hav- 
ing a  pilgrim's  staff  in  his  hands,  as  in  adding  further,  that  if  the  reader  is  still  dissatisfied 
%7ith  the  place,  he  may  suppose  the  poet  to  have  wrote, 

*^j. «.a  strange  staring  fellow.^ 

And  there  may  be  some  reason  for  it  from  Jaques's  speech  a  little  lower,  where,  speaking 
•f  cbis  new  captive,  he  says,  they  took  him, 

'  Upon  the  siklct  o'  th'  wood,  wieamg,  aod  gaping,*  &C»        S^mps^n* 
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tllE  PtLGRIM. 


\Act  2.  Scene  2. 


,    A  desp*rate  fool '',  and  so  lli^  fate  shall  tell 
thee. 
What  devil  brought  thee  hither  ?  for  I  know 
thee.  [fortune 

Pedro.  I  know  thou  dost ;  and  since  it  isruy 
To  iiuht  into  thy  finders,  I  must  think  too 
The  most  malicious  of  all  dcviJs  brought  me : 
Yet  some  men  say,  thou'rt  noble. 

Rod,  Not  to  thee; 
That  were  a  benefit  to  mock  the  girer. 
Thy  father  hates  iliy  friends  and  family. 
And  thou  hast  been  the  heirof  all  hi»  malice : 
Can  two  such  stonns  meet  then,   and  part 
with  kissing  ? 
Fedro.  You  have  the  mightier  hand. 
Rod.  AAd  so  ril  use  it. 
Pedro.  I  cannot  hinder  yon ;  less  can  I  beg 
'Submissive  at  his  knees  that  knows  not  ho- 
nour ;  [nature. 
That  bears  the  stamp  of  man,  and  not  his 
Yon  may  do  what  you  please. 
Hod.  I  will  do  all. 

Pedro.  And  when  you've  done  all,  which 
is  my  poor  ruin, 
(For  further  your  base  malice  cannot  venture) 
Dishonour's  self  will  cry  you  out  a  coward. 
Hadst  thou  been  brave,  and  noble,  and  an 

enemy, 
l1]oo  wouldst  have  sought  me  whilst  I  car- 
ried arms, 
Whilst  my  good  sword  was  my  profession. 
And  then  bavecried  out, '  Pedro,  I  defy  thee  !' 
Then  stuck  Alphonso's  quarrel  on  the  point. 
The  mercenary  anger  tluiu  serv  st  under 
To  get  his  daughter ;  then  thou  should bt  have 
brav'd  me,  [me 

And,  arm*d  with  all  thy  family's  hate,  upon 
Done  something)  worthy  feat*':  Now,  jxKir 
and  basely  [peasant 

Thou  set*st  toils  to  betray  me;  and,  like  the 
That  dare  not  meet  the  lion  in  the  face, 
Dig'st  crafty  pit-falls !  thou  sham'st  the  Spa- 
nish honour;  [itt  thee. 
Th*  hast  neither  point  of  man,  nor  conscience 
Rod.  Sir,  sir,  you're  brave !  you  plead  now 
in  a  sauctuary,          * 


You  think  your  Pilgrim's  bulwark  can  defend 

You  will  not  find  it  so.  [you: 

Pedro.  I  look  not  for't :  [it ! 

The  more  unhallow*d  soul  hast  thou  to  offer 


Rod.  W  hen  you  were  bravest,  si r,  and 
sword  shar.pe.st,  (you, 

I  durst  affront  you ;  when  the  court-sun  uilded 


lyour 


And  every  cry  was  the  youns  hopeful  Pi-dro, 
Fernando's  sprightly  son  !  then  durst  I  meet 
you,  [fa.shion, 

When  you  were  master  of  this  fame  and 
And  all  your  glories  in  tlie  full  meridian, 
The   kinv*s  proof-favour  buckled   on  youf 
Had  we  then  come  to  competition,     [body 

Which  I  have  often  sought 

Pedro.  And  I  desir'd  too. 
Rod.  You  should  have  seen  this  sword, 
(howe'er  you  slight  it) 
And  felt  it  too,  sharper  than  sorrow  felt  it, 
In  execution  quicker  than  tliy  scorns ; 
Thou  shouliJst  have  seen  all  this,  and  shrunk 
tn  see  it !  [thee, 

Then,  like  a  o:cntlcman  I  would  have  us'd 
And  giv'n  thee  the  fair  forlfune  of  thy  being; 
Then  with  a  soldier's  arm  I  had  honour  d 

tliee: 
But  since  thou  steal'st  upon  me  like  a  spy^ 
And  thief-like  think'st  that  holy  case  slialf 

carry  thee 
Thro'  hU  my  purposes,  and  so  betray  me, 
EJase  as  tlie  act  *',  thy  end  be,and  I  forget  thee. 
Pedro.  What  poor  evasions  thou  biiild'st 
on,  t'ahurfc  me  I  ^      [principles. 

The  goodness  of  a  man  ne'er  taught  these 
1  come  u  spy  ?.  Durst  any  noble  spirit 
Put  on  this  hubit,  to  become  a  traitor  } 
Ev  n  in  an  enemy  shew  me  this  antipathy. 
Where  there  is  Christian  faith,  and  this  not 

reverenc'd. 
I  come  a  spy  ?  No,  Rodcri<:o,  no, 
A  hater  of  thy  person,  a  niahgner?  [me. 
So  far  from  that,  I  brought  no  malice  with 
But  rather,  when  I  mt:et  thee,  tears  to  soften 
When  I  put  on  this  habit,  1  put  off.  [  thee« 
AH  fires,  all  angers,  all  those  starts  of  youtk 
That  clapt  too  rank  *9  a  bias  to  my  being;. 


»«  Tliy  heart 
A  dcxperatefooL]  This  passage  surely  ought  to  run  so, 

*  Thou  art 

*  A  desp*ratefool,*  &c. 

In  this  Mr.  Seward  likewise  concurred.        Sympson. 

I  can  by  no  means  think  so:  the  old  text  is  not  only  sense,  but  spirited :  while  the  vam^ 
tion  is  insipid.  *  My  habit,'  says  Pedro,  ^shea^  I  am  a  Pilgrim.'  *  Thy  heart*  (i.e.  thy  *«- 
«iiTi7y),  replies   lloderigo,  *ih<in  thou  art  a  desperate  fool,  and  so  thy  fate,'&c.     J.  N, 

*7  bone  something  worthy  feat,\  A  comma  or  two  here  will  put  all  to  nght,  thus, 
*  Done  tomethingy  worthy  feat.' 
But  Mr.  Seward  thinks  that  something  further  is  requisite ;  and  to  make  the  whole  run  morv 
naturally,  we  ought  to  read  thus  : 

'  Have  done  some  worthy  feat.'        Symp§on, 

«»  Base  as  you  act,  thy  end  be.]  First  folio  says,  *  you  act;'  second,  *  the  act.'  Symf>soii 
4hinks  a  variation  necessary,  which  should  be  either,  ^ your  or  this  act.'  '  TAeact'  is  a  goo4 
reading,  and  being  that  of  the  second  folio,  should  be  preferred. 

*9  Clapt  too  rank  a  bias.]  i.  e.  Strongs  great,  ^e.        Sympson, 
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And  drew  me  from  the  right  mark  all  should 

aim  at; 
Instead  of  stubborn  steel,  I  put  on  prn^rers; 
For  rash  and  hasty  heats,  a  sweet  repentance; 
Long  weary  steps,  and  vows,  for  my  vaiu- 

eloricf. 
Oh,  Roderigo! 

Rod.  If  thy  tongue  could  save  the<», 
Prating  be  thy  bail,thou  hast  a  rare  benefit! — 
Soldiers,  come  out,  and  bring  a  halter  with 

ye.  [you. 

ni  forgive  your  holy  habit,  sir,  but  111  hang 

Enter  Outhmiy  LupeZy  atid  Jagtie^, 
1  OutL  Wherefore  this  halter,  captain  ? 
Rod.  For  this  traitor. 
Go,  put  it  on  him,  and  then  tie  him  up. 
1  OutL  D'  you  want  a  band,  sir?    This  is 
a  coarse  wearing; 
'Twill  sit  but  sr.urvily  upon  this  collar: 
But  patience  is  as  good  as  a  French  pickor 
del«». 
Lofjez.  What's  his  fault,  captain  ? 
Rod.  'Tis  my  will  lie  perisli, 
And  that's  his  fault. 

Pedro.  A  captain  of  good  government! 
Come,   soldiers,  come  ;  yeVe  roughly  bred, 

and  bloody; 
6hew  your  obedience,  and  the  joy  ye  take 
In  executing  impious  commands ; 
Ye  have  a  captain  seals  your  liberal  pardons. 
Be  no  roorc-Chrititians,  put  religion  by, 
'Twiil  make  ye  cowards ;  feel  no  tenderness, 
Nor  let  a  thing  call'd  Conscience  trouble  ye; 
Alas,  'twill  breed  delay.    Bear  no  respect 
To  what  I  seem  ;  were  I  a  saint  indeed,, 
Why  fihould  that  stagger  ye?  ye  know  not 

holiness; 
To  be  excellent  io  evil,  is  your  goodness; 
And  be  so,  'twill  become  ye.  Have  no  hearts. 
For  fear  you  should  repent;  that  will   be 

dangerous ; 
For  if  tUerfi  be  a  knocking  there^  a  pricking, 
And  that  pulse  beat  back  to  your  cooside* 

rations. 
How  ye  have  laid  a  stiff  hand  on  religiop — - 
Rod.  Truss  him,  I  say  1 
Pedro.  And  violated  faith— 
Rod.  Here  him  not  prate ! 
Pedro.  Why,  what  a  thing  will  this  be ! 
What  strange  confusioo    tlicn  will   breed 
among  ye— — 
Ru  '    W  ill  none  of  ye  otiey  f 
Pedro.  What  devils  vex  ^e  ? 
The  fears  ye  live  in,  and  the  hourly  dangers. 
Will  be  delights  to  these ;  those  have  their 
ends,  [ance : 

But  tliese  out-livis  all  time,  and  all  repent- 


And  if  it  creep  into  your  conscience  once, 
Be  sure  ye  lock  that  close. 
Rod.  Why  stand  ye  gazing? 
Pedro.  Farewell,  sleep,  peace,  all  that  arc 
human  comforts !  [happier; 

Better  ye  had  been  trees,  or  stones,  and 
For  those  die  here,  and  seek  no  further  being, 
Nor  hopes,  nor  punishments. 
Rod.  Rots  take  ye,  rascals ! 
Jaq.  What  would  you  have  us  doP 
Rjod.  Dispatch  the  prater. 
Jaq.  And  have  religious  blood  hang  on  o«r 
consciences? 
We're  bad  enough  already;  sins  enough 
To  make  our  graves  ev'n  loath  us. 

Rod.  No  man  love  me?  [man ; 

Lopez.  Altho*  I  be  a  thief «  I  ani'no  hang« 

They're  two  men's  trades,  and  let  another 

execute. 
Lay  violent  hands  on  holy  things? 

Kod.  Base  cowards  !  [ye  ! 

Put  to  your  powers,  ye  rascals,  I  command 
Holy,  or  unholy,  if  I  say  it, 
I'll  have  it  done. 

1  OutL  If  I  do't,  let  me  starve  for't. 
t  OutL  Or  I.  [some, 

3  OutL  Or  I.     We  will  obey  things  hand» 
And  bad  enough,  and  over-do  obedience  ; 
But  to  be  made  such  instruments  of  mi»» 
chief 
Jaq.  Fve  done  as  many  villainies  as  another^ 
And  with  as  little  rcluctation ; 
Let  me  come  clear  of  these,  and  wipe  tlial\ 

score  off. 
Put  me  upon  a  felt  and  known  perdition? 
Rod.  liavc  ye  conspired,  ye  slaves? 
Pedro.  How  vilely  this  shews,  [p^r^ 

In  one  that  would  command  anoth<!t*9  tem« 
And  bear  no  bound  in's  owq. 

Rod.  Am  I  thus  jaded  ?  fderigo  } 

Pedro.  Is  it  my  life  thou  long'st  for,  Ro- 

And  can  no  sacrihce  appease  thy  malice. 

But  my  blood  spilt  ?  l^o  it  thyself,  dispatch  it; 

And,  as  thou  tak'st  the  whole  revepg^  jiUto 

thee. 
Take  the  whole  sin  upon  thee,  and  be  ipighty. 
Mighty  in  evil,  as  thou  art  in  anger;   [sake. 
And  let  not  these  poor  wretches  howl  fcrthy 
Tliobe  tilings  that  in  thine  own  glass  seem 

most  monstrous, 
Wouldst  tliou  abuse  their  weak  sights  with, 

for  aitiiable  ? 
Is  it,  thou  thiuk'st  to  fearme  with  thy  tei^ori. 
And  into  weak  condition  draw  my  virtue  ? 
If  I  were  now  to  learn  to  die,  I'd  sue  to  thee; 
Or  did  I  fear  death,  thcrn  Fd  make  thee 

glorious ; 
But  knowing  what  and  how  far  1  can  suffer^ 


*>  PickadeL]  Cotgrave,  in  his  Dictionary  of  the  French  and  Engligh  Tongues,  1611,  ex- 
plains the  word  piccadUles  as,  '  the  several!  divisions  or  peeces  fastened  together  about  the 
*  brimme  of  the  collar  of  a  doublet,  ^x.*  And  a  late  author  infonris  us,  thnt  in  Piccadifly, 
in  the  Haymarket,  *  There  were  formerly  no   houses,  and  only  one  shop  for  Spanish  rutts. 


which  was  called  the  Piccudiily  or  ruff«shup/ 
vol.  V,         If. 
Vol.  IJ.  U  P 


See  London  aud  its  Knv irons  described. 
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Aqd  all  my  whole  life  being  bat  death's  pre- 

face. 
My  sleep  bat  at  next  door~— - 

Rod,  Are  you  so  valiant  ? 
1*11  make  you  feel,  V\[  make  you  know  and 
feel  too !  [here, 

And,  rascals,  ye  shall  tremble!  Keep  him 
And  keep  him  safe  too;  if  be  'scape  your 
guards — 
Pedro,  Fear  not,  I  will  not. 
Rod,  As  I  live,  ye  die  for't! 
I  will  not  be  thus  baffled.  [  Exit, 

Jaq.  What  a  devil  have  ye  done.  Pilgrim  ? 
or  what  mischief 
Have  you  conspired,  that  be  should  rage  and 

rave  thus  ? 
Have  you  kiU'd  his  father,  or  his  mother? 
Or  strangled  any  of  his  kindred  ? 

Lopez.  Has  he  no  sisters  ?  have  you  not 
oeen  bouncing 
About  their  belly-pieces? 

Jaq.  Why  should  that  be  dangerous, 
Or  any  way  deserve  death  ?  is*t  not  natural  ? 
Bar  us  the  Christian  liberty  of  women, 
And  build  us  up  witli  brick,  take  away  our 

free-stone. 
.    1  Outl.   Because,  thou'rt  hoHer  than  he, 

upon  my  conscience, 
He  does  not  envy  thee ;  that's  not  his  quarrel ; 
For,  look  you,  that  might  be  compounded 
without  prayers. 
Ia^z,  Nor  tliat  thou  seem'st  an  honestcr 
man;  for  here 
We  have  no  trading  with  such  tinsel-stuif; 
To  be  an  excellent  thief  is  all  we  aim  at. 
Wilt  thou  take  a  spit  and  stride,  and  see  if 
thou  canst  out-run  us  ?        [obedience ; 
Pedro,  I  scorn  to  shift  bis  fury;  keep  your 
For  tho' -your  government  admit  no  prece- 
Keep  yourselves  careful  in't.  [dent, 

.    Jag.  Thou  wilt  be  haneM  then.  [me. 

Pedro.  I  cannot  die  with  fewer  faults  upon 
S  Outh  Tis  ten  to  one  he'll  shoot  bin ;  for 
the  devil's  in  him 
If  he  hang  him  himself. 

Loj^ez.  He  has  too  proud  a  nature  ; 
He  will  compel  some  one.        \ 
Jaq.  I'm  confident. 
Lopez.  And  so  are  all,  I  think. 
Pedro.  Be  not  molested ; 
If  I  must  die,  let  it  not  trouble  you  ; 
It  stirs  not  me;  'tis  the  end  I  was  born  for. 
Only  this  honest  office  I  desire  ye, 
If  tnere  be  courtesy  in  men  of  your  breed, 
To  see  me  buried ;  not  to  let  his  fury 
Expose  my  body  to  the  open  violence 
Of  beasts  and  fowls;  so  tar  I  urge  humanity. 

Enter  Rpderigo  andAlirtda. 
Jaq.  He  sha'n*t  deny  us  that;  well  see  you 
under  ground, 
And  give  you  a  volley  of  as  good  cups  of  sack. 
For  that's  our  discipline— 

Lopez.  He  comes  again. 
As  high  in  rage  as  ever;  the  boy  with  him. 


1  OutL  Will  he  compel  the  child? 
Lopez.  He's  bent  to  do  it, 
And  must  have  somebody. 

Rod.  If  thou  lov'st  me,  do  it !  [it ! 

Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  say  thou  shalt  do 
Stare  not,  nor  stagger,  sirrah !  if  ye  deny 

me — 
Do  you  see  this,  rogue  ? 

Aiin.  What  would  you  have  me  do,  sir? 
Hcav*n's  goodness  bless  me ! 

Rod.  Do  ?  why,  hang  a  rascal, 
That  would  han^;  me. 
Aiin.  I  am  a  boy,  and  weak,  sir. 
Rod.  Thou'rt  strong  enough  to  tie  him  to 
a  bougb,  [jewel. 

And  turn  him  off.     Come,  thou  shalt  be  my 
And  I'll  allow  tliee  horse,  and  all  tby  plea^ 

sures. 
And  twenty  gallant  things;  1*11  teach  thee 

arms  too; 
Make  thee  mine  heir. 
Aiin,  Let  roe  inherit  death  first ! 
Rod,  Make  me  not  angry,  sirrah ! 
Aiin.  Which  is  the  man,  sir? 
I'll  pluck  up  the  best  heart  I  can;  yet^— ** 

Rod.  Fear  not ; 
It  is  my  will.  That  in  the  Pilgrim's  ooac  tberc. 
That  devil  in  the  saint's  skin. 
Aiin.  Guard  me,  goodness! 
Rod.  Dispatch  him  presently. 
Pedro.  I  wait  your  worst,  sir. 
Jaq.  Will  the  boy  do  it  ?  is  the  rogue  s» 
confident  ? 
So  young,  so  deep  in  blood? 
Lopez.  He  shakes  and  trembles. 
Pedro,  Dost  thou  seek  more  coals  still  to 
sear  thy  conscience? 
Work  sacred  innocence  to  be  a  devil  ?      [it. 
Do  it  thyself  for  shame,  thou  best  becom'st 
Rod.  Sirrah,  I  "scorn  my  linger  should  be 
'fil'd  with  thee; 
And  yet  I'll  have  it  done;  this  child  shall 
strangle  thee :  [thee. 

A  crying  pirl,  if  she  were  here,  should  master 
Aiin,  How  should  I  save  him?  how  myself 
from  violence  ?  lAtide, 

Pedro.   Leave  yonr  tongue-valour,    and 
dispatch  your  hate,  sir; 
The  patience  of  my  death  shall  more  torment 
thee,  [backward) 

(Thou  painted  honour,  thou  base  man  made 
Than  all  my  life  has  fear'd  thee. 
Rod.  Gag  him,  sirrah ! 
Jaq,  The  bo^r  looks  chearfolly  now;  sure 

he  will  do  it« 
Lopez.  He'll  maul  him  else. 
Aiin,  Are  jou  prepar'd  to  die,  sir  ? 
Pedro.  Yes,  boy,  and  ready;  prithee  ta 

thy  business. 
Aiin.  Why  are  you  then  so  angry  ?  so  per* 
-    plex'd,  sir? 
Patience  wins  Heaven,  and  not  the  heat  of 

passion. 
Why  do  you  rail? 
Lopez,  The  boy's  a  pretty  pHett^  - 
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Feim.  I  cbmk  jira,  gentle  chOd;   joq 
teach  raetmlj. 

AUn^  You  seem  to  fear  too. 

Pedro.  ThoQ  seest  mofe  Unn  I  feel,  boy. 

Aiim,  Youtrembley  sore. 

Pedro.  No,  sore,  boy;  'tis  thy  tenderness. 
Piicfaee  make  haste»  and  let  that  gnlph  be 
satisfied. 

AUm.  Are  you^so  willing  to  go  to*c? 

Pedro.  Mo«t willing: 
I  woald  not  borrow  from  his  courtesy 
One  hoar  of  life,  to  gain  an  age  of  gJory. 

AHh.  And  is  your  rM^koniog  straight,  sir? 

Pedro,  As  stnu^l  as  truth,  boy  ; 
J  cannot  go  more  joyfully  to  a  wedding. 

AUm.  Then  to  your  prayers;  111  disp:  4ch 
you  presently. — 
Kow  gnick  my  tongue,  thou  blessedness ! 

[Aude, 

Rod.  Agoodhoy! 

Alin.  But  hark  you,  sir,  one  word;  and 
'pi«y  yon  resolve  me. 
Let  me  speak  privately. 

IUmL  What  wouUlst  thou  have,  child  ? 

Aiin.  Shall  this  man  die  ? 

Rod.  Why  do!»t  thou  make  that  question  ? 

AUn.  Tray  you  be  not  angry ;  if  he  must, 
111  do  it. 
But  roost  he  qow  ? 

Rod.  What  else  ?  who  dare  reprieve  him  ? 

AUh.  Tray  you  thiuk  again ;  and  as  vour 

iDjuries  [feflow. 

Are  great,  and  full,  you  sutSer  from   this 

Do  not  you  purpose  so  to  suit  your  vengeance? 

Rod^  I  do\  and  must. 

A  tin.  You  «^.nnot,  if  he  die  now. 

Rod  Cannot?  [find  it, 

Alin.  No,  cannot;  be  not  Tex*d;  youll 
I  have  considered,  and  I  know  it  certain. 
You  suffer  below  him;  lose  all  your  angers. 

Rod  Why,  my  best  boy  ? 

Aiin.  I  love  aiiid  tender  you, 
1  would  not  tell  yon  else-    Is  that  reveni*e. 
To  slight  jrour  cause,  and  saint  your  enemy  ? 
Clap  the  dove's  win^^s  of  downy  peace  unto 
■  him,  [sighing? 

And  let  him  soar  to  Heaven,  wliilst  you  are 
Is  tliis  revenge  ? 

Rod.  Vd  have  him  die, 

AUn.  Prepared  thus  ? 
The  blessing  of  a  father  never  reachM  it ! 
Uis  contei^ipiation  now  scorns  you,  contemns 
you. 


And  all  the  tortures  y«m  caa  use:  Lrt  lam 

die  thus. 
And  these  that  know  and  lore  letcngc  will 

laugh  at  you. 
Here  lies  the  hoooor  of  a  welKbffcd  anger. 
To  make  his  enemy  shake  and  trenhle  under 

him. 
Doubt,  nay,  almost  despair,  and  then  oon* 

foundhim. 
Thb  man  you  rock  asleep,  and  all  your  r^^es 
Are  requieau  to  his  partu^  soul,  mere  an- 
thems. 
Rod.  Indeed  he*s  strongly  built. 
AUn.  You  cannot  shake  him ; 
And  the  more  weight  you  put  on  his  foun* 

dation,  [stronger. 

Now  as  he  stands,  yon  fix  him  still  the 
If  you  love  him,  honour  him,  would  heap 

upon  him 
Friendships  and  benefits  beyond  example, 
Hope  him  a  star  in  Heaven,  and  there  would 

stick  him. 
Now  take  his  life. 

Rod  I'd  rather  take  mine  own,  boy. 
AUn.  m  ease  him  presently. 
Rod  Stay,  be  not  hasty. 
AUn,  Bless  mv  tongue  still !  \^As9d§. 

Lopez.  What  has  the  boy  done  to  bun  ? 
IIow  dull  and  still  he  looks ! 
AUn.  You  are  a  wise  man. 
And  long  have  buckled  with  the  world's  ex« 

tremities, 
A  valiant  man,  and  no  doubt  know  both 

fortunes;  [madly. 

And  would  you  work  your  master»piece  thus 
Take  the  bare  name  ot  honour,  that  will  pity 

you". 
When  the  world  knows  you've  prey*d  on  a 

poor  Pilgrim  ? 
Rod  The  boy  has  stagger'd  me:    What 

wouldst  thou  have  me 

AUn.  HaVeyuG?  d*you  not  feel,  sir?does*t 

not  stir  you  ?  [bravely, 

D'  you  ask  a  child  ?  Fd  have  you  do  most 
(Bc^Qse  I  most  affect  you)  like  yourself,  sir; 
Scorn  him,  and  let  him  go;  seem  to  contema 

him. 
And,  now  youVe  made  him  shake,  seal  him 

his  pardon. 
When  he  appears  a  subject  fit  for  anger. 
And  Gt  for  you,  his  pious  armour  off, 
His  ho4>es  no  higher  ^an  your  sword  may 

reach  at. 


**  Take  the  hare  name  of  Honour,  that  mill  pity  ye^ 

When  the  world  knoosi/e  have  prey* d  on  a  poor  Pi/grim  f]  Mr.  Seward  supposes  n  trans-* 
position  h^re,  and  would  read, 

*  Take  the  bare  naipe  of  Honour?  when  the  world  knows 

*  Ye've  prey'd  on  a  poor  Pilgrim,  they  will  pity  ye.' 

Mr.  Sympson  *  can't  allow  of  so  bold  a  preceding  against  the  Ve&t,'  which  he  thinks  *  may 
1  be  set  right  with  less  trouble,  so:* 

*  Take  the  bare  name  of  Honour,  it  will  pity  you 

*  When  the  world  knows  youVe  prey'd  on  a  poor  Pilgrim.' 

We  think  the  text  gives  the  same  sense  with  Seward's  transposition;  and  do  not  like  |Syn)p« 
son's  reading. 
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Thed  strike,  and  then  jou  know  revenge, 

then  take  it. 
I  hope  IVe  tum'd  his  mind.  [Aside, 

Hod,  Let  tlie  fool  go  there. 
}  scorn  to  let  loose  so  hase  an  anger 
May  light  on  thee :  See  me  no  more,  hut 

quit  me ; 
And  when  we  meet  again 

Tedro.  Y\\  thank  you,  captain.  [Erit. 

Alin.  Why,  this  was  like  yourself. — But 
which  way  goes  he? 
Shall  we  ne'er  happy  meet  ?  [Atide. 

Rod^  Fm  drowsy j  boy ;  fpany; 

Go  with  me,  and  discourse :  I  like  thy  com- 
Oh,  child  1  I  love  thy  cont^ue.  yExit. 

Alin,  I  shall  wait  on  you,  [Exit. 


Lopez.  The  boy  has  done't;  a  plaguy  wit- 
ty rascal! 
And  1  shall  lore  him  terribly. 

Jag,  Twas  he^  most  certain ;  [him, 

For,  if  you  mark,  how  earnest  he  was  with 
And  how  be  laboured  him  ! 

Lopes,  A  cunning  villain ! 
But  a  good  rogue.    This  boy  will  make's  all 
honest. 
1  OutL  I  scarce  believe  that;  but  I  like  the 
boy  well. 
Come,  let's  to  supper ;  then  upon  our  watchet. 
Lopez,  This  Pilgrim  'scap'd,  a  joyful  one**. 
Jaq,  Let's  drink  round 
To  tlie  boy's  health,  and  then  about  our  bu- 
.  fiiness.  [ExeuiU, 


**  7^  Pilgrim  *8cap*d  a  joyM  one,]  This  may  be  understood  as  if  this  Pilgrim  was  iovful 
on  account  of  his  escape,  but  it  is  more  in  character  to  make  one  relate  to  supperf  ana  then^ 
though  jojifuly  understood  ironically,  may  stand,  yet  woful  seems  a  more  humourous  word. 
I  reiul  therefore, 

*  This  Pilgrim  'scap'd  a  zoqful  one/        Seward^ 

A  comma  at  the  word  'tcap^d  will,  I  believe,  give  us  the  Author's  meaning.  The  Outlaw 
•ays,  *  Let's  to  our  watches.'  *  Mine,'  says  Lopez,  *  will  be  a/cn^/v/  watcli,  AS  this  Pilgrini 
kas  escap'd  j'  his  execution  would  have  made  it  melancholy.        J,  N, 


ACT     III, 


SCENE  I. 

Xntet  tloderigOf  Jagues]  Li^ez,  and  three 
Outlaioi, 

2iod.  XT  ONE  of  you  know  her  ? 

•'■^    Jag,  Alas,  sir,  we  ne'er  saw  her. 
Nor  e'er  heard  of  her,  but  from  your  report. 
Rod.  No  happy  eye? 
Lopez,  I  do  not  think  'tis  she,  sir  ; 
idethinks,  a  woman  dares  not— 

Rod*  Thou  speak'st  poorly ; 
What  dares  not  woman,  when  she's  provok'd  ? 
Or  what  seems  dangerous  to  love  or  fury  f 
That  it  is  she,  this  has  oonfirm'd  me  certain. 
These  jewels  here,  apart  of  which  I  sent  her, 
And,  tho'  unwilling,  yet  her  father  wrought 
To  take  and  wear.  [her 

Lopez,  A  wench,  and  we  not  know  it  r 
And  among  us  ?  Where  were  our  understand- 
ings? 
I  could  have  guess'd  unhappily,  have  had 

some  feeling 
tn  such  a  matter  t  Here  are  ns  pretty  fellows, 
At  the  discovery  of  such  ajigambob! 
A  handsome  wencli  too  ?  Sure  we've  lost  our 
faculties,  [here,  sir? 

We  have  no  notions  *».    What  should  she  do 
Rod,  That's  it  that  troubles  me.  Oh,  that 
base  rascal ! 
There  lies  the  misery !    How  cunningly  she 
quit  him, 

^  We  h§ve  no  motions.!  The  n  and  the  m  have  taken  the  same  turn  here  as  in  Shakespear«» 
Head, 

*  We  have  no  Ttotions*'        SympMon. 


And  howsheurg'd !  Had  ye  been  constant  t» 
1  ne'er  had  snffcr'd  this.  [me, 

1  OulL  You  might  have  hang'd  him; 
And  'would  he  had  been   hai^g'd !  that's  all 

we  care  for't. 
So  our  hands  had  not  done't. 

Rod.  She's  gone  agtlin  too ; 
And  what  care  have  ye  for  that?  gone,  and 

contemn'd  me; 
Mastered  my  will  and  power,  and  now  laughs 
at  mc. 
Lopez.  The  devil  that  brought  her  hither, 
sir,  I  think 
Has  carried  her  back  ajjain  invisible,  [tare. 
For  we  ne'er  knew  nor  heard  of  her  ciepar-« 
Jttq.  No  living  thing  came  this  night  thro"; 
our  watches ; 
She  went  with  you. 

ttod.  Was  by  me  till  I  slept, 
But  when  I  wa'k'd,  and  call'd— Oh,  my  dull 

pate  here ! 
If  I  had  open'd  this  when  it  was  given  me^ 

This  roguy  box 

Ixfpez,  We  could  but  give  it  you. 
Rod.  Pilgrim  ?  a  pox  o'  Pilgrims !  there  the 
game  goes,  [iL 

There's  all  my  fortune  fled.;  I  know't,  I  feel 

Enter  Alpkonto  and  ttoa  Outtawzs 
Atph.  Bring  me  unto  thy  captain !  where's 
thy  captain  ?    - 


Act  S.  Scene  3.] 


THE  PILGRIM. 
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Vm  fouoder*dy  mdted ;  some  fairy  thine  or 

other  [me 

Has  led  me  dancing;  the  devil  has  haonted 

I'  th*  likeness  of  a  voice.— Give  mc  thy  cap* 

tain! 

S  OutL  He's  here,  sir ;  there  he  stands. 

Alph.  How  dost  thou,  captain  ?       [l>olt ! 

I  have  been  fooKd  and  jaded,  made  a  doc;* 

My  daughter's  run  away;  1  have  beenhauiit^ 

ed  too; 
iVe  lost  iny  horse;  I'm  hungry,  and  out  of 
my  wfts  also. 
Rod,  Come  in ;  I'll  tell  you  what  I  know ; 
strange  things! 
And  take  voareasc;  I'll  follow  her  recovery : 
These  shall  be  yours  the  whilst,  and  do  you 
service. 
Alph,  Let  me  have  drink  enough;   Tm 

almost  choak*d  too. 
Rod.  You  shall  have  any  thing.    What 

think  you  now,  soldiers? 

Jaq.  I  tliink  a  woman,  is  a  woman,  that's 

any  thing. 

The  next  we  take,  well  search  a  little  nearer ; 

We'll  not  be  boy'd  again  with  a  pair  of 

breeches.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  n. 
Enter  JuUtta, 

JuL  He's  gone  in  here :  fliis  is  Roderigo's 

quarter, 
And  rU  be  with  him  soon,  I'll  startle  him 
A  little  better  than  I  have  done.   All  this  long 

night 
Tve  led  him  oot  o'th'  way,  to  try  his  patience. 
And  made  him  swear,  and  curse,  and  pray, 

and  swear  again, 
And  cry  for  anger;  I  made  hiin  leave  his 

horse  too,  [to  him. 

Where  he  can  never  find  him  more ;  whistled 
And  then  he'd  run  thro*  thick  and  thin  to 

reach  me;  [him. 

And  down  in  this  ditch,  up  again,  and  shake 
And  swear  some  certain  blessings ;  then  into 
*  that  bush  [over, 

Pop  goes  his  pate,  and  all  his  face  is  comb'd 
And  [  sit  laughing :  A  hundred  tricky  I've 

serv'd  him. 
And  I  will  double  'em,  before  I  leave  him : 
I'll  teach  his  anger  to  dispute  with  women. 
But  all  this  time  I  cannot  meet  my  mistress, 
I  cannot  come  to  comfort  her,  that  grieves  me. 
For  sure  she's  much  afflicted ;  till  1  do, 
I'll  haunt  thy  ghost,  Aiphonso;  I'll  keep  thee 

waking.  PWcnry, 

Yes,.  I  must  get  a  drum :  I  am  villainous 
And  yet  I'll  trot  about  these  villages 
^Till  I  have  got  my  will,  and  then  have  at  you! 
i'il  make  your  anger  drop  out  at  your  el  hows, 

ere  I  leave  you.  [flxit. 


SCENE  ITL 
Enter  Sebertoand  Curio. 


Seb.  Tis  strauge,  in  all  tlie  circuit  we  have 

ridden, 

We  cannot  cross  her ;  no  way  light  upon  her. 

Curio,  I  don't  tiiink  she  is  gone  tnus  far, 

or  this  way; 

For  certain,  i?  she  had,  we  shoald  have 

reached  her. 
Made  some  discovery,  heard  some  news; 
we've  seen  nothiuj;. 
Seb.  Nor  pass'd  by  any  body  that  could 
promise  any  thing. 
She's  certainly  disguis  d ;  her  modesty 
Durst  never  venture  else. 

Curio.  Let  her  take  any  shape. 
And  let  me  see  it  once,  I  can  distinguish  it 
Stb,  So  should  I  think  too.    Has  not  her 
father  found  her?  fpaiience 

Curio.  No,  ril  be  hang'd  then ;  he  has  no 
(Unless  she  light  in's  teeth;  to  look  about  him : 
He  guesses  now  u^  and  chafes,  and  frets  lik« 
tinsel.  [out  it; 

Seb.  Let  him  go  on,  he  cannot  live  witln 
But  keep  her  from  him,  Heav'n !  Where  ara 
we,  Curio? 
Curio.  In  a  wood,  I  think ;  hang  me,  if  I 
know  else !  [hours, 

And  yet  Fve  ridden  all  these  coasts  at  all 
And  had  an  aim. 
Seb.  I  would  we  had  a  guide.  [berto, 

Curio.  And  if  I  be  not  much  awry,  Se- 
Not  far  off  should  be  Roderigo's  quarter; 
For  in  this  fastness,  if  I  be  nut  cozen *d, 
He  and  his  Outlaws  live. 

Seb.  This  is  the  place  then 
We  appointed  him  to  meet  in. 

Enter  Alinda. 
Curio.  Yes,  I  think  so. 
Seb,  'Would  we  could  meet  some  !iving 

thing !— What's  that  there? 
Curio.  A  boy,  I  think.  Stay ;  why  mayn't 

he  direct  us? 
Alin.  I'm  huntrry,  and  I'm  weary,  and  I 
cannot  find  him. 
Keep  my  wits,  Heav'n !  I  feel  'em  wavering. 
Oh,  God,  rov  head  ! 

Svb.  Boy  r  dost  thou  hear?  thou  stripling  ! 
Aiin,  Now  I  hey  will  tear  me,  torture  me ! 
now  Koderigo 
Will  hang  him  without  mercy.    Ha ! 

Curio.  Come  hither! 
A  very  pretty  boy.   What  place  is  this,  cliild  ? 
And  whither  dost  thou  travel  ?  How  he  stares  f 
Some  stubborn  master  has  abus'd  the  buy. 
And  beaten  him:    How  he  comprains!-** 
Whither  goest  thou  ?  Tiher ; 

Alin,  I  go  to  Segovia,  sir,  to  my  sick  mo- 
I  have  been  taken  here  by  drunken  thieves^ 


**  He  gueMses  now,  and  chqfes  andfretn  like  tinsel.]  Mr.  Svmpson  proposes  reading, 
*  He  guesses  not,  but  chafes  and  frets  like  tinsel.' 
Yr«  are  of  opinioA  thutgueua  is  corrupt. 


idi 
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[Act  8.  Scene  4, 


^ndf  Coh,  my  bones  f)  I  have  been  beaten, 
sir,  ftlcmen. 

Mis-us'd  and  robb'd;  extremely  beaten,  gen- 
Oh,  God,  my  side! 

Seb,  Wi)at  bcusts  would  use  a  boy  thus? 
Look  up,  and  be  af  good  cheer. 

Alin,  Oh,  1  cannot. 
BJy  back,  my  back,  my  back  ! 

Cvrio.  What  tbieve's? 

Alin.  I  know  not, 
But  they  call  the  captain  Rodcrigo. 

Curio.  Look  you ! 
I  know  we  were  thereabouts. 

Seb.  Dost  thou  want  any  thin;;  ? 

AUn.  Nothing  but  ease,  but  ease,  sir. 

Curio,  There*5  ^me  money. 
And  get  thee  to  thy  mother. 

Aiin,  I  thank  ye,  gentlemen.  [thus. 

Seb,  This  wa^  extremely  foul,  to  vex  a  cliild 

Come,  let's  along;  we  cannot  lose  our  v\'ay 

now.  \  Exeunt, 

Ahn.  Tho*  ye  apc  honest  men,  I  tear  your 
fingers, 
And  glad  I  am  got  off.    Oh,  how  I  tremble ! 
Send  me  but  once  within  bis  anns^  dear  For- 
tune, 
And  then  come  ^11  th^  world !  What  shall  I 

do  now  ? 
^is  almost  night  again,  and  where  to  lod(ie  me 
Or  get  me  meat,  or  any  thing,  I  know  not.  * 
These  wild  woods,  and  the  fancies  I  have  in 
Will  run  me  ii^^d.  [me. 

Enter  Juktta, 
Jul  Boy  !  boy ! 
Alin^  More  set  to  take  roe  ? 
Jul.  Dost  thou  hear,  boy?  thou  pointer! 
AUn,  Tis  a  boy  too, 
A  lacky-boy;  I  need  not  fear  his  fierceness. 
Jul.  Canst  thou  beat  a  drum? 
AUn,  A  drum  ? 
JuL  This  thing,  a  drum  here. 
Didst  thou  ne*cr  see  a  drum.^  Canst  tbou 
make  this  grumble  } 
AUn,  Juletu's  face  and  tongue!  Is  she 
run  mad  too  ? 
Here  may  be  double  craft.    [Aside.'] — I  have 
no  skill  in't. 
Jul.  Y\\  give  thee  a  ryai  but  to  go  along 
with  me.  [business. 

AUn.  I  care  not  for  thy  ryal ;  lye  other 
Drum  to  thyself,  and  dance  to't. 

Jul,  Sirrah,  sirrah ! 
Thou  scurfy  sirrah !  thou  snotty-nos'd  scab  I 
dost  thou  hear  me  } 

If  I  lay  down  my  drum ^ 

AUn.  Here  comes  more  company ! 
I  fear  a  plot;  Heav*n  send  m»  fairlv  from  it. 

[EiU, 

Tenter  Roderigo  and  twa  QfUhm* 

JuL  Batta!  who's  here? 

Jjapet,  Captain,  do  you  need  me  further? 


B,od.  No,  not  a  foot.   Give  me  the  gown ) 
the  sword  now.  [naCj^ 

Jul.  This  is  thederil^bief:  and,  if  he  take 
Woe  be  to  my  gally^askins  ! 

Lopez,  Certain,  sir,  [habit. 

She'll  take  her  patches  off,  and  change  hep 
Rod,  Let  her  do  what  slie  please.  *No,  no, 
Alinda, 
You  cannot  cozen  me  again  in  a  boy's  figure. 
Nor  hide  the  beauty  of  tluit  face  in  patches^ 
But  I  shall  know't. 
Jul.  A  boy  ?  his  face  ip  patches? 
Rod.  Nor  shall  your  tongue  again  betwitch 
mine  anger. 
If  she  be  found  i*  th*  woods,  send  me  word 

presently. 
And  I'll  return;  (she  canpot  be  far  gone  yet) 
If  she  be  not,  ex^iect  me  when  you  see  me. 
Use  all  your  service  to  my  friend  Alphonso, 
And  have  a  care  to  your  business.  Farewell ! 
No  more:  Farewclf !  [Exe^nU 

JuL  I'm  heartily  glad  tbou'rt  gone  yet. 

This  boy  in  patches  was  the  boy  came  by  me^ 

The  very  same ;  how  hastily  it  shifted  ! 

What  amope-ey'd  ass  was  I  %  I  could  not 

know  her !  [bar  her  ; 

This  must  be  she,  this  is  she,  now  I  remein* 

How  loth  she  was  to  talk  too,  how  she  fear'd 

me !  [anger, 

I  could  now  piss  mine  eyes  out  for  n:(ere 

I'll  follow  her — But  who  sllall  vex  her  father 

then  ?  [age. 

One  flurt  at  him,  and  then  I'm  for  the  voy- 

If  I  can  cross  the  captain  too«-Comc,  tabor  I 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Jaquct  and  Fir$t  OiUlaw* 

Jag,  Are  they  all  set  ? 

]  OutL  All,  and  each  quarter  quiet. 

Juq.  Is  the  old  man  asleep  ? 

1  OutL  An  hour  ago,  sir.  rsence,^ 

Jaq,   We  must  be  very  careful  in  his  ab- 
And  very  watch fuK 

1  OutL  It  ^ncerns  us  nearly, 
lie  will  not  be  long  from  ui. 

Jaq.  No,  he  cannot. 

1  OutL    A  little  heat  of  love,  which  h^ 
must  wander  out ; 
And  tiien  again — Hark  \        [J)rum  afar  off: 

Juq.  What  ? 

1  OutL  'Tis  nut  the  wind,  sure ;    [waters. 
That's  still  and  calm;  no  noise  nor  flux  of 

Jaq,  I  hear  a  drum,  I  think, 

1  OufL  I'hat;,  that;  it  beats  again  now. 

Jaf,  Now  it  comes  nearer.    Sure  we  are 
surprfs*d,  sir; 
Some  from  the  kind's  command.  We're  lost» 
we're  dead  all  ^ 

1  OutL  Ilark,  hark  1   a  charge  now !  my 
captain  has  betmy'd  us. 
And  left  us  to  this  ruin,  run  away  from  us  I 


What  a  mop^'d  au^  &c.]  Fonner  editions. 


Act  3.  Scene  5;] 
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Enter  two  OuiUtwi. 

Lopex.  Another  beats  o'  that  side. 
8  OutL  Fly,  fly,  Jaqoes ! 
We're  taken  in  a  toil,  snapt  in  a  pitfall; 
Metbiiiks  I  feel  a  sword  already  slmve  me. 
i  Outl.  A  thousand  horse  and  foot,  a  thou- 
sand pioneers. 
If  we  get  under  ground,  to  fetch  us  out  a^ain ; 
And  every  one  an  axe  to  cut  the  woods  down. 

Lopez.  This  is  the  dismal'st  nigh* 

[Exeunt, 
Enter  AlphoriKf, 

Afph.  Where  is  my  nag  now?  [devil 

And  what  make  I  here  to  be  baiig*d?  what 
Brought  me  into  this  danger  ?  Is  tliere  iie  er 

a  hole,  [quickly  i 

That  I  may  creep  in  deep  enou|;h,  and  die 
Ne'er  an  old  ditch  to  choke  lu  ?  I  sliall  be 

taken 
For  their  commander  now,  their  general, 
And  have  a  commanding  gallows  set  up  for 

me  [on  me; 

As  hi^h  as  a  may-pole,  and  nasty  songs  made 
Be  printed  with  a  pint-p<)t  and  a  dagger. 
Tbey  are  all  kill'd  by  this  time.  Can  I  pray  ? 
Let  me  see  that  first->L*ve  too  much  fear  to 

be  faithful.  [daughters, 

Where's  all  uiy  state  now  ?  I  roust  go  liimt  for 
Daughters,  and  damsels  of  the  lake'^,  damn'd 

daughters! 
A  hundred  crowns*  for  a  good  tod  of  hay, 
Or  a  fizie  hollow  tree,  that  would  contain  me. 
I  hear  'em  coming ;  I  feel  the  noose  about  me ! 

Enter  SebertOy  Curio,  Outhwt,  and  Jatfues, 
Seb.  Why  do  you  fear,  and  fly  ?  here  are 
no  soldiers, 
None  From  the  king  to  vex  you. 
1  Outl.  The  drum,  the  drum,  sir! 
Curio.  I  never  saw  kuch  pigeou-hcarted 
people ! 
What  drum?  whutdangbr?  who^s  that  that 

shakes  behind  there  f 
Mercy  upon  me,  sir,  why  are  you  fear*d  thus  ? 
Alph.  Are  we  all  kiil'd  ?  no  mercy  to  be 
hop'd  for ! 
Am  I  not  shot,  d'  you  think  ? 

Seb.  You're  strangely  frighted ;  [you  ? 
Shot  with  a  6ddle-stick !  Who's  here  to  siioot 
A  drum  we  saw  indeed ;  a  boy  was  beating  it, 
And  hunting  squirrels  by  moon-light. 

Lopez.  Nothing  else,  sir  ?  [stirring. 

Curio,  Not  auy  thing;    no  other  j^rson 

Alph.  Oh,  that  Ihad  that  boy!  this  is  that 

devil, 

That  fairv  rogue,  that  haunted  me  last  night ! 

ir  has  sleeves  like  dragon's  wings. 


Seb.  A  little  foot-boy^ 
Alph.  Come,  let's  go  in,  and  let  roe  get  my 
cloQths  on. 
If  e'er  I  stay  here  more  to  be  thusniartyr'd— 
Did  ye  not  meet  the  wench  ? 
Seb.  No,  sure,  we  met  her  not. 
Alph.  Slie  has  been  here  in  boy's  apparel^ 
gentltmen,  [woman) 

(A  ){allant  thiiit^,  and  famous  for  a  gentle- 
And  all  her  face  patch'd  over  for  discovery ; 
A  Pilgrim  too,  and  thereby  hangs  a  circum^ 
stance,  [one. 

That  she  hafh  playM  lier  master-prize,  a  nrm 
i  came  too  short. 
Curio.  5>uch  a  young  boy  we  met,  sin 
Afph.  In  a  grey  hat? 

Curio.  The  same ;  his  face  all  patch'd  Coo* 

Aiph    'Twas  she,  a  rot  nui  with  her !  %he, 

thnt  rank  she !  [again : 

Walk  in,  I'll  tell  ye  all;  and  then  we'll  parC 

But  get  some  store  of  wine ;   this  friaht  sits 

here  yet.  [Exeunt. 

tlnter  Jutetta^ 
JuL  What  a  fright  I've  put  'em  in;  whaC 

a  brave  hurry ! 
If  this  do  )x>lt  him  ^,  I'll  be  with  him  again 
With  a  new  part,  was  never  play'd :  I'll  tirk 

him:  [him. 

As  he  huhts  her,  so  Til  hunt  him ;  Til  claw 
Now  will  I  sec  if  I  can  cross  her  footing. 
Vet  still  ril  watch  his  water,  he  shall  pay 

for't;  [worse^ 

And  when  he  thinks  most  malicb,  and  means 
I'll  make  him  know  the  mare's  the  better 

horse.  [Esit^ 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Pedro  and  a  Gentleman, 

Cent.  You  are  a  stranger,  sir ;  and,  for 
huminity,  [something. 

Being  cuine  within  our  walls,  I'd  shew  yoii 
You've  seen  the  castle? 

Fedro.  Yes,  sir ;  tis  a  strong  one. 
And  well  maintain'd. 

Gent.  Why  are  yon  still  thus  sad,  sirf 
How  do  you  fike  the  walks  .^ 

Pedro,  They're  very  pleasant ; 
Your  town  stands  cool  and  sweet. 

Gent.  But  that  I  would  not  [yott 

Affect  you  with  more  sadness,  I  could  shew 
A  place  worth  view. 

Fedro.  Shows  seldom  alter  me,  sir; 
'Pray  you  speak  it,  and  then  shew  it. 

Oe?it.  'TIS  a  house  here  [visited 

Where  people  of  all  sorts;  that  have  been 
With  lunaJes  and  follies,  wait  their  cures: 


^^  Damsels  of  flte  lake.]  This  alludes  to  the  Lady  of  the  Lake,  a  famous  character  in  the 
old  romances;  particularly  the  very  popular  one  called  Morte  Arthur;  where  many  mi- 
racles are  performed,  and  much  encimntment  is  conducted,  by  means  of  the  interposition 
•f  the  Lady  of  the  Lake.    See  Warton  on  Spenser,  vol.  i.  p.  5JB.        R, 

*'  jffthii  do  bolt  him.]  Probably  the  negative  is  wanting, 

^  If  this  don*t  bolt  him,'  Sjfmptan, 
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Their  fancies,  of  a  thousand  stamps  and 
fabhioDs,  [ye, 

Lik«;  flies  in  several  shapes,  buz  round  about 
And  twice  as  many  gestures ;  some  of  pity, 
That  it  would  make  you  melt  to  see  their 

passions : 
And  some  as  light  again,  that  would  content 

you. 
But  1  see,  sir,  your  temper  is  too  modest, 
Too  much  inclinM  to  coutcmplation, 
To  meet  with  these. 

Pedro.  You  could  not  please  me  better; 
And  rieseech  you,  sir,  do  nie  the  honour 
To  let  me  wait  upon  you. 

Gent,  Since  you're  willing. 
To  me  it  shall  be  a  pleasure  to  conduct  you. 

Fedro.  I  ne'er  had  such  a  mind  yet  to  see 


misery 


[Extunt. 


SCENE  vr. 


Enter  tipo  Keepers, 

1  Keep,  Carry  Mad  Bess  some  meat,  she 
roars  like  thunder;  [f"l'> 

And  tie  the  parson  short,  the  moon's  i*  th* 
li'has  a  thousand  piii^s  in*s  brains.      Who 

looks  to  the  'prentice  ? 
Keep  him  from  women^  he  thinks  h'  has  lost 

his  mistress ;  [mad. 

And  talk  of  no  silk  stuiTs/twill  run  him  norn- 

2  Keep.  The  justice  keeps  such  a  stir  yon- 
der with  his  charades. 

And  such  a  coil  with  warrants! 

1  Keep.  Take  away  his  statutes; 
The  devil  has  posses^'d  him  in  the  likeness 
Of  peiial  laws;  keep  him  from  aqua-vilay 
For  if  that  spirit  creep  into  his  quorum, 
lie  will  commit  us  all.     How  is  it  with  the 
scholar.' 
!2  Keep,  For  any  thing  I  see,  he's  in  his 

n'uht  wits.  . 
1  Keep.  Thou  art  an  ass !    in's  right  wits, 
goodman  coxcomb? 
As  tho'  any  man  <iurst  be  in's  right  wits,  and 

be  here : 
It  is  as  much  as  we  dare  be,  that  keep 'em. 

Enter  Englah  madman. 

En  el.  Give  me  some  drink ! 
1  Keep.  Oh,  there's  the  Englishman. 
Engl.  Fill  me  a  thousand  pots,  and  froth 
'em,  froth  *em ! 
Down  o*  your  knees,  ye  rogues,  and  pledge 
me  roundly  1 


TIIE  PILGRIM.  [Act  S.  Scene  0. 

One,  two,  three,  and  four ; 

We  shall  all  be  merry  within  tliis  hour. 
To  the  great  Turk !  [ard ! 

1  Keep.  Peace,  peace,  thou  heathen  drunk- 
These  Kndish  arc  so  malt-mad,  there's  no 

meddling  with  'em ; 
When  they've  a  fruitful  year  of  barley  there. 
Ail  the  whole  island's  thus. 

Engl.  A  snuff,  a  snuif,  a  snuff, 
A  lewd  notorious  snuff!  gtve'thim  again,  boy. 

Enter  She-Tool. 

Fool.  God  ye  good  even,  gaffer! 
a  Keep.  Who  let  the  Fool  loose  ? 
1  Keep.  If  any  of  the  madmen  take  her, 
she  is  pepper'd ; 
They'll  bounce  her  loins, 

lu)ot.  Will  you  walk  into  the  coal-house  ? 

1  Keep.  She  is  as  lecherous  too  as  a  she- 
ferret. 

2  Keep.  Who  a  vengeance  looks  to  her? 
Go  in,  Kate, 

I'll  e}ve  thee  a  fine  apple. 

Fool.  Will  you  buss  me, 
And  tickle  me,  and  make  me  laugh  ? 

1  Keep,  ril  whip  YOU. 

Engl,  Fool,  Fool !  come  up  to  me,  FooL 

Foot^  Arc  you  peeping? 

Engl,  ril  get  thee  with  five  fools. 

Fool,  Oh,  fine,  oil,  dainty  ! 

Engl,  And  thou  siiult  lie-in  in  a  liorse* 
cloth,  like  a  lady. 

Ftwi.  And  shall  1  have  a  coach  ? 

Eftgl,  Drawn  with  #(iur  turkics ; 
And  they  shall  tread  thee  too. 

FixU,  We  shall  have  egg^  then ! 
And  shall  1  sit  upon  'eiur 

Engl.  Ay,  ay,  and  they  shall  be  all  addle, 
And  make  an  admirable  taiibcy  for  the  devil. 
Come,  come  away;  I'm  taken  with  thy  love, 
And  will  mightily  belabour  thee.  [Fool, 

1  Keep.  How  the  Fool  bridles!  hotv  she 
twitters  at  him !  [mun. 

These  Englishmen  would  stagger  a  wise  wo- 
lf we  should  suffer  her  to  have  lier  will  now. 
We  should  have  all  the  women  m  Spain  at 
mad  as  she  here. 

2  Keep.  They  would  strive  who  should  be 
most  fool.    Away  with  her ! 


Enter  Matter,  three  Gentl^tnen,  Scholar,  and 
Pedro. 

Fool,  'Pray  yc  stay  a  little !  let's  hear  h^ 
bing;  h*  has  a  fine  brea&t^. 


^  Let's  hear  him  sing ;  V  has  a.  fme  breast.]  In  Sir  John  Hawkins's  History  of«  Musick, 
▼ol.  iii.  p.  4C6,  he  cites  part  of  Tusser's  *  Five  Hundred  Points  of  Husbandry,  1580,'  ia 
which  tlie  following  line  occurs : 

*  The  better  hrest,  the  lesser  rest ; ' 
upon  which  be  makes  this  observation:  '  In  singing,  the  sound  is  originally  produced  by  the 

*  action  of  the  lungs  ;  which  are  so  essential  nn  organ  in  this  respect,  that  to  have  a  good 

*  hreust  was  formerly  a  common  periplmisis  to  denote  a  good  singer.  I'he  Italians  make  use 

*  of  the  terms  Voce  de  Petto  and  Vuve  di  Testa,  to  ^i^nify  two  kinds  of  voice,  of  which  the 
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tor 


1  Xer/i.  Here  comes  my  master.    To  the 

spit,  you  whore,  [business; 

And  stir  no  more  abroad,  but  tend  your 

You  shall  have  no  more  sops  i'  tii'  pan  else, 

nor  no  porridge : 
Besides,  ril  whip  your  brciech. 
F(Mif.  rU  sjo  in  presently. 
1  Gent,  ril  assure  you,  sii*,  the  Cardinlil's 
angry  with  you 
^or  keepuig  this  yduug  maii. 
.    jtiaMf.  I'm  heartily  sorry.  [ye. 

Ifye  allow  htm  sound,  'pray  ye  take  liim  with 
3  Gent.  This  is  tHe  place,  and  now  observe 

their  hmnoUr<>. 
i  Gent,  We  can  find  nothing  in  hini  light, 
DOT  tainted  J 
J^o  starting!*;  nor  no  rtlbs,  in  nil  his  answers  ( 
tu  all  his  letters^  nothing  hut  discretion, 
Learning,  and  handsome  stile. 
Mast.  Be  not  deceiv'd,  sir; 
ilurk  hut  his  look. 

1  Gent'.  His  grief,  and  his  imprisoiimetit, 
May  stamp,that  there: 

Alust,  Tray  talk  witli  him  ae^ain  then,. 

*  2  Gent,  That  witl  he  needless;  we  have 

tried  him  long  enough,  [with't. 

And  ir-  he  had  h  taint  we  should  ha^e  met 
Yet  to  discharge  your  care— 

Ptdro.  A  sober  youth ! 
tity  so  heavy  a  cross  shduld  light  lipoii  him. 

2  Gent,  Yoti  find  no  sickiiess? 
SchoL  Node,  sir,  I  tliank  Heaven, 

Nor  nothing  thnt  diverts  my  understanding. 

1  Gent,  Do  you  sleep  o* nights? 
SchoL  As  sound,  anil  swe^t,  as  any  man. 

2  Gent,  Have  you  no  fearful  dreams? 
.   Schol,  Sometime?,  as  ail  have 

That  go  to  bed  with  raw  and  wind  J  stomachs; 
Else,  Tm  all  orit*  piece: 

1  Gent,  Is  there  no  liiikindnesS       [rent? 
You  have  conceived  from  any  friend,  or  pa- 
t)r  scorn  from  what  you  lovVl? 
.    iSc/io/.  No,  truly,  sir  i 

L never  yet  was  master  of  a  frtith 
)  poor,  and  weak,  tO  doubt  my  friend  of 
kindred; 
And  what  love  is,  unless  it  lie  in  leainiing, 
I  think  Tm  ignointnt. 

1  Gent,  This  indn  iS  perfect; 
A  civilcr  discdiiriHcr  [  nc  er  talk'd  <vith. 

Mutt:  You'll  find  it  otherwise. 

2  Gent.  I  must  tf.Il  you  true,  Sir,  [ricsl! 
t  think  you  keep  him  here  to  ieacbhim  mad- 
liere's  his  disciiat'ge  from  my  lord  ciirdiDal. 
And  come,  sir,  go  with  us. 

SchoL  I'm  hound  unto  ye ; 
And  fdrCwcli,  master. 

*  first  is  the  best.    In  fehakespedre's  bovatiy  of  Twelfth  Night,  after  the  CWwil  is  askfcd  id 

*  sing,  Sir  Andrew  Aguecheek  says,  , 

*  By  my  troth,  the  fpol  has  an  excelleiit  breast,* 

*  And  in  the  statutes  of  Stoke-College,  in  ^ulfolk,  founded  by  Parked,  flfchbisliop  of  Cft^- 

*  terhury,  is  a  provision  in  these  wofds  :  ^*  Of  which  said  qucrii^rs  after  their  hreastt  are 
changed  ( i.  e.  their  voices  t>roke)  we  wiU  tlie  most  apt  of  wit  and  capacity  be  helpeii  witi 

IS  of  forty  shillings/'  (kc    Strype's  life  ot  Parker,  p.  -9/        JR. 


Must.  rtlreweH,  Stephapoi 
Alas,  poor  man ! 

1  Gent,  What  flaws  arid  whirll  of  wcatHer; 
Or  rather  storms^  have  beenalofb  these  three 

tiays;  . 

How  dark^  aiid  hot, and  full  of  mutiny ! 
And.  still  grows  louder. 

Matt,  It  has  been  stubborn  Weather. 

3  Gent.  Stri^nge  work  at  sea;  I  fear  me 

.    there's  old  tumbling. , 

1  Gent,  Blcssmyold  uiicle'sbark!  I  have 
a  venture.    \ 

2  Gent.  And  I;  more  than  Td  wish  to  losei 
SchoL  Do  you  fear  ? 

2  Gent.  Ha!  how  he  looks! 

MtiAt.  Nay;  miirk  liim  better,  gentleriieii. 

2  Gent.  Mercy  lipoii  me,  how  his  eyes  are 
alter'd ! 

Mast.  NdW  iell  nie  how  yoU  lik^  hinij 
,      whether  no^ 
lie  be  thfit  perfect  man  ye  credited  f 

SchoL  Does  the  sea  stagger  ye  ? 

MaU,  Now  ye  have  hit  the  nicbi 

Schol./Doye  fear  the  billows?  , 

iGeni.  Whatails  him?  whohiu stirr'd  Him? 

SchoL  Be  hot  shaken,  [ye  ; 

Nor  let  ihc. singing  of  the  storiii  shckit  thro* 
Let  it  blow  oii,  bloW  on!  let  the  clouds 
wrestle,  [nouS| 

And  let  the  vapour^  of  the  earth  turh  muti- 
The  sea  in  hideous  mountains  rise  and  tum-^ 

"ble. 
Upon  a  dolphlri^s  back  111  mak^  fill  tr^blei 
For  I  am  Neptune  ! 

Mfilif.  Now  what  think  y.e  of  him? 

2  Gent.  Alas«  poor  man  I  ,     , 

SchoL  Your  bark  shall  plough  thro'  all, 
And  not  a  surge  so  saucy  to  disturb  her ; 
1*11  sec  hci-  safe,  my  po\Ver  shall  sail  beforti 
her! 

Dowii;  ye  M^ry  watett  all; 

Ye  loud  whistling  whirlwinds,  fall ; 

Pown,   ye  proiid  waves;  ye  storml, 

I  command  ye^  be  at  peace.        [ceasei 

Fright  not  with  your  churlisli  ho(e$, 

Noi:  bruise  the  keel  of  bark  that  floats  j 

^o  devouring  fish  come  iiigh, 

Nor  monster  in  my  empery 

Once  shew  his  head,  or  terh)r  bring  j 

Hut  let  the  weary  sailor  sing: 

Amphitrite  with  white  a^ms 

Strike  niiy  lute,  TU  sing  thy  charm^. 

Afast.  He  must  ha^e  musick  iiow :  I  muii 
observe  Hiiii ; 
His  fit  will  grow  too  full  elteJ  [Musick,  song. 
2  Gent,  1  must  pity  bins* 


**  exhitfitioi 

Vot.  ll: 


^Q 
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Matt.  Now  he  will  in  himself,  raost  qui- 
etly. 
And  clean  forget  all,  ai  be  had  done  nothing. 
1  Gent.  We're  sorry,   sir,  and  wc  have 
been  a  wonder. 
From  this  hour  we'll  believe ;  and  so  we'll 
leave  yc. 
Pedro,  This  was  a  stranee  fit. 

[  Exeunt  tvoo  Gent, 
Mast.  Did  you  mark  him,  sir? 
Pedro.  He  might  liave  cozcn'd  me  with 

his  beliaviour. 
Mast.  Many  have  sworn  hitn  right*",  and 
I  have  thought  so ; 
Yet  on  a  sudden,  from  some  word  or  other. 
When  no  man  could  expect  a  fit,  he  has 

ftown  out : 
I  dare  not  give  him  will. 

Enter  Allnda, 

Pedro.  'Pray  Heav'n  recover  him  ! 

AUn.  Must  I  come  in  too  ? 

Mast.  No, my  pretty  lad;  [supper. 

Keep  in  thy  chamber,  boy;   'shalt  liave  thy 

Pedro.  I  pray  you  what  is  he»  sir.? 

Mast,  A  strange  boy,  that  last  night 
Was  found  i'  th'  town)  a  little  cra/d,  dis- 
And  so  sent  hither.  ftracted, 

Pedro.  How  the  pretty  knave  Iooks, 
And  plays,  and  peeps  upon  me  ! — Sure  such 

eyes 
IVe  seen,  and  lov'd  ! — What  fair  hands ! — 
Certainly — -— 

Mast,  Good  sir,  youll  make  him  worse. . 

Pedro.  1  pray  believe  not :  [smjles ! — 
Alas,  why  should  I  hurt  him? — How  he 
The  very  shape,  and  sweetness  of  Aliiida ! — 
Let  me* look  once  again:  Were  it  in  such 

cloaths 
As  when  I  saw  her  last— This  must  he  she  !— 
How  tenderly  it  strokes  me ! 

Mast.  'Pray  you  he  mild,  sir! 
I  must  attend  elsewhere.  [Exit. 

Pedro.  'Pray  you  be  secure,  sir. 
"What  would  ye  say.? — How  my  heartbeats 
and  trembles ! 


He  holds  me  hUrd  by  th'  hand.    O*  my  life, 

her  flesh  too  I 
I  know  not  what  to  think !  Her  tears,  her 

true  ones, 
Pure  orient  tears! — Hark,  do  you  know  me, 
little  one? 

Alin.  Oh,  Pedro,  Pedro ! 

Pedro,  (^h,  mvsoul! 

3  Gent.  What  fit's  this? 
The  Pilgrim's  off  the  hooks  too! 

AUn.  Let  me  hold  thee ;  [me  ? 

And  now  come  all  the  world,  and  all  that  hate 

Pedro.  Be  wise,  and  not  discuver'd.     Oh, 
how  I  love  you ! 
How  do  yoti  now  ? 

Aiin.  I  have  been  miserable ;  [Pedro. 
But  your  most  virtuous  eyes  have  cur'd  me, 
'Pray  you  think  it  no  immodesty,  I  kiss  you. 
My  head's  wild  still ! 

Pedro.  Be  not  so  full  of  passion, 
Nor  do  not  hang  so  greedily  upon  me  ; 
Twill  be  ill  taken. 

Aim.  Are  you  weary  of  me?  ^ 
I  will  hang  here  eternally,  kiss  ever, 
And  weep  away  for  joy. 

Enter  Master. 
Mast.  I  told  you,  sir. 
What  yon  would  do!    For  shame,  do  not 

afilict  him: 
You've  drawn  his  fit  upon  him  fearfully. 
£ithcr  depart,  and  presently.  Til  force  you 
Who  waits  within?  '  [else. 

Enter  two  Keepers. 

Pedro.  Alas,  good  sir [covery. 

Mast.  This  is  the  way  never  to  hope  re- 
Stay  but  one  minute  more,  I'll  complain  to 

tir  governor. 
Bring  in  the  boy.    D'  you  see  how  he  swells 
and  tears  himself?  ^  [cnrry 
Is  this  your  cure  ?  Be  gone !  If  the  boy  mi*- 
Let  me  ne'er  find  you  more,  for  1*11  so  ham- 
per you 

3  Gent.  You  were  to  blame,  too  rash. 
Pedro.  Farewell  for  ever !  [Exeunt. 


^  Many  have  sworn  him  right.]  This  is  one  of  the  most  skilful  exhibitions  of  madness  that 
this  play  affords. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Alphonso^   a  Gentleman^  and  Juletta. 

Gent.  VOU'RE  now  within  a  mile  o'  th' 
^  town,  sir;  if  my  business  [ye. 
Would  give  me  leave,  I'd  turn  and  wait  upon 
But  for  such  gentlemen  as  you  enquire  of. 
Certain,  I  saw  none  such ;  but  for  the  boy 
ye  spoke  of, 


I  will  not  say  *tis  he,  but  such  a  one^ 
Just  of  that  height— -«.- 

Alph.  In  such  cloaths? 

Gent,  I  much  mistake  else  — ^ 
Was  sent  in  th*  other  night,  a  little  maddish. 
And  wh^  such  people  wait  their  cures. 

Alph.  I  understand  you. 

Gent,  There  you  may  quickly  kaow, 

Alph,  I  thank  you,  sir. 


Act  4.  Scene  1.] 
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JuL  So  do  I  too ;  snd  if  there  be  eiich  a 
place,  [me. 

I  ask  no  more ;  but  jou  shall  bear  more  of 
She  may  be  there,  and  ^'ou  may  {tiny  the  ty- 
rant; 
I'iJ  see  what  I  can  do.  I*m  almost  foundered 
III  fuUowiut;  liim ;  and  yet  I'll  never  leave  bim, 
Vl\  crawl  or*  all  four  first;  my  cause  is  me- 
Ami  come  «% hat  can  come!  [ritorious, 

Geui,  All  you've  told  me's  certain, 
Coinplexiou,  and  all  else. 

A /ph.  It  may  be  she  then  ;  [now? 

And  I'll  so  fumble  her!  Is  she  grow n  mad 
Is  her  blooti  set  so  bt^h  ?  Til  have  her  madded. 
I'll  have  her  worni'd ! 

JuL  Marl  but  the  end,  old  master; 
If  thou  be'st  not  sick  o'  th'  bots  within  these 
five  h:)urs,  [fire,  signior. 

And  kick 'at  aud  roar*st — I'll  make  ye  fart 

Enter  Aliiuia^  a$  the  FooL 
Gent.  Here's  one  o*  th' liouse,  a  fool,  an 
idiot,  sir:  [to  ye, 

May-be,  she's  going  liome ;  shell  be  a  s:uide 
And  so  I  kiss  your  hand.  [Urii, 

A^ph.  I  am  your  servant. 
Aiin.  Ob,  now  Tm  lost,  lost,  lost!  Lord, 
how  I  tremble! 
My  father,  ann*d  in  all  his  hates  and  ani^ers ! 
This  is  more  misery  than  I  have  'scap'd  yet. 
Afph.  Fool!  Foul! 

Aiin,  lie  knows  me  not — Will  you  give 
me  two-pence  ? 
And,  gaffer,  here's  a  crow-flower,  and  a  daisy; 
I've  somepie  in  my  pocket  too.  * 

Alph»  This  is  an  arrant  fool. 
An  ii^noraut  thing. 

Aiin.  Believe  so,  and  I'm  happy.     lAtide. 
Aiph,  Dost  thou  dwell  in  Segovia,  Fool? 
Aiin.  No,  no,  1  dwell  in  Heaven; 
And  1  have  a  fine  little  house,  made  of  mar- 
malade, [Peter; 
And  I  am  a  lone  woman,  and  I  spin  for  Saint 
I  have  a  hundred  httle  children,  and  tliey  biug 
psalms  with  me, 
A/ph,  *^ri:s  pity  this  pretty  thing  sl)«)uld 
want  understanding. 
But  why  do  I  stand  talking  with  a  coxcomb  ? 
If  I  do  find  her,  if  I  light  upon  her — 
I'll  say  no  more.  Is  this  the  way  to  tli*  town, 
Fool? 
Aiin.  You  must  go  o'er  the  top  of  that 

hi{»h  steeple,  gaffer—  * 

Aiph.  A  plague  o'  your  fool's  face ! 
JuL  No;  take  her  counsvl. 
Aiin.  And  then  you  shall  come  to  a  river 
twenty  mile  over. 
And  twenty  mile  and  ten,  and  then  you  must 

pray,  gaffer, 
And  still  you  m^st  pray,  and  pr^  '      > 

Alph.  'rray  Ileav'n  deliver  me 
From  such  an  ass  as  thou  art ! 


Aiin.  Amen, sweet  gaffer!— 
And  fling  a  sop  of  snsar-cake  into  it; 
And  then  you  must  leap  in  naked— 

JhL  'Would  be  would  believe  her ! 

Aiin.  And  sink  seven  da^s  together:  Can 
vousink,  gaffer? 

Atph,  Yes,  coxcomb,  yes.    'Prithee,  fare- 
well !  a  pox  on  thee !  [thee  ! 
A  plague  o'  tliat  fo'il  too,  that  set  me  upon 

AUn.  And  then  I'll  bring  you  a  sup  of  miik 
siiall  serve  you : 
I'm  going  to  get  apples. 

Aiph.  Go  to  the  devil ! 
Was  ever  man  tormented  witli  a  poppy  thus? 
Thou  tell  me  news?  tiiou  be  a  guide? 

Atin,  And  then,  nuocle 

Alph,  'Prithee  keep  on  thy  way,    good 
'uaunt.     1  could  rail  now 
These  ten  houis  at  mine  own  improvidence. 
Get  apples  and  lie  cltoak'd !  farewell !  [luril. 

Aiin.  Farewell,  n uncle ! 

JuL  I  rejoice  in  any  thing  that  vexes  him, 
Aud  1  bhail  love  tliis  U>^  extremelv  for't. 
Could  I  but  see  my  mistress  now,  to  tell  her 
How  1  have  truly,  honestly  wrought  for  lier. 
How  I  have  worn  myself  away  to  serve  her— 
Fool,  theie's  a  ryal  for  the  spoil  tiiou  niad'st 
me  [thee. 

In  crossing  that  old  fool,  that  parted  from 

AUn,  (Thou'rt  honest  sure,  bui  yet  thou 
must  not  see  me.)  [y^**» 

I  thank  you,  little  gentleman  ?  Heav'n  bless 
And  I'll  pray  for  you  too.    Tray  you  keep 
this  nutmeg;  ftain, 

'Twas  sent  me  from  tlie  lady  of  the  Moun- 
A  eolden  lady. 

JuL  How  prettily  it  prattles !     [standing 

Aiin.  Tis  \ery  good  to  rub  your  under* 
And  so  good  ni^iit;  the  moon's  up. 

JuL  Pretty  innocent ! 

AUn.  Now,  Fortune,  ii'tlioudar'stdogood, 
protect  me !  [Krit. 

JuL  I'll  foliow  him  to  yond  town ;  he  ?»hall 

not  'saipo  me.  [first, 

Stay ;  1  must  counterfeit  a  letter  by  the  way 

And  one  that  mu^t  carry  some  credit  wiui 

it;  I  2HM  wide  else, 
And  all  this  to  no  purpose  that  I  aim  at. 
A  letter  must  be  had  and  neatly  handled ; 
And  then  if  goodwill  Fortune  do  i<ot  fail  nif*. 
Have  at  his  skirts !  I  shall  worse  anger  him 
1  han  ever  I  have  done,  and  wor&«  torment 
him.  [him. 

It  does  me  good  to  think  how  I  shall  conjure 
And  crucify  his  crahbedness:  lie's  my  mas^ 


ter; 


ny  mas^ 
[hand. 


But  that's  all  one,   I'll  lay  that  on  the  left 
He  would  now  persecute  my  harmlos  uiis- 

t.t'ss ; 
A  fault  vVithout  forgiveness,  as  I  take  it, 
And  undtrr  that  bold  baniAer  files  my  ven- 
geance *•; 

*  JT^at  hold  ba^ner  flies  nry  vengeance,']  The  discontinuity  of  die  metaphor  makes  this 
place  greatly  obscure,  we  should  probably  read, 

^  ■■  under  that  bold  bAOuer  fishts  my  vengeance.'        Sympton, 

'  3Q3 


3« 


THERIGHIir. 


[Act  4.  Scene  f. 


A  meritorious  wiir>  and  so  I'll  make  it. 

I :  th'  name  of  innoceDce,  what's  this  the  Fool 

gave 'me? 
$he  said  'twr^s  g;oo€|  to  rub  my  understanding. 
What  strf^ge  concealment?  breacf,  or  cheese, 

orachesnut^       ' 

5 la!  'iif  a  ring,  a  prettj  nn^,  a  right  one : 
k  ring  I  liiow  too !'  the  very  same  ring ! 
Qh,  admirable  blockhead  !  oh,  base  eves  1 
A  ring  my  mistress  (ook  from  me,  and  wore 
^    'it;,  '  /      "        [me^V 

I  know  i^  by  the  posy,  '  Prick  one,  and  heal 
None  coulcfde.iivei^  this  but  she  herself  too. 
Am  I  twice  s^d-blind?  twice  ^  near  the 
'  blessing  [it? 

5  would  arrive  at,  and  block-like  ne'er  know 
*m  vengeance  angry!  but  that  shall  light  qn 

thee," 
And  heavily,  and  <fuickly,  I  pronounce  it. 
^bere  nre  sb  many  cross-ways,  there's  no 
*       folPWingherV, 

And  yet  I  mus&-r-no|  now.    I  hope  she  is 

fight  stif I,  [me ; 

Jpor  all  her  outward  show,  for  sure  she  knew 

And,  in  tliat  hope^  some  few  hours  I'll  forget 

'     <ier.  =  [Exit. 

^ENE  ir. 

Sinter  Moderigo,  in  a  pilgrinCi  hahit» 
B4>d,  She's  no%to  be  recovered,  which  I 
•  vex  at;  [mentsme. 

And  he.  beyond  my  vengeance,  \yhich  tor- 
Oh,  I  am  fool'd  and  slighted,  made  a  rascal ; 
ily  hopes  ajre  flatter'd  s^,  as  my  present  for- 
tunes! [comb? 
Why  should  I  wander  thus,  and  play  the  cox- 
l^ire  out  my  pcaCe  and  pleasure  for  a  girl  ? 
A  ^rl  tliat  scores  me  too  ?  a  tiling  that  hates 
^  me?  [breakfast 
And,  cqnsider'd  at  the  best,  is  but  a  short 
For  a  hot  appeticcl  Why  should  1  walk,  and 

walk  thus. 
And.  fret  myself,  and  travel  like  a  can:ier, 
And  peep,  and  watch?,  want  meat  and  wine, 
to  cnerish  me, '  '    [sand, 

X^'heh  ^ousahd  women  may  be  had,  ten  tbou<^ 
nd  thank  me  too,  and]  sit  still?  Well,  trim 
beauty    '       . 
And  cLastity,  and  all  that  seem  tp  ruin  me. 


Let  me  not  take  ypu,]et  nle  notcome  near  you, 
For  ril  so  trim  you,  Til  so  bustle  with  you — 
'  Pis  not  the  name  of  virgin  shall  redeem  you, 
(I'll  change  that  property)  ^or  tears,  nor 

angers ; 
I  bear  a  hate  about  m^  scorns  those  follies. 
To  iind  this  villain  too  (for  there's  my  maii\ 


And  if  he  'sicape  ine  then  ss- 


[prizrt 


En^er  AUnda. 

Alin.  Is  not  that  Pedro  i 
Tis  he, 'tis  he !  Oh! 

Jliod.  What  art  thou  ? 

Alin,  Ha  I  now,  now,  now, 
Oh,  now,  most  miserable  ! 

Hod,  What  a  devil  art  thou  I 

Alin>  No  end  of  my  misfortunes,  Heaven  I 

Rod.  What'antick? 
Speak,  puppet,  speak ! 

Alin,  That  habit  to  betray  me? 
Ye  holy  Saints,  can  ye  sec  inis? 

Rod,  Itdanceth!  [cent? 

The  devil  in  a  fool's  coat  ?  is  he  turpVi  iAn«»- 
VVhat  mops  and  mowes  H  it  makes  !  heigh^ 

how  It  frisketh ! 
Is*t  not  a  fairy  ?  or  some  small  hobgoblin  ? 
it  nas  a  mortal  face,  and  Ihave  a  gi^at  mind 

to  it; 
But  if  it  should  prove  the  devil  thea? 

Alin,  Come  hither.  ' 

Rod,  I   thiqk  'twill  ravish  me.    It  is  a 

handsome  thing,  [kiI 

But  horribly  suii-burtit.  What's  that  it  points 

Alin,  Dost  thou  see  that  star  there  ?  that,' 
iust  above  the  sun  I  ^ 

'Prithee  go  ihitheir>  and  light  me  this  tobacco ; 
And  stop  it  with  the  horris  o'  th^  moon. 

Rod.  The  tiling  is  road, 
Abominably  mad,  her  brains  are  buttcr'd. 
Go  sleep,  fool,  sleep. 

Alin,  Thou  canst  not  sleep  so  sweetly ; 
For  so  I  can  say  my  prayeirs,  and  then  slum* 
her. 

I  am  not  proud,  nor  full  of  wine, 

(This  little  flower  will  make  me  6ne)       | 

Cruel  in  heart,  (for  I  shall  cry. 

If  I  sbc  a  sparrow  die) : 

I  am  hot  watchful  to  do  ill. 

Nor  glorious 34  to  pursue  it  stilh 


so  Prick  tncy  and  heal  me,}  These  words^  by  what  mistake  I  know  not,  are  wanting  in  the 
^olio  of  l67Sf.         Si/mpson. 

s«  ■'  there*snof(>Wwing~h^; 

And  yet  1  must  iipt  nqi6o,'\  The  distraction  of  Juletta  here  will  be  fiiiely  ei^press^  if  we 
titer  the  pointing; 

^.  * there's  no  following  l)cr;--<— 

•        '  And  yet  I  must — not  now.     I  hope,'  &c.        ^ympson, 
3a  Jlfy  hopes  are  flatter*d^  as  my  present  fortunes,}   But  flattered  with  what  ?  I*f  disappoint- 
inent^are  flatteries)  then  the  passage  is  clear.     Write  without  dispute, 

<  My  hopes  ^rejlqt  as  are  my  present  fortunes.'        Si/mpson. 
It  admits  much  dispute.    The  text  signifies  tlie  same  as  the  emendation,  Jlatter*d  beifig 
tiscd  ironically  :*  My  liopes  and  fortunes  are  equally  desperate.'. 
■  3*  And  if  he  snap  7ne  then,]    Amended  by  Mr.  Sympson.   • 

94  Mops  and  mowes.]  This  explains  the  passage  in  The  Wild-Goose  Chase*  Mops  we  take 
^  he  gesiureSy  aud  mowes,  £:ri7nac€8.  .      .  =  *' 

*  3)  JVor  glorious  to  pursue.]  i,  e,  ta^e  op  pride,  pleasure  in,  &c.        Symptom, 


Nor  pifile96  to  those  that  weep : 
Such  as  are,  bid  them  pt  sleep. 

I>o,  do,  do^  and  see  if  they  can. 

Rod,  It  said  true ; 
I  feel  it  siuk  into  me  forcibly. 
6ure  'tis  a  kind  of  b^hil,  some  mad  prophet. 
I  feel  my  wildness  Ituund  and  fetterM  in  me. 

Alin.  Give  me  your  h;uid,  aqd  FU  teilyov 
what's  your  fortune. 

Rod.  Here  ;  *pritbee  speak. 

A/in.  Fy,  fy,  fy,  fy^  fy  I  [look  finely; 
Wash  your  hands,  and  pare  yqur  nuils,  and 
You  shall  ncyc-r  kiss  the  king's  daughter  else. 

Hod.  J  wasli  *eni  daily. 

A  tin.  But  still  you  foul*em  fa$tcr. 

JR'wi.  This  gocH  nearer. 

A  fin.  You'll  have  two  wives, 

Rnd.  X*''o  wives? 

^/i4i.  Ay,  two  fiqe  gentlewomen ; 
(Make  much  of 'em,  fo^  ihcy'll  stick  cjose  to 
Aad  these  two,  in  two  day*^  [y"^>  ^^0 

Rod.  That's  a  fine  riddle. 

A/in,  To-day  you  shall  wed  Sorrow, 
Aud  Etepentance  will  come  to-morrow. 

RotL  Sure  she's  inspir'd ! 

A/in,  ni  sing  you  a  fine  soi^,  sir. 

lie  called  down  his  merry  men  all. 
By  one,  by  two,  by  three ; 

William  woiiltl  fain  liave  been  the  first. 
But  now  ^be  last  is  he. 

Rod.  Tis  the  mere  chronicle  of  my  mishapii. 
Alin.  I'll  bid  you  good  even ;  for  my  boat 
stays  for  me  yonder, 
Aod  I  must  sup  with  the  moon  to-night  in  the 
Med  i  terra  ncan .                              [  Esit . 
Rod.  When  fools  aod  mad-folks  shall  be 
tutors  to  me, 
And  feel  my  sores,  yet  I  unsensible 

tare  it  was  set  by  Providence  upon  me, 
o  steer  my  heart  right.     I  am  wq^drous 
weary ;  [me — 

My  thoue'hts  too,  which  add  more  burden  to 
I  have  been  ill,  and,  which  is  worse,  pursu'd  it. 
And  still  run  on :  I  must  think  better,  nobler. 
And  be  another  thing,  or  not  at  all.  [me  ! 
Still  I  grow  heavier,  neaYier;.Heav'n  defend 
1*11  lie  down,  and  take  rest,  and«gou.diiess 
guard  me ! 

Enter  four  Peasanis. 

1  P«i.  We've  'scap'd  to-day  well;  certain, 
if  theOutlfiws  [for't. 

Ilad  known  we  had  been  stirring,  we  had  paid 

2  Fea,  Plague  on  'em,  tlicy  have  robb'd 

3  Pea.  And  me  five  times;  [me  thrice. 
Beside, they  made  my  daughter  one  of  us  too. 
An  arrant  dcum:  Oh,  they're  the  lewdest 

rascals! 


Uk\ 


The  captain  such  adaran'd  piece  of  iniquity  ^- 
But  we  are  far  enough  off  on  *em,  tliat's  the 
They  cannot  hear.  [best  on't. 

4  Pea,  They'll  come  to  me  familiarly. 
And  eat  up  all  I  have;  drink  up  my  wine  too^ 
And  if  there  be  a  servant  that  contents  'em. 
Let  lier  keel  bold,  theyUl  give  her  sto%vn^e 

e.ouoh.  [Outlaws; 

We  liHxc  Of)  children  now.  but  thieves  and 
The  very  brats  in  titeir  uioUier»'  bellies  have 

tlieir  qualities. 
They'll  steal  intt>  ttie  world. 

1  Pea,  ' VVoulJ  we  had  some  of  'em  here ! 

2  Pea.  Ay,   o'  that  condition  we    could 
They're  sturdy  knaves.  [niaster  *em  ; 

5  Pea,  A  devil  take  their  sturdiness! 
We  can  neither  keep  our  wives  from  'em, 

nor  our  states; 
We  pay  the  rent»\and  they  possess  the  benefit. 

1  Pea,  What  is  this  lies  here?  is  it  drunk 
It  sleeps,  and  s'lundly  too.  [or  sober  ? 

2  Pea.  Tis  an  old  W'lman,        [stretches. 
That  keeps  siiccp  hereabouts.     It  turns  and 

4  Pea,  Docs  ^he  keepslieep  with  a  sword  ^ 

5  Pea.  It  has  a  beard  too.  [deri^o ! 

1  Pea.  Peace,  peace !  I^  is  the  devi^  Ko^ 
Peace  of  all  hands,  aud  look. 

2  Pea.  Tis  he. 

3  Pea.  Speak  softly. 

4  Pea.  Now  we  may  fit  him. 

3  Pea,  Stay,  stay !  let's  be  provident. 

1  Pea.  Kill  him,'  and  wake  him  then. 

4  Pea,  Let  me  come  to  bim ;        [more-7 
£v*n  one  blow  at  his  pate ;  if  e*er  he  wukf 

3  Pea.  So,  so,  sq!  lay  that  by. 

2  Pea,  I  must  needs  kill  hin^; 
It  stands  with  mv  rtputution. 

3  Pea.  Stand  off,  1  say. 
And  let  us  $ome  way  make  him  sure;  tliei\ 

'  torture  him : 
To  kill  him  presently,  has  no  pleasure  iu't; 
H'  has  been  torn;  on  ting  of  us  at  least  this 

Rod.  Oh,  me!  [twelvemonth. 

Ail,  He  comes,  becomes. 

4  Pea.  Has  he  no  guns  about  him,? 
3  P^fl.  Softly  again!  No,  no;    take  that 

hand  easily,  [there. 

And  tie  it  fast  there ;  that  to  t'other  bougl^ 
Fast,  fast,  and  easy,  lest  he  wake ! 

2  Pea.  Have  we  got  you  ? 
This  was  a  benefit  we  never  airn'd  et. 

3  Pea.  Out  with  your  knives,  aud  let  uai, 
carve  this  cock-thief, 

Daintily  car\*e  him ! 

1  Pea.  I  would  he  had  be^o  used  thus 
Ten  years  ago !  we  might  We  thought  we 
had  children. 
8  Pea,  Oh,  that  Sir  Nicholas  now  our 
priest  were  here  **, 

»•  Sir  Nicholas  nm  <mr  priett,  Sec]  Sir  was  a,  tide  given  (formerly)  to  any  clergyman, 
under  the  degree  of  a  doctor.  The  reader  can  not  but  observe  the  great  mipropriety  which  the 
Iiext  line  but  one  contains,  the  scene  lying  not  in  Kngland  but  Spain.        Si/nfp$i)n. 

Wft  cannot  think  the  impropriety  so  great :  Homiltf  is  used  generally  for  sermon^  and  - 
j^reac/Ung  is  in  ail  countries  the  duty  of  a  priest. 
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THE  PILGRIM. 


[Act  4.  Scene  9^ 


What  a  swret  homily  would  he  say  over  him. 
For  ringing  all  in,  with  his  wife  i'tirbclliVy  ! 
He  would  stand  up  stiflF  girt.     Now  pounce 

him  li^rhtly ; 
And,  a5  he  ruais  and  ra^cs,  let's  po  deeper. 
Come  near;  you  are  diiu-ey'd;  on  with  your 

spectacles. 
Rod,  Oh,  what  torments  me   tlms  i  what 

slaves,  what  villains? 
Oh,  Sparc  me;  do  not  murder  nic! 

3  Fea.  We'll  l)ut  tickle  yi)u: 
YouVe  tickled  us  at  all  points. 

4  Pea.  Where  arc  his  emljlems  ? 

Enter  Pedro. 

Rod.  As  yeVe  men,  and  Christians 

2  Pea,  Yes,  we  hear  you  ; 
And  you  shall  hear  of  us  too. 
Hod.  Oh  !  n»>  mercy  ? 
Pedro.  What  noise  is  this?  what  roar? — 
1  cannot  find  her,  fwav? 

She  is  got  free  again;  hut  xvliere,  or  wliich 
Rod,  Oh,  villains,  beasts ! 
Pedro.  MurdVin<;  a  man,  yo  rascals? 
Ye  inhuman  slaves,  olf,  o&,  and  leave   this 

cruelty, 
Or,  as  I  am  a  gentleman — Do  ye  brave  me? 
Then  ha\'e  among  ye  aU-,  ye  slaves,  ye  cow- 
ards! 
Take  up  that  sword,  and  stand  [to  Roderigo], 
Slay,  ye  base  rascals, 

Ye  cut-throat  roguc:s 

^IL  Away,  away !         [Exeunt  Peasants, 
Pedro.  Ye  dog-whelps! 
Rod.  Oh!  I  am  now  more  wretcho<r  far, 
than  ever.  [ll<>deri;;o  ? 

Pedro.    A  violence  to  that  habit:— lla! 
What  makes  he  here,  thus  clad  ?    Is  it  re- 

p^-.ntance, 
Or  only  a  fair  shew  to  g'lile  his  mischiefs 37? 
Rod.  This  benefit  has  made  luc  bhame  to 
see  him ; 
Toknow  him,  blu<ih. 

Pedro.  You  are  not  much  hurt? 
Rod.  No,  sir; 
All  I  can  call  a  hurt,  sticks  in  my  conscience ; 
That  pricks  and  tortures  me. 

Pedro.  Have  you  considcrVi 
The  nature  of  thes(3    men,  and  how  th.ey 
us*d  you?  [some? 

Was  it  fair  play?  did  it  appear  to  vou  liand- 
Rod.  I  dare   not  speak;  or,  iri  do,  *tis, 
nothing 
Can  bring  me  oflf,  or  justify  me. 
Pedro.  Wab  it  noUe 


To  be  o*er-Iay*d  with  odds  aod  violence  ? 
Manly,  or  brave,  in  these  thus  to  oppress 

you  ?  [rudeness  ? 

D'  you  blush  at  this,  in  such  as  arc  mere 
That  have  stopt  souls,  that  never  knew  thiugs 

gentle? 
And  dare  you  glorify  worse  in  yourself,  sir? 
You  us*d  me  with  much  liotiour,  and  I  thank 

you ;  [me : 

In  thibj  I  have  requited  some.  You  know 
Come,  turn  not  back;  you  must  and   you 

shall  know  me.  • 

Had  I  been  over-seuson'd  with  base  anger. 
And  suited  all  occasions  to  my  mischiefs. 
Bore  no  respect  to  honesty,  religion ; 
No  faith,  no  common  tie  of  man,  humanity, 
Had  I  had  in  me;  but  giv'n  reins  and  licence 
To  a  tempestuous  will,  as  wild  as  winter. 
This  day,  know,  Roderigo,  I  had  set 
As  small  a  price  upon  thy  life  and  fortunes 
As  thon  didst  lately  on  mine  innocence; 
Ij.it  I  reserve  thee  t,o  a  nobler  service. 
Rod.  I  thank  you,  and  I'll  study  more  to 

honour  you : 
You  have  the  nobler  soul,  I  must  confess  it. 
And  are  the  greater  master  of  your  goodness, 
Tho'  it  be  impossH^le  I  should  now  recover. 
And  uiy  rude  will  grow  handsome,  in  an  in- 
stant, •  [tal, 
Y%t,  t.>uchingbut  the  pnrcnessof  your  me- 
Something  shall  shew  like  gold,  at  least  shall 

glister ;  [ged. 

That  men  may  hope»  altho'  the  mine  be  rug- 
Stony  and  hard  to  work,  yet  time  and  honour 
Shall  find  and  bring  forth  that  that's  rich  an^ 

worthy. 
Pedro.  1*11  try  that ;  and   to  th*  purpose. 

You  told  me,  sir. 
In  noble  emulatioo,  (so  I  take  it, 
I'll  put  your  hatred  far  oflf,  and  for*5Ct  it) 
You  had  a  fair  desire  to  try  my  \alour; 
You  seeni*d  to  court  me  to't:  You  have  found 

a  time, 
A  weapon  in  your  hand,  an  equal  enemy, 
That,  as  he  puts  tiiis  ulF,  puts  off  all  injuries. 
And  </nly  now  for  huuubr*s  sake  dcHes  you  ! 
Now,  asyauare  a  man,  (I  know  youVe  va^ 

liant) 
As  you  arc  gentle  bred,  a  soldier  fashiop'd  — 
R^)d.  His  virtue  startles  me  ! — I  dare  fight, 

Pedro. 
Pedro.  And  as  you  have  a  mistress  tba^ 

you  hohour, 
Mark  me !  a  mistress—— 
Rod.  Ha! 


^  Or  only  affair  thew  to  guide  hit  mischiefs  f]  In  tins  blunder  do  all  the  copies  agree,  yet 
that  general  cons<uit  cannot  incliae  me  lo  think  the  passage  sound.  A  disguise  is  not  used  us 
a  guide  J  but  a  cover  or  colour,  and  so  it  ought  to  be  here.  There  are  several  ways  of  cor- 
recting this  place,  as  hide,  ^sguise,  i.  e.  disguise  v  But  I  like  (as  Mr.  Seward  too  directed) 
guild  the  best,  there  being  great  reason  to  believe  that  to  be  the  original  reading,  from  what 
the  edition  of  1079  exliibit-i,  though  corruptly, 

* fair  shew  to  guile  his  mischiefs/  Sympson. 

To  0uide  is  sense ;  but  to  guile,  hs^vuig  auilioxity,  we  have  preferjced,  pot  only  as  sepae^ 
but  as  extremely  poetical. 


Act  4.  Scene  S.] 
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Pedro.  A  handsome  mistress: 
As  yoa  dare  hold  yourselfdeservingof  her — 
Aod.  Deserving?  what  a  word  was  that  to 

fire  me? 
Pedro.  I  could  compel  you  now' without 
this  circumstance, 
But  V\{  deal  free  and  fnirly,  like  a  gentleman  : 
As  you  are  wortliy  of  the  name  you  carry, 

A  daring  man • 

RoJ.  Oh,  that  I  durst  not  suffer ! 
For  ail  I  dare  do  now  implies  but  penance. 
Pedro.  jNow  do  me  nohle  right. 
Rod.  1*11  satisfy  you ; 
But  not  hy  th*  sword.    'Pray  you  hear  mc, 

and  allow  me. 
I  have  been  rude :  but  shall  I  be  a  monster, 
Aud  teuch  my  sword  to  hurt  that  that  pre- 

serv'd  me? 
Tho'  I  be  rou^h  by  nature,  shall  my  name 
Inherit  that  eternal  stain  cif  barharoun  i 
Give  me  an  enemy,  a  tiling  (hat  hates  you. 
That  never  beard  of  yet,  nor  felt,  your  good- 
ness, 
(That  is  one  main  antipathy  to  sweetness) 
Artd  set  me  on  !  You  cannot  hold  mc  coward. 
If  I  have  ever  err'd,  't  has  been  in  hazard  3\ 
The  temper  of  my  sword  starts  at  your  vir- 
tue, [you  39: 
And  will  fly  off,  nav,  it  will  weep  to  fiulit 
Things  excellently  mingled,  and  of  pure  na- 
ture. 
Hold  sacred  love  and  peace  with  one  another. 
Pedro.  See  how  it  turns  *® !  this  is  a  stran<;e 
conversion !  [cdid 
And  can  you  fail  your  mistress?  can  you  grow 
In  such  a  rase  ? 

llod.  Those  heats  that  they  add  to  us, 
(Oh,  nobie  Pedro  !)  let  us  ft-el  'em  rightly, 
And  riglitly  but  consider  how  they  move  us. 
Pedro,  is  pot  their  honour  ours? 
Pjod.  If  they  be  virtuous;  [Instre, 

And  then  the  sword  adds  nothing  to  tlieir 
.  But  rather  calls  in  question  what's  notdoubted: 
If  they  be  not,    the  best  swords  and   best 

valours 
Can  never  fight  'em  up  to  fame  again. 
No,  not  a  Christian   war;  and  that's  held 
pious. 
Pedro.  How  bravely  now  he's  tempered ! 
I  must  fight, 
And  rather  make  it  honourable,  than  ansry. 
I  would  not  task  those  sins  to  me  committed. 


Rod,  You  cannot,  sir;  you've  cast  thosa 

by,  discarded  'em; 
And,  m  a  nobie  mind,  so  low  and  loosely 
To  ioolc  back,  and  collect  such  lumps,  and 
Into  new  horrid  forms  again  [lick  'em 

Pedro.  8iill  braver! 
IIlhI.  To  fight  because  I  dare,  were  wors» 

and  weaker 
Than  if  I  li.id  a  woman  in  my  cause,  sir. 
And  more  proclaiui'd  me  fool;  yet  I  mustr 

confess 
I  have  been  covetous  of  all  occasions, 
And  this  I  have  taken  upon  trust  for  noble, 
I'he  more  shame  mine !  Devise  a  way  to  figliC 

til  us,  [issue, 

That,  like  the  wound*»d  air,  no  blood  may 
Nor,  where  the  sword  siiall  enter,  no  lost 

spirit, 
/\nd  set  me  on  !  I  would  not  scar  that  body. 
That  virtuous,  valiant  body,  nor  deface  it. 
To  make  the  kingdom  mine.     If  one  must 

bleed, 
Let  me  be  both  the  sacrifice  and  alcar, 
And  you  the  priest;  I  liave  deserv'd  to  suffer, 
Pedro.  The  noble  Roderiiso  now  I  call  you. 
And  thus  my  love  shall  ever  count  and  hold 

you.  [habit. 

Rod.  I  am  your  servant,  sir;  and  now  this 
Devotion,  not  distrnsc,  shall  pnt  upon  me. 
I'll  wait  upon  your  fortunes,  (that's  my  way 

now)  '[ner. 

And  wliere  you  grieve,  or  joy.  Til  be  a  part- 

Pedro.  I  tJjaok  you,  sir;  I  shall  be  too 

proud  (if  you. 
Oil,  1  could  te'l  you  strange  things  f 

Rod.  I  guess  at  Vm  ;  [stranger. 

And   I  C'luld    curse  myself,  I    made  'em 
Vet  my  mind  say^  you  arc  not  far  from  hap- 
piness. 
Pedro.  It  shall  b.c  welcome.  Come,  let's 

keep  us  thus  still, 
And  he  hs  we  appear,  HeavVs  hand  may 

bless  us.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Alphonso,  Mastery  and  Keepers.  . 

J^lasf.  Yes,  sir,  here  be  such  people;  bat 
how  pleasing 
They  will  appear  to  you 

Alph,  'l*ray  let  me  sre  Vm ; 
I  come  to  that  end ;  'pray  let  me  sec  'cm  all. 


^  Tf  I  hare  ever  err'd,  *t  has  been  in  hazard.]  The  meaning  of  this  line  is,  *  My  errors 

*  have  ari&cn  from  accident.'  Mr.  Seward,  in  a  very  puzzling  and  uninteresting  note,  pro- 
poses to  read, 

'  If  I  have  err'd  shall  th;  fife  be  in  hazard  r ' 
»  Tu  li^htj^e.]  Mr.  Sympson  observes,  that     we  have  here  either  an  eUipxis,  (the  passage 
'mean-ni;  to  light  on  t/tfu)  or  a  corruption.'     If  we  suppose  the  latter,  he  says  we  may  read, 
on   aurnority   of  Chaucer,    to  PIGIH'  you,  i.e.  STRIKE;  or  else,  Wo  SLIGHT ^yo?/,  i  e.  cut, 

•  wound,  6lc.  from  the  A  S.  SUtan,  scindere,Jacerare.*     We  think  that  to  tight  yvu  is  much 
moie  easy  and  prjhable  than  the  other  words  proposed,  and  more  agreeable  to  the  context, 

1^  See  how  it  turns. '\   These  words,  which  are  made  a  continuation  of  Koderigo's  speeck 
ia  all  former  editions,  cannot  beloivg  to  him,  but  to  Pedro  : 

*  See  how  it  turns  /  thi»  is  a  strange  conversiQn  ." 


ftiM 
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f  ^t  4.  Scene  9. 


MaiL  They  will  oonfouiid  you,  sir,  like 

hells  rung  backward ;  [noiscfe. 

TlieyVe   nothing  hut  confusion,  and  mere 

Jfph.  May-be,  1  love  a  noise.     But,  hark 

yej  sir! 

tiave  you  no  boys?  hahdsome  young  boys? 

Mo$t,  Yes,  one,  !jir; 
A  vrry  handsome  boy. 
Afpk.  Long  here? 
Jl/a«/.  But  two  days; 
A  little  craz'd,  but  much  hOpo  of  recbvery. 
Alph.  -Ay,  that  buy  let  me  see;  may-be, 
I  know  him ;  [of, 

That  boy,  I  say. — This  is  .the  hoy  he  told  me 
And  it  liiiist  needs  be  she ! — That  boy,  1  he- 
That  boy  /  come  to  sec.  [seech  ye,  sir ! 

Matt,  And  you  shall  see  him. 
Or  any  else  ;  but  WrtV  be  not  too  violent. 
Afph,  J  know  wnat  to  do,  I  warrant  yoii ; 
I  mn  for  all  fancies;' 
1  can  talk  to  Vm,  and  dispiite-^— • 
,    1  Keep.  As  madly? 
Tor  they  are  very  mad,  sir. 
Alpfl.  Let  'era  he  horij-mad. 
2  Keep.  We  hjlve  few  citizens ;  thfey  liave 
bedlams  of  their  own,  sii  ; 
And  are  mad  at  their  own  fcharges. 

A/pft.  Who  lies  here?  ' 

Maf^t.  'Prsiy  you  don  t  disturb  'era,  sir ; 
here  lie  such  youths 
Will  uiJike  you  start  if  they  bnt  dance  their 

trenchinorcs-*'. 
Fetch  out  the  boy,  sirrah. — Hark  ! 

[ExU  Keeper, 
Alph.  Heigh,  boys !      [Shake  irons  tcithin. 

Enter  Englhth  madman^  Scholar y  and  Parson, 

Engl,  Bounce !  [can. 

Clap  her  o*  th'  star>board  !  bounce !  ^op  the 


SchifL  Deadf  yoa  dog,  dead !  D'  yoa  qnar- 
rel  inmy  kmgdom? 
Give  me  my  trident ! 

Ettgl,  Bounce,  'twixt  wind  and  water, 
Loaden  with  mackrel !  Oh,  bra«^e  meat  I 

SchoL  My  sea-horses  !  [bladder; 

I'll  charge  the  northern^wind,  and  break  hif 

Fur,  VU  sell  my  bells,  before  I  be  outA 
brav*d  thus. 

Alph,  What's  be?  whrtt'shc? 

Afftst.  A  parsooj  sir,  a  parson^ 
That  run  mail  for  tithe-goslings. 

Alph.  Green  sauce  cure  him  !  [ye! 

Par,  ril  clirse  ye  all  I  I'll  excommunicate 
Thou  Enjilish  heretick,  give  me  the  tenth  pot. 

Engl.  Sue  me;  I'll  drink  up  all.  Bounce; 

I  sfly  once  more. 

Oh,  have  I  split  ybur  mifen  ?  Blo^v,  blow,' 

thou  West-Wind,  [roaring. 

T^Ioxv  till  thou  rive^'',  and  make  the  sea  run 

rji  hiss  it  down  ft^aiu  with  d  bottle  of  ale. 

SdioL  Triton  j  why,  Triton  ! 

Engl.  Triton's  drunk  with  mctheglin. 

Srhol.  Strike,  strike  the  surged,  strike! 

Eftgl.  Drink,  drink;  'tis  day-light ; 
Drink,  didle.  didle,    didle,  driuk,  Parson^' 

proud  Pardon : 
A  pig*b  tail  in  thy  teeth,  ftiid  I  defy  thee  ! 

Far.  Give  me  Some  porridge,  or  I'll  damn 
thee,  English.  [lieref 

Alph,  How  comes  this  F.bglish  madman 

Mast,  AlaSj 
That   is  no  question;    they're  mad   ev'r^ 

where,  sir.— 
Their  fits  are  cool  now  ;  let  'em  rest. 

Enter  Keepers^  and  She-Fool  in  bm^'s  cloathi, 

Alph.  Mad  gtillants, 
Must  admirable  mad;  I  love  tlieir  fancies*'.' 


<*  Jfihey  but  dance  their  trenchmofes.]  Tieiichmore  was  a  dance;  of  which  (says  Sir. John 
Hawkins,'  llifctojry  of  MusicU,  vol.  iv.  p.  891.)  'frequent  nieiition  is  made  by  our  old  dra-' 

*  matick  Writers  :  Thus/  in  The  Island  Princess  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  act  v.  one  of  the 

*  1  ownsmen  sa3'S, 

*  All  the  windows  of  ihe  town  ddnce  a  new  trehclnfiore.* 

*  Th  the  Tc^blc-Talk  of  Selden;  tit.  King  of  England,  i^  tlie  followng  humourous  passage  i 
'' The  court  of  England  is  much  ulcered.  At  a  solemn  H&nciug,  firbt,  you  had  the  grave 
**  raeasnreil,  then  the  «x)rantoe8  and  the  galliards,  and  this  kept  up  with  ceremony ;  and 
**  at  length  to  trtnchmor^f  and  the  cushion-dante :  Then  all  the  company  dances,  lord  and 
"  groom,  lady  and  kitchen-maid,  no  distinction.  So  in  our  court,  in  Queen  Elizabeth*^ 
"  time,  gravity  and  state  were  kept  up.  In  King  James's  time,  things  were  pretty  well- 
**  But  in  King  Charles's  time,  there  has  been  nothing  but  Irenchmore  andthe  Cushion-dance^' 
'*  omniirm  gjttherurti,  tolly  polly,  hoite  come  toite."  And  in  the  ccfmedy  of  Tlie  Rehearsal; 
^  the  Earth,  Sun  and  Moon  are  made  to  dance  die  hey,  to  the  tune  of  Irenchmore.  From 
^  all  which  it  may  be  inferred,  that  the  trenchmort  wus  also  a  lively  movouiciit.'         71. 

^  Blow  tilt  thou  rive.^  This  is  a  manifest  copying  from  Shakespeare's  Boa't9>varn  in  the 
Tempest, 

^  Blow  tiJI  thon  burst  thi^  wind,  if  footn  enough,' 
i^hich  passage  is  tiox.  sense  as  it  stands,  but  ought  to  be  altered  thus, 

•  Blow  till  thou  burst  thee.  Wind,*  &c. 
By  which  reading  he  (Boatswain;  addresses  the  stind  a&  »  person,  and  th<^  sentence  acquires 
it  dignity  which  it  had  not  before.        Sympson, 

I'hts  same  variation  df  Shakespek^e*s  text  is  proposed  by  Mr.  Stcevens  (as  his  own  cod^ 
'^cture)  in  the  edition  of  Shakespeare  published  in  177S. 

4s  I  lonpt  their  faces.]  Varild  by  Mr.  Sym^ son; 
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1  Keep.  You  stinkim;  whore  !—>Who  knew 
of  this?  who  lookM  to  him? 
Pox  take  him,  he  was  sleepy  when  I  left  him. 

^  Keep,  Certain,. h«)  made  the  F(K>1  druuk. 

Mnst.  How  now  ?  who's  this  here? 
Where  is  the  boj  ? 

1  Ketp,  The  boy,  «r? 

Matt.  Ay,  the  boy,  sir. 

1  Keep.  Here's  ail  tiic  boy^  we  fouhd. 

MtiSi.  These  are  his  cloath«i; 
But  whcre*s  the  boy? 

Fatti.  The  boy  is  gone  noroaying ; 
He*ll  bring  me  home  a  cuckow  s  nost.  D'you 

hear,  master? 
I  put  my  cloaths  off,  and  I  dixen'd  him. 
And  pimi'd  a  plumb  <«  in*s  forehead,  nnd  a 
feather, 
^     And  bijss*d  him  twice,  and  bid  hita  go  seek 
his  fortune:  [too, 

He  gave  tne  this  6ne  money,  and  fine  wine 
And  bid  me  s^p,  and  gave  nie  tliese  trim 

cloaths  too. 
And  put  *eni  on. 

A/ph,  Is  this  the  boy  yon'd  shew? 

FuoL  ril  give  you  twii-penCe,'  masted* 

Aiph.  Am  I  fooPd  of  all  sides? 
t   met  a  Fool  i*th*  woods,  (they  saud  she 
J        dwelt  here) 
In  a  long  pied  coat. 

Mast,  That  was  the  ve*7  boy,  sir. 

FiwL  Ay,  ay,  ay;   I  gave  him  leave  to 

play  forso<ith :  [cods. 

IleMl  coooe  ngniii  to-morrow,  aifd  bring  pes- 

Mast,  ri!  brini;  your  bones ! 

Alph.  Pox  o'  your  fo'dls,  and  bedlams! 
i^lague  o*  your  owls  and  apes ! 

Mast.  'Pray  you*,  sir,  be  tamer  i 
We  cannot  help  this  presently;  bnt  we  shnli 

know — 
ril  recompense  your  care  too  \    • 

Alph,  Know  me  a  pudding  i 
You  jugole,  and  you  iiddlc  ;  fart  tlpon  yon  ! 
I  am  abus'd ! 

Ma$i^  Tray  you,  sir— 

Unier  Welsh  madmctH. 
Alph,  And  I  will  be  ahus'd,  sir  f 
And  you  shall  know  I  am  abus*d ! 

Welsh,  Whaw,  Mr.  Keeper. 
.  Al^h,  Pox  o'  thy  whaws,  an$i  thy  whims. 
Pox  o*  thy  urship ! 

Welsh,  Give  me  some  ceeze  and  onions, 
give  me  s'ome  wash-b]^ew ;  [dance. 

I  have in  my  bellies  <*;  give  me  abun- 

Pendragon  was  a  shentlcmiMi,  marg  you,  sir; 
And  the  organs  at  Rixum  were  mode  by  re- 
velations:' 
There  is  a  spirit  blows,  and  blows  the  bendws, 
And  then  tiiey  sing  ! 


Alph,  What  moon-calfs  this  ?  what dreUm  ? 
^lait,  *Pray  you,  sir,  observe  him ; 
He  is  Bi  niountameer,  a  man  of  goatland^ 
Welsh.  I  will  beat  thy  face  as  black  as  a 
.    bine  clout; 
I  will  leave  no  more  sheet  in  thine  eyes-*— « 
^J.ast.  (le  will  not  hiirt  you. 
WeUh.  Give  roe  a  jSii'cat  deal  of  guns: 
Thou  art  the  devils,  [gry  ! 

I  kiiow  thee  by  thy  tails.    Poor  Oweu*s  Jbuo- 
I  will  pig  thy  bums  full  of  bullets. 

Alph,  T!)is  is  the  rarest  rascal !    ' 
He  speaks  as  if  he  had  butter-milk  in*s  mouth. 
Is  this  any  thing  akin  to  th*  English? 

Mast,  The  elder  brother,  sir. 
lie  run  mad  because  a  rat  eat  up*s  cheese, 
Alph.  ir  had  a  great*  deal  of  reason,  sir. 
Welsh.  Besar.las  manoi^,  is  for  an  old 
cod-piece,  marg  you.  .   [letter. 

I  will  borrow  thy  urship's  whore  to  seal  d 
Mast,  Now  he  grows  villainous* 
Alph.  Methink^  he's  best  no^'. 
Mast,  Away  with  him. 
Alph,  He  shall  not. 
Mast,  Sir,  he  roast.     •    .    . 
Welsh.  I  will  sing,  and  dance,  io  afty  thing ! 
Alph.  Wilt  thoa  declairo  in  Greek  ? 
Alast.  Away  with  the  Fool ; 
And  whip,  her  soundly,  sirrah. 

Fool.  I'll  tell  no  more  tales.  [HxU. 

Alph.  Or  wilt  thou  fly  i*  th'  air? 
En^l.  Do;  and  I'll  catch  thee,         [ihee. 
And,  like  ti  wisp  o^  Iraiy,  TU  whirl,  and  whirl 
And  puff  thee  up^  and  puff  thee  up ! 

Scltol.  ril  save  thee,  . 
And  thou  slialt  fall  into  the  sea,  soft,  softly. 
Welsh.  Vii  get  upon  »  mountain,  and  call 

my  countrymen. 
Matt,  They  all  grow  wild.  Away  with  him, 
fur  Heaven  sake ! 
Sir,  you  are  much  to  blame. 

Alph.  No,  no,  'tis  brave,  sir ! 
You Ve cozen 'd  me;  rUmake  you  mad. 

Alast.  In  with  him, 
And  lock  hUn  fast. 
Alph.  ni  see  him  in  his  lodginf|.     f  J&riV. 
Mast.  Wlwt  means  this  geutlemaar 

Enter  Julettd. 
Jul,  IIe*s  in  ;  have  at  him. 
Are  vou  the  master,  sir? 

Aitat.  Wl>at  would  you  with  hiad  ? 
Jul.  I  have  a  business  from  the  dake  of 
Medina: 
Is  there  not  an  old  gentleman  come  lately  inf 
Mast.  Yes,  and  m  wild  6ne  too;  but  nol 

a  prisoner. 
Jul.  Did  yoW  observe  him  weU?  'tis  likt 
he  may  be. 


44  Plvmb,]  We  take  this  to  b«  a  name  of  some  cap;  ats  we  now  call  thai  worn  by  cbildraft 
k  pudding. 

^  Ihace i»  «y  bellies.'}  We  are  very  sorry  to  leave  an  hitifus,  bttt  caanof  avpitf  it 

here. 

.  4«  Basilus  nwms.']  So  old  books.    The  Editors  of  1750  alter  iu 

ToL.  If.  «  R 
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[Act  4.  Scene  S. 


Mait,  I  have  seen  youn^r  men  of  better 

temper. 
Jul.  You  have  hit  the  cause  I  come  for. 
There's  a  letter ; 
'Pray  yoD  peruse  it  well.— I  shall  be  with  vou, 
And  suddenly,  I  fear  not;  finel^f,  daintily; 
I  shall  so  feed  your  fierce  vexation^ 
And  raise  your  worship's  storms ;  I  shall  so 

niggle  you, 
And  juegle  you, and  fiddle  you,  and  firk  you, 
I'll  make  you  curse  the  hour  you  vex'd  a 
woman ;  [sounded ! 

Ill  make  you  shake,  when  our  sex  are  but 
'  For  the  Lord's  sake,'  we  shall  have  him  at : 

I  long  to  see  it. 
As  much  as  for  ray  wcdding*nig1it;  I  ^ape 
after  it.  [lunatick ; 

Mast,  This  letter  says,  die  gentleman  is 
I  half  suspected  it. 

Jul*  Tis  very  true, sir; 
And  suclvprauKS  he  has  play'd ! 
Mast.  He's  some  great  man. 
The  duke  commands  me  with  such  care  to 

look  to  him ; 
And  if  be  grow  too  violent  to  correct  him. 
To  use  the  speediest  menns  for  his  recovery ; 
And  those  he  must  find  sharp. 
JuL  The  better  for  him. 
Mast,  How  got  you  him  hither  ? 
JuL  With  a  train  I  tole^d  him  :       fcholy. 
He's  in  love  with  a  boy,  there  lies  his  melan- 
Mast,  Hither  he  came  to  seek  one. 
Jul.  Yes,  I  sent  him ; 
Now  had  we  dealt  by  force,  we'd  never 
brought  biro. 
Afast'  Here  was  a  boy. 
JuL  He  saw  him  not? 
Mast,  He  was  gone  first 
JuL  It  is  the  better.    Look  you  to  your 
charge  well;  [ed  me. 

ril  see  him  lodg'd,  for  so  the  duke  command- 
He  will  be  very  rough. 

Mast,  We're  us'd  to  that,  sir; 
And  we  as  rough  as  he,  if  he  give  occasion. 
Jul,  You  will  find  him  gainful  ^^^  but  be 
sure  ^ou  curb  him. 
And  get  him  if  you  can  fairly  to  his  lodging ; 
I  am  afraid  you  will  not. 

Enter  Alpho*iso, 
Mast,  We  must  sweat  then. 
Alph.  What  dost  thou  talk  to  me  of  noises  ? 
I'll  have  more  noise,  [prizes ; 

I'll  have  all  loose,  and  all  shall  play  their 
Thy  master  has  let  loose  the  boy  I  took'd  for. 
Basely  convey'd  him  hence. 

Keep,  Will  you  go  out,  sir  ?  [me, 

Alph.  I  will  not  out,  I  will  have  all  out  with 

ril  have  thy  master  in;  he's  only  mad  here ! 

(shake  irora. 
And,  rogues.  111  have  ye  all  whipt !  Heigh, 
mad  boys,  mad  boys ! 
JuL  Do  you  perceive  him  now  ^ 


Mast,  Tts  too  ap^rent. 

JuL  I'm  glad  she's  gone,  be  raves  thus. 

Mast.  Do*you  hear,  sir? 
'Pray  will  you  make  jess  stir,  and  see  your 

chamber  ? 
Call  in  more  help,  and  make  the  closet  ready. 

Keep.  1  tliought  lie  was  mad ;  1*11  have  one 
long  lash  at  you. 

Alph.  My  chamber  ?  w4iere  f  my  chamber? 
why  my  chamber  ? 
Where's  the'  young  boy  ? 

Mast.  Nay,  'pray  you,  sir,  be  more  modest, 
For  your  own  credit  sake;  the  people  sec  you, 
And  I  would  use  you  with  the  best. 

Alph.  Best?  hang  you  ! 
What  ?  dost  thou  thiiik  me  mad? 

Mast.  'Pray,  and  be  civil ; 
Heav*n  m&y  deliver  you. 

Alph.  Into  a  rogue's  hands  ?  [y^^p 

Mast,  You  do  but  draw  more  miser}*  upou 
And  add  to  your  disease. 

Alph.  Get  from  me ! 

Mast,  No,  sir,  fvilly, 

You  must  not  be  left  so;  bear  yourself  ci- 

And  'twill  be  better  for  you;  swell  not,  nor 

chafe  not.     .  [rascal. 

Alph.  I  am  a  gentleman,  and  a  neighbour. 

Mast,  A  great  deal  the  more  pity ;  I  Imve 
'heard  of  you. 

JuL  £icellent  master ! 

Mnst,  The  duke  is  very  tender  too. 

Alph,  Am  I  lunatic  ?  am  I  run  mad  ? 
What  dost  thou  talk  to  me  of  dukes  and  de- 
Why  do  the  people  gape  so?  [viU? 

Mast.  Do  not  anger  'em. 
But  go  in  quietly,  aud  slip  in  softly. 
They   will   so  tew  you  else;   I  am    com- 
manded, sir. 

Alph.  Why,  'prithee,  why? 

Mast.  You're  dog-mad,  yet  perceive  it  not ; 
Very  far  mad,  and  whips  will  scant  recover 

Alph,  Ha!  whips?  [>"f*"» 

Mast.  Ay,  whips,  and  sore  whips,  an  you 
were  a  lord,  sir. 
If  you  be  stubborn  here. 

Alph.  Whips  ?  What  am  I  grown  ? 

JuL  Oh,  I  could  burst !  Hold,  hold,  hold, 

hold  o*  both  ends !  [indeed. 

How  he  looks  !  'pray  Heav'n  he  be  not  mad 

Alph,  I  don't  perceive  Tm  so,  but  if  you 

.    think  it 

Nor  I'll  be  hang'd  if 't  be  so. 

Matt.  Do  you  see  this,  sir  ? 

[Inms  brought  in, 
Down  with  that  devil  in  ye  I 

^^A.  Indeed  I'm  angry,  [now, 

But  111  contain  myself:  Oh,  I  could  burst 

And  tear  myself !  but  these  rogues  will  tor* 

ment  me.  [flictiou!»? 

Mad  in  mine  old  days  ?  make  mine  own  af- 

Mast.  What  do  you  mutter,  sir? 

Alph,  Nothin^^  sir,  nothing; 
I  will  go  in,  and  qaietly,  most  civilly: 


«  You  tcillfind  him  gainful.]  i.  f,  wayward,  resty,  &c.        Sympton, 


(   UNiVERSITY   ) 


Act  5.  Scene  2.]  TIIE 


And,  i;ood  sir,  let  none  of  jour  tormentors 
come  about  me;  [gons. 

You  have  a  gentle  face,  they  look  like  dra- 
^luil.  Be  civil  and  be  sale.    Come,  for 
thes>e  two  days, 
Yua  roust  cat  nothing  neither;  'twill  ease 
your  fits,  sir. 
Aiph.  Twill  starve  me,  sir;  but  I  must 
bear  it  joyfully. 
I  may  sleep  ? 
Jiii«<«  Yes,  a  little.  Go  in  with  these  men. 
Alph,  Oh,  miserable  me !  [ILrif . 

Mtut.  I'll  foUow  presently. 
You  see  *tis  done,  sir. 
^al,  Yi*  h«ye  done  it  jiandspmely 
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.And  ril  inform  the  duke  so.  Tray  you  attend 
Let  him  want  nothing,  but  his  will.       [him ; 

JdatU  He  shall  not; 
And  if  he  be  rebellious 

JyL  Never  spare  him : 
H'  has  flesh,  and  hide  enough;  be  loves  a 
whipping. 

Af4t#.  My  service  to  his  Grace !      F^jrif. 

JuL  I  sliail  commend  it.  [room 

So,  thou  art  fast;  1  must  go  get  some  fresh 
To  laugh  and  caper  in  :  Oh^  how  it  tickles 
me !  [stopt : 

Oh,  how  it  tumbles  me  with  joy !  Thy  mouth*s 
Now  if  I  din  do  my  mistrcbsgood,  i*4»  sainted. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 
'Enttr  Seberto  and  Curio. 


Scb»  'M'O  W,  o*  my  conscience,  we  have  lost 

-'-^    hin>  Mtterly ! 
}{c's  not  gone  home  ;  we  heard  from  thenpe 

this  morning, 
And  since  our  parting  last  i|t  Roderigo*s, 
Yon  know  what  ^rouud  we've  travcli\|. 

Curio.  II))'s  asleep  sure; 
l^or  if  h*  lia<J  been  awt^e,  we  should  have 

met  with  him : 
'Faith,  let-s  turp  back,  we've  but  a  fruitless 

journey ; 
And  to  hope  further  of  Alinda's  recovery, 
(For  sure  sha*U  ratlier  perish  than  rctqrn) 
Is  hue  to  seek  a  moat  i'  th*  sun  ^. 

Scb,  We'll  on  sure ;  [foolinje, 

Something  we'll  know,  some  cause  qf  all  this 
Make  some  discovery. 

Curio,  Which  way  shall  we  cast  then  ? 
I^or  all  the  champaign  country,  and  the  vil- 

And  all  those  sides "  [Isiges, 

Seb.  We'll  cross  these  woo({s  a  while  then : 
Ilcre,  if  we  fail,  we'll  gallop  tq  Segovia, 
And  if  we  light  qf  no  news  there,  hear  nor 

thing, 
We'll  ev  n  turn  fairly  hqme,  aqd  coast  the 
other  side.  [dan»;er ; 

Curio.  He  may  be  sick,  or  fall'n  into  sonie 
}lc  has  no  guide,  nor  no  man  to  attcntf  him. 
Seb.  He's  w^U  cuqugl^ ;  he  has  a  traveirj 
body, 
And,  tho'  he  be  old,  he's  tough,  and  will  en- 
dure well; 
But  he's  so  violent  to  find  her  oi^t, 
That  his  anger  leads  iiim  a  thousand  wild- 
goose  chas€» : 
111  warrant  he  is  well. 

Curio.  Shall  we  part  company? 
^b.  By  no  means;  no;  that  were  a  sullen 
i^usincss^ 


No  pleasure  in  our  journey.  Come,  l«t*s  cross 
here  firbt; 

And  where  we  find  the  paths^  let  them  di- 
rect us.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  If. 
Enter  Juletta  and  AUnda. 

JuL  Why  are  you  still  so  fearful  of  me, 

lady? 

So  doubtful  of  my  faith  i|nd  honest  service? 

Tq  bide  yourself  trom  me,  to  fly  my  company  ? 

Am  I  not  your*?  all  yquTi^  By  this  light, 

you  shake  still ! 
Do  yoi^  suspect  me  false  ?  did  I  e'er  fail  you  ? 
D'  you  think   I  am  corrupted,  base,'  aud 

treacherous  ? 
Lord,  how  ye  look  !  Is  not  my  life  tied  to  ye  ? 
Aud  all  the  nower  I  have,  to  serve  and  ho* 

nour yer 
Still  do  you  doubt  ?  still  am  I  terrible  ?  [ye, 
I  will  not  trouble  ye :  Good  Iieav*n  presei-ve 
And  send  ye  what  ye  wish  !  I  will  not  see  ye, 
Nor  once  rcroeml>er  i  had  such  a  mistress! 
I  will  not  speak  of  ye,  nor  name  Alinda, 
For  fear  you  sliould  suspect  I  would  betray 
Goodness  aud  pe^ce  conduct  ye !  [ye : 

AUn.  'Prithee  pardon  me !  [come, 

i  know  thou'rt truly  faithful;  and  thouVt  w^l- 
A  welcome  partner  to  my  miseries; 
Thou  know*st  I  love  thee  toq. 

Jui^  I've  thought  so,  lady. 

Alin,  Alas,  my  fears  have  so  districted  me, 
I  durst  not  trust  myself. 

JuL  Come,  *pray  ye  think  better. 
And  cast  tliose  by ;  at  least  consider,  lady, 
How  to  prevent  'em :  'Pray  ye  put  off  this 

fool's  coi\t ; 
Tho'  it  have  kept  ye  secret  for  a  season, 
'Tis  known  now,  and  will  betray  ye.     Your 

arch  enemy 
Rodcrigo  is  abroad ;  many  are  looking  for  ye. 


<•  A  moth  i'tkUun,]  Tlie  variation  is  Mr.  Theobald  s. 
2  H  8 
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AUn,  I  know  it,  and  tlioic  many  I  have 

JuL  You  cannot  still  thus.  [cozcn'd. 

Aim,  I've  no  means  to  shift  it.  [night 

Jul.  I  have,  and  shift  you  too.  I  la^y  last 
At  a  poor  widow's  house  here  in  the  thicket, 
"Whither  I  will  conduct  ye,  and  new-shapeye; 
Myself  too,  to  attend  ye. 

AUn.  What  means  nast  thou^ 
For  mine  are  gone. 

Jul.  Fear  not,  enough  to  serve  you ; 
I  came  not  out  so  empty. 

Aim.  'Prithee  tell  loe,  [me) 

(for  thou  hast  struck  a'kin(]  of  comfort  thro' 
When  saw'st  thou  lioderigo? 

Jul,  £v'n  this  morning, 
Arid  iu  these  woods:  Take  heed;  h'  has  got 
a  new  shape.  [it, 

Aim.  The  habit  of  a  pilgrim }  Yes,  I  know 
And  I  hope  shall  prevent  u.  Was  he  alone? 

Jul.  No,  madam;  and,  which  made  me 
wonder  mightily,  [R"«n» 

He  was  ia  company  with  that  handsome  Pil- 
That  srid  sweet  man. 

Aliri.  That  I  forgot  to  give  to  ?      [pitied ; 

Jul,  The  same,  the  very  same,  that  yo^  so 
A  man  as  fit  to  suit  his  villainies — : — 

Aim.  And  did  ihey  walk  together? 

////.  Wondrous  civilly. 

AUn.  Talk,  and  discourse? 

Jul.  I  think  so;  for  I  saw  *era  [other. 
Make  many  stands,  and  then  embrace  each 

AUn.  The  Pilgrim  is  be  tray  *d !   a  Judus 
dwells  with  him, 
A  Sinon,  that  will  seem  a  saint  to  choak  liim ! 
Canst  thou  but  shew  me  this? 

Jul.  Lord,  how  she  trembles  !  [then. 

Not  thus,  for  all  the  world ;  ye  are  undone 
But  let's  retire,  and  aUer,  then  weMl  walk  t>ce; 
And  then  Til  shew  ye  any  thing. 

Alin.  Come,  good  wench,  [ing. 

And  speedily,  for  I  have  strange  faiths  work- 
As  strange  fears  too;  Fll  tell  thee  all  my  l>fc 
then. 

Jul.  Come  quick ;  I  will  conduct  ye,  and 

still  serve  ye  :  [jccts. 

And  do  not  fear;  hang  fear,  it  spoils  all  pro- 

This  way !  I'll  be  yovir  guide.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  JII. 

Enter  Governor,  Verdugo^and  Citizens. 

Goo.  Use  all  your  sports,  [morrow, 

All  your  solemnities';  'tis  tlie  king's  day  to- 
Uis  birth-day,  and  his  marriage;  a  glad  day, 
A  day  we  ought  to  honour,  all. 
'  1  Ctt.  We  will,  sir, 

And  make  Segovia  ring  with  our  rejoicings. 
Gov.  Be  sumptuous,  but  not  riotous ;  be 
bounteous. 
But  not  in  drunken  bucchi^nals;  free  to  all 
stningersy       ' 


Easy  and  ^weet  in  all  your  entertainments ; 
For  'tis  a  royal  day,  admits  no  rudeness. 

2  Cit^  Your  lordship  will  do  us  the  honour 
Be  here  yourself,  and  grace  the  day  ?        [to 

Gov.  It  is 
A  main  part  of  my  service. 

3  Cit.  I  hope  your  honour 

Has  taken  into  your  consideration      [iaws; 
The  miseries  we  have  suffered  by  these  Out- 
The  losses,  hourly  fears,  the  rude  abuses, 
Stiangers  that  travel  to  us  are  daily  loaden 

with; 
Our  daushters'  and  our  wives'  complaints. 

Gov.  I'm  sorry  for't,  [it: 

And  have  commission  from  the  king  to  eabe 
Yon  shall  not  be  long  vex'd. 

1  Cit.  Had  we  not  walls,  sir,  [watches. 
And  those  continually  manned  too  with  our 
We  should  not  have  a  bit  of  meat  to  feed  us : 
And  vet  they  are  our  friends,  and  we  must 

think  so,  ['em, 

And  entertain  'em  so  sometimes,  and  feast 
And  send  'em  loaden  home  too  ;  we  are  lost 

else. 

2  Cit.  They'll  come  to  church  among  us 
(as  we  hope>  Christians) 

When  all  tlieir  7eal  is  but  to  steal  the  chalices. 
At  this  good  time  nowj  if  your  lordship  were 

not  here, 
To  awe  their  violence  with  your  authority, 
They'd  play  such  gambols ! 

Gov,  Afe  they  grown  -so  heady  ? 

2  Cit.  They'd  drink  up  all  our  wine,  piss 
out  uur  bonfires,  ■  [fairestjf 

Then,  like  the  di^unkcn  Centaurs,  have  at  the 
(Nay,  have  atoll;  fourscore  and  ten's  a  god- 
dess) [cellars* 
Whilst  we,  like  fools,  stand  shaking  in  our 

Gov.  Arc  they  so  fierce  upon  so  little  suf* 

•   ferance?        -     • 
I'll  give 'em  such  a  purge,  and  suddenly^-^ 
VcrHugp,  afteT  this  solemnity  is  over. 
Call  on  me  for  a  charge  of  men,  of  good  nnen, 
(To  see  what  house  these  knaves  keep)  of« 
good  soldiers,  '  [with  em. 

As  sturdy  as  themselves;  (hat  dare  dispute 
Dare  walk  the  woods  as  well  a^  they,  as  &ar- 
But  witli  a  better  faith  belabour  'e^i :  [less, 
V\l  know  what  claim  they  have  to  tiieir  pos^ 
'Tib  pity  of  their  captain  Roderigo,  [session. 
A  well-bred  gentleman,  and  a  good  soldier. 
And  one  his  majesty  has  some  little  reason 
To  thank  for  sundry  services,  and  fair  ones; 
That  long  neglect  bred  this:  Tm sorry  for  him, 

Verd.  The  hope  of  his  estate  keeps  back 
his  pardon ;  [ney-box. 

There's  divers  wasps  that  buz  about  that  ho- 
And  long  to  lick  themselves  full. 

Gov.  True,  Verdugb ; 
'Would  he  had  but  the  patience  to  discern  it, 
And  policy  to  wipe  their  lips^ ! 


<9  To  wipe  their  [ips."]  Mr.  Seward  proposes  to  read,  *  to  ^et  their  lips,'  t.  e.  *  to  gain  some 
'  of  them,  by  letthig  them  taste  some  of  bis  honey.'  But  surely  uet  is  a  wretched  verb 
applied  to  hon^y.  Wipe  ma^'  mean  to  wound';  to  give  them  a  \vii*£,  a  familiar  expression  of 
bSence;  which  the  answer  implies^  by  mentioning  *  to  fetch  him  in  by  violenceJ 
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Verd,  To  fetch  bim  in,  sir, 
By  violence,  he  boini|;  now  no  infant, 
Wtil  ask  some  bloody  crowns.    I  know  bis 
people  [ter 

Are  of  his  own  choice,  men  tliat  will  not  tot- 
Nur  blench  much  at  a  bullet ;  I  kmiw  his 

'    order:  [hood  ; 

And  tho*  he  hare  no  multitade,  h*  bus  luan- 
The  elder  twin  to  that  too,  8taid  experience. 
But  if  he  must  be  forc*d,  sir 

Gov.  There's  no  remedy, 
Pnlcss  he  come  himself. 

•  Verd.  That  will  be  doubtful — 

Did  you  ne'er  hear  yet  of  the  noble  Pedro  ? 

Gov.  I  cannot,  by  qo  means;  I  think  he's 

-   dead,  sure : 
The  court  be^yails  much  his  imtimcly  loss  ; 
The  king  himsch*  laments  him. 
■    Verd.  He  was  sunk  ; 
And,  if  he  be  dead,  he  died  happily: 
}le  buried  all  he  had  in  the  kiag's  sen'ice,^ 
And  lost  himself.    ' 

Gov.  Well,  if  he  be  alive,  captain, 
(As  hope  ftill  speaks  the  best)  \  know  the 

king's  mind 
$o  inwardly  and  full,  he  will  be  happy, 
pomcr;  to  this  preparation  !  when  that^s  done, 
The  Outlaws*  expedition  is  begun. 

Cit.  VVe'U  contribute  all  to  that,  and  help 

•  ourselves  too.  [t^xeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Rodert^o  and  Pedro, 

^*:Hi.  How  sweet  these  solitary  places  are  ! 
llmv  wantonly  the  wint^  blows  thro  the  leaves, 
And  cuurts  and  pby^  with  'em!  Willyuu  sit 
.  down  and  sleep  ?  ^  |^stream 

The  heat  invites  you.  Ilark,  how  yon  purling 
Dances^  and  murmurs !  the  bird:s  sing  softly 
too:  •  [his  fancy 

'Pray  take  some  rest,  sir. — I  would  fain  wooe 
To  a  peace 5  it  labours  hi^h  and  hastily  upon 
'Pray  you  ^it,  and  I'd  sit  hy.  [him. 

Pedro.  I  cannot  sleep,  friend ; 
I  have  those  watdies  here  admit  uo  slumbers. 
§avv  you'noiie  yet.?  •  ' 

Rod.  No  creature. 

Pedro.  Wliat  strange  mustck 
Was  that  we  heard  afar  olf  .^ 

Rod.  I  can't. guess:  ' 
'Twas  loud,  and  shrill;  sometimes  it  shcw'd 
hard  by  us,  '  [do€S. 

And  by  and  by  the  soijnd  fled  as  the  wind 
Here's  no  inhabitants. 

Pedro.  It  much  delighted  me.        [devils; 

Rod,  Ttiey  talk  of  fatries,  a!nd  ^ucu  denii^ 
This  is  as  fine  a  place  to  dance  their  gam- 

*  bob—  . 
Pedro.  Methought  I  heard  a  voice. 

'  •      [Munick  and  lairds. 


Rvd.  They  can  sing  admirably; 
They  never  lose  their  maidenheads.— I  would 
fool  any  way,  f  ^^ck} 

To  make  him  merry  now.— Methinks  «  yoii 
Shew  like  enchanted  cells,  where  they  inha- 
bit. [Mutkk  afar  of.  Pot  birds. 
Pedro.  Tis  here  again.  ^Harlc,  gentle  ilo- 
derij»o. 
Hark,  hark  !  oh,  sweet,  sweet  I  how  the  birdf 

fecord  too! 
Mark  how  ic  flies  now  ev*ry  way !— Oh,  love  I 
In  such  a  harmony  art  thou  begotten ; 
In  such  soft  air,  so  j^entle,  luU'd  and  nou- 
Oh,  my  bcbt  mistress!  [libh'dl 

RvU.  How  l»c  vveep^  I  Dear  Heav'a, 
Give  him  his  heart's  coiitent,  and  me  forgive 
I  must  melt  too.       •  Itool 

PfJro.  The  birds  sing  louder,  sweeter. 
And  every  nqte  they  emulate  one  another : 
Liestiil  and  hear.— Thcbe,  when  they've  done 
tlieir  iabuui-s. 

Enter  Alinda  andj^letta,  like  old  toomtn. 
Their  pretty  airs,  fall  to  their  rests,  enjoy  'em : 
Nothin::  rocks  love  asleep,  but  death.  ' 

Rf.d.  Wh(.  arc  these? 
Pedro.  What? 

R^d.  Those  there,  those,  those  thiugs  that 
come  upon  us,  [ties. 

Those  grandam  tilings,  thosestranKeaniinuil 
Did  not  I  say   these  woods  begot  sUawgc 
wonders? 
Jul.  Now  you  may  view  'em. 
AUn.  Ha! 

Jul,  The  mtn  you  long'd  for ; 
Here  thpy  are  both.    lS[ow  you  may  boldly 
talk  with  'em,  ^ 

And  ne'er  be  gueas'd  at;  be  not  afraid,  nor 
faint  not.  fder!. 

They  wonder  at  us;  let's  maintain  that  w^ou- 
^hake  not;  but  what  you  purpose,  do  di»> 

cret^ly; 
And  from  your  tongue  Til  lake  my  part 
^'AUa.  Ha!  ,  ^^ 

Jul.  There,  r^^^^. 

Before  you,  there.  Do  not  turn  coward,  mis- 
If  you  do  fove,  curry  your  love  out  band- 
somely,  * 
Aliti.  '  1  is  he  and  Itodcrigo :  What  a  peace 
Dwells  in  their  faces !  whut  a  friendly  calm 
Crowns  both*  their  souls  ! 

Rod,  They  shew  as  if  they  were  mortal. 


They  come  Upon  us  still. 

Pedro.  Be  noe  afraid,  man  ;  [us. 

Let  'cm  be  what  tliey  will,  they  cannot  hurt 

RMi,  That  thing  i'  th*  button'd  cap  looks 
terribly: 
She  has  guiis^n  her  eyes;  tlie  devil's  en^inecr  ! 

Pedro.  Come,  stand ;  and  let's  go  meet  'em! 

Rvd.  Go  you  flrst ;  [er s '. 

1  have  less  faitli  i  When  1  have  sai<lmv  pray- 

«  Yond  rocks  yonder.]  This  is  either  a  palpable  error,  or  gross  inadvertence.  In  cithf r 
case.  It  injures  botli  sense  and  measure;  and  we  have  omitted  the  last  word,  Umuchit  stands 
in  all  the  copies.  »  ^        .     • 


S\Q 


tllE  HLGRIM. 


[Act  5.  Scene  i. 


Pedro,  Thftrc  needs  no  fear.— Hail,  rcve- 

AUn.  Good  even !  [rend  dames  ! 

What  do  ye  seek  ? 

Pedro,  We  would  seek  happier  fortunes. 

Rod,  That  little  devil  has  uiaip  need  of  a 
barber ! 
If^hat  a  trim  beard  she  ha$ !  [4side^ 

Aiin,  Seek  'em,  and  make  'em ! 

Lie  not  still,  nor  linger  here**; 

Here  inhabits  nought  but  fear. 

Be  constant,  good ;  in  faith  be  clear ; 

Fortune  will  wait  ye  every  where. 
Pedro.  Whither  should  we  go  ?  fpf  we  be- 
lieve thy  reverence, 
And  next  olJey. 

^ /in.  Go  to  Segovia; 
And  there  before  the  altaj*  pny  thy  vows, 
Thy  gifts,  and  prayVs ;  unload  thy  heaviness ; 
Tomorrow  shed  thy  tears,  and  gain  thy  suit: 
^uch  honest  noblesiiow'rsnc/er  wuntef)  fruit. 
Jul.  Stand  you  out  too?        ^Tv HoderigOt 
Rod.  I  §hall  be  han^'d,  qr  whippM  now  • 
^ese  know  and  these  have  powV. 
Jul.  See  how  he  shakes ! 

A  secure  conscience  never  quakes: 

Thou  hast  been  ill,  be  so  no  more; 

A  good  retreat  is  a  great  store. 

Thou  hast  commanded  men  of  xn'i^ht ; 

Command  thyself,and  then  thuuVr  right. 
Alin.  Command  thy  will,  thy  fouj  desires ; 

Putout  and  quench  thy  unhaiiow'd  fires; 

Command  tljy  mind,and  make  that  pnre; 

ThouVt  wise  then,  valijiiit,  and  secure : 

A  b)essjn^  tb^n  thou  m^^bt  beget. 
^ul.  A  curse  else,  thai  shaii  never  set, 

Will  light  upon  thee.    Say  thy  prayers ; 

Thou  hast  as  many  sins  as  hairs. 

I'hou  art  a  captam,  let  thy  men 

Be  honest,  have  good  thoughts.and  then 

Thou  mayst  connnand,  and  lead  in  chief; 

Yet  thou  art  bloody,  and  a  thief. 
Rod,  -What  shall  I  do?  I  ^o  confess. 
jiiin.  Retire, 

And  purge  thee  perfect  in  his  fire : 

His  life  observe;  live  in  his  school. 

And  then  thou  shalt  put  off  the  fool. 
Jul.  Pray  at  Segovia  too,  and  give 

Thy  o&Vin^s  up;  repent,  and  lire! 

[Musirk, 
Alin.  Away,  away !  enquire  no  more : 

Do  this,y^'rc  rich ;  else,  fools^  and  poor. 

What  rousick's  this?  [Atide. 

Jul.  Retire;  'tis  some iveat joy,  [wonder: 
In  honour  of  the  king's  great  day.    ^Fhey 
Xhib  comes  in  right  to  confirm  their  reverence. 
Away,  away !  let  them  admire;  it  makes 
I'or  our  advantage.  How  the  qaptain  shakes ! 

[Ej:eunt, 

Pedro.  This  was  the  musick. 

Rod.  Yes,  yes.     How  I  sweat! 


I  was  ne'er  so  deserted  I  Sure  these  woods  arc 
Only  inhabited  with  rare  dreams andwoiiderzi. 
I  would  not  be  a  knave  again,  a  villain 
Lord,  how  I  loath  it  now!  for  these  know  all. 
And  they  would  find  me  out.  [sir, 

Pedro,  TheyVe  excellent  women ; 
Deep  in  their  knowledge,  friend. 

Rod.  I  would  not  be  traitor. 
And  havp  these  of  my  jury  ^How  light  I  ani. 
And  how  my  heart  laughs  now  metbinka 

within  me ! 
Now  I  am  catechizM,  I  would  ever  dwell  here. 
For  here's  a  kind  of  court  of  reformation: 
Had  I  been  stubborn,  friend— 

Pedro.  They  would  have  found  it. 

Rod.  And  then  they  would  have  handled 
me  a  tiKvr  way  ^ 
The  devil's  donip  had  been  danc*d  then. 

Pedro.  Let's  away,.  [handsomely^ 

And  dq  their  f^reat  commands,  and  do  'em 
Contrite,  and  true;  for  I  believe,  Roderigo, 
And  constantly  believe,  we  shall  be  happy. 

R/td.  So  you  do  well;    fall  edge  or  flat 
o'  my  side> 
All  I  can  stagger  at  is  the  king's  anger; 
Which,  if  it  come,  I  am  prepared  to  meet  it. 

Pfdro..  The  king  has  mercy,  friend.,  as  well 
as  juhtice. 
And  when  you  fall 

Rod.  No  more;  I  hope  the  fairest s^. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enler  Master,  Seberto,  and  Curio, 

Curio.  WeVe  told  ye  what  he  is,    what 

^tirae  we've  sought  hira,  [too. 

His  nature,  and  his  na\ne ;  the  seeming  boy 

Ye  had  here,  how,  j^nd  what;  by  your  owa 

relation 
All  circumstdnccs  we  have  clear'd;  that  the 


duke  snit  him 


not)' 


We  told  ye  how  impossible  (he  knows  hiia 
That  he  is  mad  himsielf,  and  therefore  tit 
To  be  your  prisonvr,  we  dare  swear  n";ainstit. 
5f6.  Take  heed,  sir;  be  not  madder  than 

you'd  make  him ! 
Tho'  he  be  rash,  and  sudden  (which  is  all  his 

wildness). 
Take  heed  ye  wrong  bim  not ;   l^e  is  a  gei^* 

tleman,  [points; 

And  so  must  be  rcstor'd  and  clear'd  in  all 
The  l^ing  shall  be  a  judge  ebe. 

Curio.  ''J'was  s^nie  trick  [counterfeiter 
That  brought  him  hither;  the  boy  and  letter 
Which  shall  appear,  if  ye  dare  now  detain 

hiru.  [ye, 

Mu&t.  \  dare^i^ot,  sir,  nor  will  not;  I  believ^ 

And  will  restore  him  up :  Had  I  known  sooner 

\V  had  been  a  neig^hbour,  and  the  man  yoa 

spealc  him, 
(Tlio',  as  1  live,  he  carried  a  wild  seeming) 


s»  Nor  longer  here.]  The  variation  proposed  by  Sympson. 
*'  And  when  you  fall :  jVo  7nore. 
Rod.    /  /iope  theJ'aiTist.]  The  variation  in  the  text  recommended  by  Sympson* 


Adt  5.  Scene  6.] 


tllfc  PILGfelM. 


Sll 


My  service  and  myself  had  both  attended 
How  I  have  us'd  him,  let  him  speak,     fhim. 

Seb,  Let's  in,  and  visit  him ;  [ties ; 

Then  to  the  holy  temple,  there  pay  our  duf 
And  so  we'll  take  our  leaves. 

Mtat,  ru  wait  upon  ye,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL 
An  altar  prepared :  Solemn  nntttck. 
Enter  Governor,  Verdugo,  Courtiers,  La- 
dies, 4-c. 

Gf/v.  This  to  devotion  sacred  be ; 
This  to  the  king's  prosperity; 
This  to  the  qneen,aud  chastity.  fMusick. 

Verd,  These  oblations  first  we  bring 
To  purge  ourselves;  these  to  the  king; 
To  love  and  beauty  these:    Now  siijjji. 
_    ,.      „  [Musick. 

JLadtes.  Holy  altar,  dei»n  to  take 

These  tor  ourselves;  for  the  king's  sake, 
And  honour's,  these;  these  sacred  lie 
To  virtue,  love,  and  modesty. 
Our  wishes  to  eternity.         '    [Musick. 

Enter  Pedro  and  Roderigo. 
Pedro.  For  ourselves  first,  thus  we  bend  ; 

Forgive  us,  IJeav'n,  and  be  our  friend  f 
Rod.  And  happy  fortune  to  us  send,! 
Pedro.  To  the  king,  honour,  and  all  joy, 

Long,  and  happy  from  annoy. 
^Hi.  Prosperous  be  all  his  days. 

Every  new  hour  a  new  praise ! 
Pedro.  Every  minute  thus  be  seen, 
Both.  And  thousand  houours  crown  the 
q"«en.  [Musick. 

Enter  Alphoftso,  Cttria^  and  Seherto. 

Scb,  Come  to  the  altsir ;  let  us  do  our  duties. 

A I  ph.  I  have  almost  forgot  a  church. 

Curio.  Kneel  reverently. 

Afph.  For  my  lost  wits  (let  me  sec) 
First  I  pray ;  and  secon«ily, 
To  be  at  home  a^ain,  andfree ; 
And  if  I  travel  more,  hang  me  I 
For  the  king,  and  for  tlie  queen, 
I'hat  they  may  be  wise,  and  seen 
Never  in  the  madman's  inn  ! 
For  ray  daughter  I  would  pray ; 
But  she  has  made  a  holiday, 

And  needs  not  my  devotion  now : 
Let  her  take  her  own  course,  Hoavcn, 
Whether  it  be  oda,  or  even,     [Musick, 
And  if  that  please  not,  take  her  you  I 

Seb.  A  short  and  sweet  mediution**  I  What 
are  these  here? 

Enter  Alinda  and  Juletta,  like  shepherds. 

AUn.  Hail  to  this  sacred  place  ! 

Jul.  They  are  all  here,  aiadam ; 
No  violence  dare  touch  here;  be  secure ! 
My  bilbo-master  too?     How  got  he  loose 
again?  * 


} 


How  lamentably  he  looks !  he  has  had  disci- 
I  dare  not  let  him  know  my  pranks,    [plioe. 

Seb.  'Til  she  sure.      . 

Curio,  "fis  certainly. 

Pediy}.  TIa  I  do  I  dazzle  ? 

Rod.  Tis  the  fair  Alinda.  [in  ? 

Gov.  What  wonder  stand  these  strangers 

Rml.  Her  woman  hy  her ! 
The  same,  sir,  as  I  live. 

xiL^'^lF^''  \  '•^'^  *  danghter  [too, 

w  ith  such  a  face  once,  such  eyes,  and  nos« 
Ha,  let  roe  see !  'tis  wondrous  like  Alinda. 
Their  devotion  ended,  I'll  mark  'cm,  and 

nearer. 
And  she  had  a  filly  too  tliat  waited  on  her. 
Just  with  such  a  favour:  Do  they  keepgoati 

now  ? 

Aim.  Thus  we  kneel,  and  thus  we  pray 
A  happy  honour  to  this  day ! 
Thus  our  sacrifice  we  bring 
Ever  happi^  to  the  king. 

Jul.  These  of  purple,  damask,  green. 
Sacred  to  the  virtuous  queen. 
Here  we  hang. 

AUn.  As  these  are  now. 

Her  glories  ever  spring,  and  shew  ! 
These  forourselvcs,our  hopes,  and  loves, 
,Full  of  pinks,  and  lady-glovt-s,      [fain, 
Ot  heart's-easeM  too,  which  we  would 
As  we  labour  for,  attain  : 
Hear  me,  Ucav  u,  and  us  I  bend, 
Full  of  hope,  some  comfort  send  ! 

Jul.  Hear  her,  hear  her !  if  tlierc  be 
A  spotless  sweetness,  this  is  she. 

r>  J      -iLT  [Mustek, 

redro.  ^ow,  Rodcri(::o,  stand. 
RaiU.  He  I  hat  dividis  ye 
Divides  my  life  too. 

Giro.  Pedro!  noble  Pedro! 
DoWiotyou  know  your  friend? 
Pedro.  I  ki^ow,  and  honour  ytm. 
Gov.  Lsidy,  this  leave  I'll  crave,  ('pray 
be  not  angry)     ' 
I  will  not  long  dividcyou.  How  happv,  Pedro, 
Would  all  the  court  be  now,  miglit'they  be- 

hold  thee,  ^  ^ 

Might  they  but  see  you  thus,  and  thus  em- 
brace you ! 
The  king  will  he  a  joyful  man,  believe  it. 
Most  joyful,  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Pin  his  humble  servant. 

Nay,  good  sir,  speak  your  will;  I  see  you 
wonder;  ^ 

One  easy  word  from  you 

-'^//'/i.  I  daresay  nothing;  • 

My  tongue's  a  new  tongue,  sir,  and  know* 

his  tether:  [thing- 

Let  her  do  what  she  please,  I  dare  do  no-' 

1  have  been  damn'd  for  doing.     Will  the 

king  know  him, 
That  fellow  there?    will  he  resijeci  and  ho* 
oourhim? 


»  Meditation.-]  Probably  the  Author  wrote  mediation. 

«  Ucart  srtutc  J  i.  c.  P^nssf,  or  Yioia  tricolor.        Sympsoa. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  (i. 


He  has  l^een  look'd  upon,  they  say;  will  he 
own  him? 

Gov,  Yes,  certainly,  and  grace  him,  ever 

'  honour  hino,  [him. 

Restore  him  every  way ;  h'has  much  lamented 

Alph.  Is'tyour  wiil  too?    This  is  tlie  last 
time  of  asking. 

RikI.  I'm  sure,  none  else  shall  touch  her, 
none  else  enjoy  her, 
If  this,  and  this  hold. 

A/pk.  You  had  best  begin 
The  game  tlicn ;  I  bavt  no  title  in  her; 
^Pray  take  her,  and  dispatch  her,  and  co'm- 

meud  me  to  her, 
And  let  meect  me  home,  and  hope  I'm  sober : 
Kiss,  kiss ;  it  must.be  thus.  Stand  up,  Alinda; 
I  am  the  more  child,  and  more  need  of  bless- 
You  bad  a  waiting-woman,  oneJnlctta,  [iug. 
A  pretty  desperate  thing,  just  i$uch  another 
As  this* sweet  ladj? ;'  we  call'd  her  Nimble- 
I  pray  is  tbi»  tlie  party  ?  [chaps  : 

Jul.  No,  indeed,  sif, 
^he  is  at  home:  I  am  a  little  foot-boy. 
That  walk  o*  nights,  aud  fright  old  gentle- 
Make  'em  lose  hats  and  cloaks.  [men  ; 

Afph,  And  hofses  too? 

JuL  Sometimes  I  do,  sir;  teach  'em  the 
way  thro' ditches,  [noses 

And  bow  to  break  their  worships'  shirks  and 
Against  old  broken  stiles  and  s'Cumpd. 

Alph.  A  fine  art ! 
1  feel  it  in  my  bones  yet, 

Jul.  I'm  a  drum,  sir^  [sir! 

A  drum  at  midnight ;  m'n,  tinn,  t:{n.  tnn.  Dm, 
D'  you  take  me  tor  Juleica?  I'm  a  page,  sir. 
That  brought   a  letter  from   the  duke  of 
Medina       ^  [other 

To  have  one  signior  Alph'onso,  (just  such  an- 
As  your  old  worship)  worm'd  for  running 

mad,  sir: 
Ala^,  you  are  mistaken. 

Alph.  Thou'rt  the  devil, 
And  so  th'hast  us'd  me. 

Jul.  I  am  any  tiling ; 
An  old  w'oman,  that  tells  fortunes— 


Bod.  Ila! 

Jul.  And  frights  good  people, 
Aud  sends  them  to  Siegovia  for  tlieir  fortunes ; 
I  am  strange  airs  and  excellent  sweet  voices; 
I'm  any  thing,  to  do  her  good,  believe  me. 
She  now  recover'd,  and  her  wishes  crown'd. 
I  am  Juletta  avain ;  'Pray,  sir,  forgive  me ! 

Alph.  I  dare  not 
Do  otherwise,  for  fear  thou  shouldst  still 

follow  me : 
Trithfc  be  forgiven,  and  I  prithee  forgive 

me  too. 
And  if  any  of  you  will  marry  her- 
Jul.  No,  I  beseech  you,  sir;  my  mistress 
is  my  husband; 
With  her  I'll  dwell  still :  And  when  you  play 
Any  more  pranks,  you  know  where  to  have 
Pedro.  You  know  him,  sir  ?  [me. 

Gov.  Know  him,  and  much  lament  him ; 
The  kins:*8  ince^s'd  much,  much,  sir,  I  cau 
assure  you. 

Pedro.  Noble  Governor [appears,' 

Gov.  But  since  he  is  your  friend,  and  now 

In  honour  of  this  day,  and  love  to  you,  sir, 

ril  Cry  tlte  power  I  have;  to  die  pinch  I'll 

put  it.  [again. 

Here's  my  hand,  Roderfgo,  I'll  set  yon  lair 

Rod.  A  Ad  here's  mine,  to  be  true  and  full 

of  service. 
Gov.  Your  people  too  shall  hav^  tfaei^ 
general  pardons  ^^ 
We'll  have  all  pence  and  love. 
Jlod.  AW  shall  pray  for  you. 
U*m,  To  my  house  now,  and  suit  you  to 
your  worths ; 
Off  with  these  weeds,  and  appear  glorious: 
Then. to  th^  priest  that  shall  attend  us  here,* 
And  this  Ikj  stii'd  Ijove's  new  and  happy  year! 
Rod.  Tlie  king's  andquceu^s;  two  noble 
honours  meet'  [feetv- 

To  grace  this  day,  two  true  loves  at  their 
Alph.  Weil,  uell,  since  wedding  wilt  come 
after  wooing. 
Give  me  some  rosemary  s«,  and  let's  be  going. 

[ExeunL 


«  RftscmTy.']  See  note  »  6n  The  Elder  Brother. 


THE    CAtTAiN; 

A  COMEDY. 


the  Commendatory  Verses  by  Hills  and  Gardiner  ascribe  this  Way  to  Fletcher  alone ;  thost 
by  Maine,  to  him  and  Beaumont.  The  Prologue  speaks  of  but  one  author.  This  Com«*y 
was  first  printed  in  the  folio  of  1647.  We  do  not  kn«w  of  any  alteration  of  it,  or  that  k 
has  been  acted  for  many  years* 


PROLOGUE. 


1*0  please  you  with  this  play,  we  fear,  will  be 
(So  does  tHe  Author  too)  a  mystery 
Somewhat  above  our  art;  for  all  men's  eyes, 
£ars,  /aiths,  and  judgments,  are  not  of  one 
For,  to  say  truth,  and  not  to  flatter  ye,    [size. 
This  is  nor  Comedy,  nor  Tragedy, 
Kor  History,  nor  any  thing  tliat  may 
(Yet  in  a  week)  be  made  a  perfect  play: 
Yet  those  that  loire  to  laugh,  and  those  that 
think  [drink, 

Twelve-pence  goes  further  this  way  than  in 


Or  damsds,  if  they  mark  the  matter  liiro*. 
May  stumble  on  a  foolish  toy,  or  two. 
Will  make  'em  shew  their  teeth.    Tray,  for 

my  sake, 
(That  likely  am  your  first  man)  do  not  take 
A  distaste  before  vou  feel  it;  for  ye  may 
When  this  is  luss'd  to  ashes,  have  a  play, 
And  here,  to  out4iis8  this :  Be  paiient  tlielL 
My  honour  done,  you're  welcome,  gentle^ 

men! 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Julio,  a  noble  GentUman,  in  love  with  Lelia. 
Anoelo,  Friend  to  Julio, 

Yl^^'''''^\two  cowardly  GulU. 

Fredertck,  Brother  to  Frank. 
JaCOMo,  an  angry  Captain,  a  Woman-hater, 
FabRITJO,  a  merry  Soldier ^  Friend  to  Jaeomo. 
Father  to  Lelia,  an  old  poor  Gentleman* 
Host. 

VlXTNER* 


Drawsrs. 

Servants. 

FranIC,  pastumately  in  hte  with  Jaeomo. 
Clora,  Suter  to  i'ahritiOy  a  witty  Compe,^ 

nion  to  Frank. 
Lelia,  a  cunning  wanton  Widom. 
Waiting-woman. 

Maid-tervantSt 


SCENE,  Venice. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I, 
^ntr.r  Lodovico  and  Piso. 

todovico.  npHE  truth  i^,  Piso,  so  she  be  a 

•*■    woman, 
And  rich  and  wholesome,  let  her  be  of  what 
Condition  and  complexion  it  please. 
She  shall  please  me,  I'm  sure :  Those  men 

are  fools 
That  mnke  their  eyes  their  choosers,  not 
their  needs* 
Vol.  II.  9  S 


Fiso.  Methlnks,  1  would  have  her  honest 
too,  and  handsome.  [they  arc 

JLod.  Yes,  if  I  could  have  both ;  but  siuce 
Wishes  so  near  impossibilities. 
Let  me  have  that  that  may  be. 

Piw.  If  it  were  so, 
I  hope  your  conscience  would  not  be  so  nitfc 
To  start  ut  such  a  blessing. 

Lod.  No,  believe  ine, 
1  do  not  think  1  simuld. 

Fiso.  But  thou  wouldst  bt^ 


su 


tHE  CAPtAlN. 


[Act  i.  Sceritf  i. 


I  do  not  doubt,  upon  the  Ie«st  suspicion^ 
Onmercifuliy  jealous.- 

Lod,  No,  I  should  it6t; 
For  I  believe  tliose  mad  tliat  seek  vexatic/hs  i 
A  wife,  tbo*  she  he  honest,  it  a  trouble^ 
Had  I  a  wife  as  fair  as  Helen  was, 
That  drew  so  many  cuckolds  to  her  cause^ 
These  eyes  should  see  another  in  my  saddle 
Ere  1  believe  my  beast  would  carry  double. 
Fito.  So  should  not  I»  by  V  Lady  I  and  I 
think 
My  patience  (by  your  leate)  as  good  as  yOars. 
Report  would  stir  me  mainly,  t  am  sure  on't. 
Lod*  Report?  you  are  unwise;  report  is 
uothhiK ; 
For  if  there  were  a  truth  in  what  men  talk, 
(I  mean  of  this  kind)  this  part  of  the  world 
I'm  sure  would  be  no  more  call'd  Christt^n- 
FUo.  What  then?  [dom. 

Lod  Why,Cucko]dom;  for  we  should  lose 
Our  old  faiths  dean,  and  hold  their  new 
opinions  >  [marry 

If  talk  eouldmakeme  sweat,  before  1  would 
I'd  tie  a  surer  knot,  and  hang  myself. 
I  tell  thee,  there  was  never  woman  yet, 
(Nor  never  hope  there  shall  be)  tho^  a  saint, 
But  she  has  been  a  subject  to  men's  tongues. 
And  in  the  wors^  sense:  And  that  desperate 
busbandy  [rumours  *, 

That  dares  give  up  bis  peace,  aiMl  follow 
(Which  be  shall  (ind  too  busy,  if  he  seek  'em) 
Beside  the  forcing  of  himself  an  ass, 
lie  dies  iu  chains,  eating  himself  with  anger. 
Piao.  Having  these  antidotes  against  opi- 
nion, 
I  would  marry  any  one ;  an  arrant  whore. 
Lod.  Thou  dust  not  feel  the  nature  of  tills 
physic; 
Which  I  prescribe  not  to  beget  diseases, 
But,  where  they  are,  to  stop  tlicm. 

Ptto.  I  conceive  you :  [Lelia? 

What  think'st  thou,  thy  way,  of  the  widow 
Lod,  'Faith,  thou  hast  fouud  out  one,  1 
must  Confess,  [woman, 

Would  stagger  my  best  patience :  From  that 
As  I  would  bless  myself  from  plagues  and 
surfeits,  [quicksands, 

From  men  of  war  at  sea,  from  storms  and 
From  hearing  treason  and  concealing  it, 
From  during  of  a  madman,  or  a  druukard. 
From  heresy,  ill  wine,  and  btumblins;  pubt- 
horse, '  1  nio:ht. 

So  would  r  pray  each  morning^  and  each 
(And  if  I  said  each  hour,  i  should  uot  lie) 
To  be  deliver'd  of  all  these  in  one, 
The  woman  thou  hast  named. 

P»io.  Thou  hast  set  licr  in  a  pretty  Liuiny. 

Enter  JuliOf  Angeh,  and  Father, 
Ang.  ^Pray  take  my  counsel. 
JuL  When  I  am  myself, 
ril  hear  you  any  way ;  love  me  tho^  thus. 


As  thou  art  honest,  which  I  dare  not  be, 
Lest  t  despise  myself.     Farewell!       [Exiti 
Fuo.  Do  ycm  AeaY,  njy  fnend  f  Sir !  are 
you  not  a  setter 
Fcrt-  the  fair  widow  here,  of  famous  memory  i 
Father.  Ha !  am  I  taken  for  a  bawd  ?  Oh^ 
God! 
To  mine  own  child  too  ?  Misery,  I  thank  tliee. 
That  kecp'st  me  froin  their  knowledge. — Sitf 

believe  me, 
I  understand  you  not 

Lod.  You  love  plain-dealing : 
Are  you  not  parcel  bawd?   Confess  your 

function ; 
It  may  be,  we  would  use  it* 
Father.  Were  she  worse, 
(As  I  fear  strnnc^ely  she  is  ill  enough) 
I  would  not  hear  this  tamely. 

Piho.  H(  re's  a  ^hilling, 
To  strike  goud  luck  withal. 

Father.  Here's  a  sword,  sir,  [basely^ 

To  strike  a  knave  withal:  Thou  licst,  and 
fie  what  thou  wilt! 
Ang.  Why,  how  no^,  gentlemen? 
Father .  You  are  many :  1  shall  meet  you 
sir,  again, 
And  make  you  understand,  you've  wrong'd 
a  woman  [ner. 

Conipar'd  with  whom  thy  mother  was  a  sin- 
Farewell  I  [EjU. 
FUo.  He  Ims  amaz*d  me. 
Aug.  With  a  blow  ? 
ByV  i^y,  'twas  a  sound  one  !  Are  ye  gooil 
At  taking  knocks  ?  I  shall  know  ye  hereafter. 
You  were  to  bhime  to  tempt  a  man  so  far, 
Befi>re  you  kuew  him  certain.     H'  has  iiof 
hurt  ye? 
Pirn).  No,  1  think. 

Lod,  We  were  to  blame  indeed  to  go  so  far  J 
For  mcu  may  be  mistaken :  If  ii'  hud  bwin^M 
us,  [think, 

H'  had  scrv'd  us  right.  Beshrew  my  heart,  ( 
We've  done  the  gentlewoman  as  much  wron^j 
For  hang  me  if  I  know  her,  [too  ; 

In  my  particular^ 
'  Piso.  Nor  I.     This  *tis  to  crc<lit 
Men*s  idle  tongues :  I  warrant  they  have  said 
As  much  by  our  two  mothers. 

Lod.  Like  enou^lu  [more 

Ang,  I  sec  a  besting  now  j^nd  then  doe« 
Move  und  stir  up  a  man'h  contrition 
Than  a  sharp  sermon ;  here  probutum  est. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Servant, 
Sero.  What  shall  I  tell  your  sister? 
Fred.  Tell  her  this; 
'Till  she  be  better  conversation'd,  [nin^ 

And  lea**e  her  walking  by  hi-rself,  and  wlii- 
To  her  old  melancholy  lute,  I'll  keep 
As  far  from  her  as  th^  gallo%i-s. 

[EjU  Servanit 
Ang,  Who's  tluit?  Frederick? 


«  FoUow  humours.]  The  variation  in  the  text  was  made  in  1750.  The  whole  comersatioil 
)•  on  the  subject  of  teport^  for  which  rumour  is  synonvnu)us,  and  coosetjucutly  geuuitie. 


Act  1.  Scene  «.] 


THE  CAPTAIN. 


Sl» 


Fred,  Yes,  marry  is'L    Oh,  Angelo,  how 
dost  thou  ? 

Affg,  Save  joii,  sir !  How  does  my  mistress  ? 

Pm/.  She  is  in  lo?e,  1  think ;  but  not  with 
you, 
I  c»o  assure  you.    Saw  you  Fabritio? 

Ang.  Is  he  romc  orer? 

Fred.  Yes,  a  week  ago : 
Shall  wc  dine  ? 
-     Ang.  I  ranitot, 

Fred.  *fViihei»  do, 

A^g',  Believe  me,  I  have  business, 

Fred.  Have  you  too,  gentlemen  ? 
.  Piso.  No,  sir. 

Fr€d,  VVhy  then,  let's  dine  together. 

lAtd   With  all  my  heart. 

Fred.  Go  then.    Farewell,  good  Angclo. 
Commend  mc  to  your  iViend. 

Ang.  I  will.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Frank  and  Clora. 

Cli^n.  Do  not  dissemble,  Frank;   mine 

eye*»  are  quicker  { faith 

Than  such  observers,  that  do  ground  tbeir 

Upon   one  smile  or  tear:    You  arc  much 

alter'd, 
And  are  as  empty  of  those  excellencies 
That  Hcre  companions  to  you,  (1  mean  mirth. 
And  free  disposure  of  your  blood  and  spirit) 
As  you  were  born  a  mourner. 

Frank,  How,  I  prithee  ? 
For  I  pcr<^jive  no  such  chanf^e  in  myself, 

Cioru.  Come,  come,  this  is  not  wi^e,  nor 
provident. 
To  halt  before  a  cripple.     If  you  love, 
SW  liberal  to  your  friend,  and  let  her  know  it: 
I  sec  the  wtiy  you  run,  and  know  how  tedious 
'Twill  prove  without  a  trqe  coyipanion. 

Fiank.  8ure  thou  wuuldst  have  mc  love. 


Clora.  Yes,  marry  wonid  I  ; 
I  should  not  please  you  else. 

Frank.  And  whoj  for  God's  sake  ? 
For  I  assure  inyself,  I  know  not  yet! 
And  'prithee,  Clura,  since  thou'lt  have  it  so 
That  I  must  love,  and  do  I  know  not  what. 
Let  him  be  held  a  nretty  handsome  fellow, 
And  young;  and  it  he  be  a  little  valiant, 
Twill  be  the  better;  and  a  little  wise, 
And,  'faith,  a  little  honest.  [v^ft, 

Cfttra,  Well,  I'll  sound  you  yet,  for  all  your 
Frank.  Heigh-ho!  I'lf love  no  more. 
Clora.  Than  one;  and  him 
You  shall  love,  Frank. 

Frank.  Which  him?  Thou  art  so  wise^ 
People  will  take  thee  shortly  for  a  witch. 
But,  'prithee  tell  me,  Clora,  if  I  were 
So  mad  as  thou  wouldstmake  me,  what  kind 

of  man 
Would  St  thou  imagine  him? 

Cittra.  'Faith,  some  pretty  Cellow, 
With  a  clean  strength,  that  cracks  a  cudgel 
well,  {holes. 

And  dances  at  a  wake,  and  plays  at  nine- 
Fran*.  Oh,  God !  [him  ! 
What  pretty  commendations  thou  hast  giv'a 
'Faith,  if  I  were  in  love  (as,  I  ihalik  God, 
I  do  not  think  I  am)  this  short  epistle 
fiefore  my  love,  would  make  me  burn  thf 
legCiid.                                  [gentleman.' 
Clora.  You  are   too  wild :  I  mean,  some 
Frank.  So  do  not  I,   till  i  can  know  'em 
wiser.                                            [tleman 
Some  gentleman  i  No,  Clora,  till  some  gen- 
Kcep  some  land,  and  fewer  whores,  believe 
i  '11  keep  no  luve  for  him :  I  do  not  long    [me. 
To  go  a-fuot  yet,  and  solicit  causes,    [turcr? 
Clffra.  What  thmk  you  then  of  an  adven* 
I  mean  som«  wealthy  merchant. 

Frank.  Let  him  v«»nture  [not 

In  some  decay 'd  crare  of  his  own'  :  He  sliall 


«  In  some  decoyed  rrare  of  his  orrn.]  Thus  rightly  reads  the  copy  of  1647.  The  editor  of 
167ii  ha!)  coiTuptedtiie  pasbage,  though  at  tiie  same  time  I  own  he  has  well  explained  itj 
for  thu§  he  r€f\ds : 

*  In  some  decayed  crare  or  rarrack  :* 
Crnre  here  ^igpifies  just  what  carrack  does,  being  the  name  of  a  trading  yesscl  then,  though 
1  believe  at  this  time  it  is  entirely  dirjuscd. 

Mr.  Warburton  I  hope  will  pardu^i  nie«  if  after  him  I  endeavoin-  to  correct  a  passage  it\ 
Cyinbeline  from  this  line  in  our  Author^,  act  iv.  scene  U, 
Bel.  *■  Ohj  melauclioly ! 

'  Who  ever  yet  could find 

*  The  ooze  to  sl\ev  what  coast  thy  sluggisih  ettr^^ 

*  Might  easiest  Itarbour  in.' 

Tliis  reading  our  great  critic  jujK-iousty  rejects,  and  gives  the  passage  thusi 

• thy  siutegish  carrack^' 

which  certainly  continues  and  completes  (he  metaphor:  but  ^e  may  yet  come  much  hearer 
tlie  traces  of  liie  letter^,  by  reading  thus : 

< what  roast  thy  sluggish  Ctfre 

*  Might  easiest  hf^bour  in.'  Sympton, 

Ml*.  Sympson  'm  wrong  in  his  assertion  about  the  lection  of  tlie  second  folio,  for  t1*at 
cj^liibits  *  Some  decayetl  w^tre,  o/  arrack,'  &c. 

Common  sense  and  the  i;rst  follp  both  authorize  rrare. — Mr.  Steevens  adopts  Sympson*! 
variation  in  Cymbeline ;  and  adds,  <  A  rrore,  says  tlie  author  of  The  Revisal,  is  a  small 
'  trading  vessel,  called  in  tlic  Latin  of  the  middle  ages  crayera' 

JK  S  S< 


9ia: 


THE  CATTAm. 


[Actl.Seeaef. 


Rig  me  out,  that's  the  short  on't.  Out  upon*t ! 
What  young  thing  of  my  years  would  eudure 
To  have  her  husband  in  another  country, 
Within  a  month  after  she  is  married, 
Chopping  for  rotten  raisins,  and  lie  pining 
At  home,  under  the  mercy  of  his  foreman  ? 

No; 
Tho'  tliey  be  wealthy,  and  indifferent  wise, 
I  do  not  see  that  I  am  bound  to  love  'em. 

Clqra,  I  see  you  are  hard  to  please ;  yet  I 
will  please  you.  [sider'd 

Frank.  'Faith,  not  so  hard  neither,  if  con- 
What  woman  may  deserve  as  she  is  wortliy. 
fiut  why  do  we  bestow  our  time  so  idly  ? 
'Prithee,  let's  entertain  some  other  talk ; 
This  is  as  sickly  to  me  as  faint  weather. 

Clora.  Now  I  believe  I  shall  content  you, 
What  think  you  of  a  courtier?  [Frank: 

Frank.  'Faith,  so  ill, 
That,  if  I  should  be  full,  and  speak  but  truth, 
'Twould  shew  as  if  I  wanted  charity,  [em  ! 
'Prithee,  good  wench,  let  me  not  rail  upon 
Yet  I  have  an  excellent  stomach,  and  must  do 
I  have  no  mercy  of  tliese  infidels,  [it : 

Since  I  am  put  in  mind  on't;  good,  bear  with 
me.  [him  out. 

Clora,  Can  no  man  fit  you?  I  will  find 

Frank,  This  summer-frujt,  that  you  call 
Courtier, 
While  you  continue  cold  and  frosty  to  him. 
Hangs  fast,  and  may  be  sound';  but  when 

.  you  fling 
Too  full  a  heat  of  your  affections 
Upon  his  root,  and  make  him  ripe  too  soon, 
You'll  find  him  rotten  in  the  handling : 
His  oaths  and  affections  are  all  one 
With  his  apparel,  things  to  set  him  off"; 
He  has  as  many  mistresses  as  faiths, 
And  all  Apocrypha  <;  his  true  belief 
Is  only  in  a  private  surgeon  : 
And,  for  my  single  self,  I'd  sooner  venture 
A  new  conversion  of  the  Indies  *, 
Than  to  make  courtiers  able  men,  or  honest. 

Clora.  I  do  believe  you  love  no  courtier; 
And,  by  my  troth,  to  guess  you  into  love 
With  any  I  can  think  of,  is  beyond 
ilither  your  will,  or  my  imagination : 
And  yet  Tm  sure  you  re  caught,  and  I  will 

know  him. 
There's  none  left  now  worthy  the  thinking  of, 
ynlcss  it  be  a  soldier;  and,  I'm  sure, 
I  would  ever  bless  myself  from  such  a  fellow. 

Frank.  Why, 'prithee? 
-  Clora.  Out  upon  'em,  firelocks !    [scarlet. 
They're  nothing  in  the  world  but  bufif  and 
Tough  unhewn  pieces,  to  hack  swords  upon ; 
I  had  as  lieve  be  courted  by  a  cannon. 
As  one  of  those. 


Fra^,  Thou  ^urt  too  malicious ; 
Upon  my  faith,  methinks  they're  worthy  men. 

Clora,  Say  you  $o?  Ill  pull  you  on  a  little 
further. —  [fession 

What  worth  can  be  in  those  men,  whose  pro- 
Is  nothing  in  the  world  but  drink  and  damn 

mef 
Out  of  whose  violence  they  are  possess'd 
With  legions  of  unwholesome  whores  and- 

quarrels? 
I  am  of  that  opinion,  and  will  die  in*r, 
There  is  no  understanding,  nor  can  be. 
In  a  sous'd  soldier. 

Frank,  Now,  'tis  ignorance, 
I  easily  perceive,  that  thus  provokes  thee. 
And  not  the  love  of  truth.     I'll  lay  my  life. 
If  God  had  made  thee  man,  th'  hadst'been  i^ 
coward. 

Clora,  If  to  be  valiant,  be  to  be  a  soldier, 
I'll  tell  you  true,  I  had  rather  be  a  coward; 
I  am  sure  with  less  sin. 

Frank.  This  heresy 
Must  be  look'd-to  in  time;  for  if  it  spread, 
1  will  grow  too  pestilent.  Were  1  a  scholar, 
I  would  so  hamper  thee  for  thy  opinion. 
That,  ere  I  left,  I  would  write  thee  out  of 
credit  [lievM 

With  all  the  world,  and  make  thee  not  be^ 
£v*u  in  indifferent  thiugs;  that  I  would  leave 

thee 
A  reprobate,  out  of  the  state  of  honour. 
By  all  good  things,  thou  hast  flung  aspersions 
So  like  a  fool  (for  I  am  angry  with  thee) 
Upon  a  sort  of  men,  that,  let  me  tell  thee, 
Thy  mother's  mother  would  have  been  a  saini 
Had  she  conceived  a  soldier!  They  art  people 
(I  may  conjuiend  'era,  w  hile  I  speak  but  truth) 
Of  all  the  old  world,  only  left  to  keep 
Man  as  he  was,  valiant  and  virtuous. 
They  are  the  model  of  those  men,  whose  ho*  ' 

noiirs 
We  heave  our  hands  at  when  we  hear  recited. 

Clora,  They  arc, 
And  I  have  all  I  sought  for:  Tis  a  soldier 
You  love  (hide  it  no  longer);  youVe  betray'd 
yourself!  [tions^ 

Come,  I  have  found  your  way  of  commcnda* 
And  what  I  said  was  but  to  pull  it  from  you. 

Frank.  'Twas  pretty  !  Are  you  grown  soi 
cunning,  Clora? 
I  grant  I  love  a  soldier;  but  what  soldier 
Will  be  a  new  task  to  you.   But  all  this, 
I  do  imagine,  was  but  laid  to  draw  me 
Out  of  my  melancholy. 

Clora,  I  wtii  have  the  man. 
Ere  I  forsake  you. 

Frank.  I  must  to  my  chamber. 

C/of a.  May  not  I  go  along? 


»  Hangs fatt,  and  may  be  found.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

4  All  Apocrypha.]  Mr.  Sympsou  (and  he  acknowledges  the  rariation!)  reads,  apoeiyphol. 
jput  apocrypha  conveys  the  same  sense  as  the  adjective,  and  is  rather  a  more  elegaut  readings 
*— -^ —  Pc/ sooner  venture 


^^ot 


A  new  couversion  of  the  Indies.]  Mr.  Svmpson,  thinking  that '  to  venture  a  conveifmi ' 
ot  a  clear  expression,  proposes  reading  Indians  for  Indies.    The  text  certainly  is  bcbt. 


Act  1.  Scene  II.] 


THE  CAPTAra. 


$n 


I^ank,  Yes ;  but,  f^ood  wench, 
Mo^e  me  no  more  with  these  fond  questions; 
They  work  like  rhubarb  with  me. 

C/ora.  WeU,  I  wiU  not.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Lelia  and  her  Waiting-Woman, 

Lelia,  How  now  ?  who  was  that  you  stayed 

to  speak  withal  ? 
Woman,  The  old  man,  forsooth. 
Lelia.  Wimt  old  man? 
Woman.  The  poor  old  man,  [father. 

That  ubes  to  come  hither;  he  tliat  you  call 
Lelia,  Have  you  dispatched  him  ? 
Woman.  No ;  he  would  fain  speak  with  you. 
Lelia.  Wilt  thou  ne'er  learn  more  manners, 
than  to  draw  in 
Such  needy  rascals  to  disquiet  me  ? 
Go,  answer  him,  I  will  not  be  ^t  leisure. 
Wimtan,  He  will  needs  speak  with  you; 
and,  good  old  man ! 
He  weeps  so,  that,  by  my  troth,  I  have  not 
The  Iteart  to  deny  him.   Tray  let  hiuj  speak 
Lelia.  Lord!  [with you. 

How  tender-stomach'd  you  ^re  grown  of  kite ! 
You  are  not  in  love  with  him,  are  you  ?    If 
you  be,  [pounds 

Strike  up  the  match ;  you  shall  have  three 
And  a  pair  of  blankets  1  Will  you  go  answer 
hmi  ? 
Womari.  Tray  let  him  speak  with  you;  he'll 

not  away  else. 
Lelia.  Wfll,  let  him  in  then,  if  there  he 
po  remedy: 
J  thank  God,  I  am  able  to  abuse  him  ; 

[Exit  Woman. 
I  shxill  ne'er  come  clear  else  of  him. 

Re-enter  Womayt,  with  Father. 
Now,  sir ;  what  is  your  business?    'Pray  be 

short; 
Fori  have  other  nmtters,  of  more  moment, 
To  call  me  from  you.  [daughter, 

Tiither,  If  you  but  look  upon  me  like  a 
And  keep  that  love  about  yon  that  makes 

good  •  [ness, 

A  fa^er*8  hepe,  you'll  quickly  find  my  busi- 
And  what  I  would  say  to  you,  and,  before 
I  ask,  will  be  a  giver ;  Say  timt  sleep,  [^ou, 
(I  mean  that  love)  or  be  but  numb'd  witliin 
The  nature  of  my  want  is  such  a  searcher, 
And  of  so  mighty  power,  that,  where  he  iiiids 
This  dead  forgetfulncss,  it  works  so  strongly, 
That  if  the  least  heat  of  a  child's  affection 
]^niain  unperish'd,  like  anotiier  nature,. 
It  makes  all  new  again !  'Pray  do  not  scorn  me. 
Nor  seem  to  make  yourself  a  greater  business 
I'han  my  relieving. 


Lelia.  If  you  were  not  old, 
I  should  laugh  at  you !  What  a  vengeance 

ails  you, 
To  be  so  childish  to  imagine  me 
A  founder  of  old  fellows^  ?<— Make  him  drink, 

wench ; 
And  if  there  be  any  cold  meat  in  the  buttery, 
Give  him  some  broken  bread,  and  that,  and 
rid  him.  [pense 

Father.  Is  this  a  child's  love  ?  or  a  reCom- 
Fit  for  a  father's  care  ?  Oh,  Lelia, 
Had  I  been  thus  unkind,tiiou  Imdst  not  been ; 
Or,  like  me,  miserable  1  But  'tis  unpossiblo 
Nature  should  die  so  utterly  within  thee, 
And  lose  her  promises :     Thou  art  one  of 

those 
She  set  her  stamp  more  excellently  on, 
Than  cummon  people,  as  foretelling  thee 
A  general  example  of  her  goodness. 
Or,  say  she  could  lie,  yet  Religion 
(For  love  to  parents  is  religious)  [me; 

Would  lead  thee  right  again :  Look  well  upon 
I  am  the  root  that  gave  thee  nourishment, 
And  made  thee  spring  fair;  do  not  let  mepe-^ 
Now  I  am  old  and  sapless.  [ri^'^ 

Lelia.  As  I  live, 
I  like  you  far  worse  now  yon  grow  thus  holy ! 
I  grant  you  are  my  father ;  am  I  therefore 
Bound  to  consume  myself,  and  be  a  beggar 
Still  in  relieving  you?  I  do  not  feel 
Any  such  mad  compassion  yet  within  me. 

Father.  I  gave  up  all  my  state,  to  make 
yours  thus !  - 

Lelia.  Twas  as  you  ought  to  do;  and  now 
you  cry  for't. 
As  children  do  for  babies,  back  attain. 

Father.  How  wouldst  thou  have  me  live.^ 

Lelia   I  would  not  have  you ; 
Nor  know  nd  reason  fathers  should  desire 
To  live,  and  be  a  trouble,  when  their  chil- 
Are  able  to  inherit ;  let  them  die ;       [dren  7 
'Tis  fit,  and  look'd  for,  that  they  should  do  so. 

Fuiher.  Is  this  your  comfort? 

Lelia.  All  that  1  feel  yet. 

Father.  I  will  not  corse  thee ! 

Lelia,  If  you  do,  I  care  not. 

Father,  'Pray  you  give  me  leave  to  weep. 

Le/ia.  Why,  'pray  take  leave, 
If  it  he  for  your  ease. 

Father.  Tiiy  mother  died- 
(Sweet  peace  be  with  her!)  in  a  happy  time. 

Lelia,  She  did,  sir,  as  she  ought  to  do ; 
'would  you  [vou 

Would  take  the  pains  to  follow  !  Whatsltould 
Or  any  old  man  do,  wearing  away 
in  this  world  with  diseases,  and  desire 
Only  to  live  to  make  their  children  scourge- 
spcks,  •  [  marble 

And   hoard  up  mill-money  ?    Methniks,    a 


^  A  founder  of  old fellomsf]  Mr,  Sympson  proposes  readingybnrf/cr  for  /ownrfer;  but  the 
latter  word  is  certainly  right,  and  very  good  sense,  alluding  to  charitable  foundations,  be^ 
pote  •'on  Wit  without  Money. 

'  When  children.'}  1  liave  inserted  their  for  the  sake  both  of  the  mensure  and  tlie  sense. 
Sj/mpsun,  . 


ikia 


THE  CAFfAlN- 


[Act  1.  Scene  0. 


Lies  quit'ter  upon  nn  old  man's  bead 
Than  a  cold  fit  o'  tli'  palsy. 

Father.  Oh,  good  God !  [man, 

To  what  an  impudence,  thou  wrefched  wo- 
|last  thou  begot  thyself  again !  Well,  Juitice 
Will  punish  dfaobcdience. 

Lelk,  You  mistake,  lir;  [work, 

Twill  punish  beggars.  Fy  for  shame !  go 
Or  serve ;  you're  grave  enough  to  be  a  porter 
in  soine  f^ood  man  oi'  worUiip^s  house,  and 
Sententious  answers  to  the  comers-in ;  [give 
(A  prettT  place  ?)or  bcof  some  good  concert, 
Ypu  had[  a  plensun^otrch  o*  th*  cittern  once, 
If  idleness  have  notbcreft  you  of  it : 
Be  any  thing  but  old  and  beggarly. 
Two  sins  that  ever  do  out-grow  compassion. 
Jf  I  might  see  you  offer  at  a  course  [pro6t, 
i'hnt  were  a  likely  one,  and  shewM  some 
J  would  not  stick  for  ten  groats,  or  a  noble. 

Father,  Did  I  beget  this  woman  ? 

JjClia,  Nay,  I  know  not ; 
And,  till  I  know,  I  will  not  thank  you  forH: 
However,  he  that  got  me  had  the  pleasure. 
And  that,  methinks,  is  a  reward  sufficient. 

Father.  I  am  so  strangely  strucken  with 
amazement, 
I  know  nut  where  J  am,  nor  what  I  am. 

Lelia,  You'd  best  take  fresh   air  some- 
where else ;  'twill  bring  you 
Out  of  your  trance  the  sooner. 

Father.  Is  all  this 
As  you  mean,  Lelia  ? 

JLelia.  Yes,  believe  me,  is  it; 
For  yet  I  cannot  think  you  are  so  foolish, 
As  to  imagine  you  are  young  enough 
To  be  my  heir,  or  I  so  old  to  make 
A  nurse  at  these  years  for  you,  and  attend 
While  you  sup  up  my  state  in  penny  pots 
Of  malmsey.  When  I'm  excellent  nt caudles, 
And  cull  ices,  and  have  enough  spare  gold 
To  boil  away,  you  shall  he  welcome  to  me; 
Till  when,  I'd  have  yon  be  ns  merry,  sir, 
As  you  can  make  vourselfwith  that  you  have. 
And  leave  to  trouble  me  with  tliese  relations. 
Of  what  vou  have  been  to  me,  or  you  are ; 
For  as  I  hear  them,  so  i  lose  them.    This, 
For  aught  I  know  yet,  is  my  resolution. 

Father,  Well,   God  be  with  thee !  for  I 
fear  thy  end 
Will  be  a  strange  example.  [•^•'''• 

Leiia.  Fare  you  well,  sir ! 
Now  would  bomc  poor  tender-hearted  fool 
have  wept,  [children 

Relented,    and  have  been  undone:    Such 
(I  thank  my  underKtnnding)  1  Imte  truly ; 
For,  by  my  troth,  I  had  i'i|her  see  their  tears 
Than  feel  their  pities  !  My  desires  and  ends 
Are  all  the  kindred  that  I  have,  and  friends. 

Enter  Women, 
Is  he  departed? 

Woman,  Yes;  bu^  here's  another. 
Lelia.  Not  of  his  tribe,  I  hope :  Bring  me 
no  more,  [scent 

I  would  wi&h  you,  9ach  as  he  is.     If  thou 


Tliey  look  like  roco  of  worth,  and  state,  and 

carry 
Ballast  of  both  sides,  like  tall  gentlemen. 
Admit  'em  ;  but  no  snakes  to  poistm  ns 
With  poverty.    W^ench,  you  must  learn  a 

wise  rule ;  [ing, 

Look  not  upon  the  youths  of  men,  and  mak-r 
Ilow  they  descend  in  blood,  uof  let  their 

tongues,  [music) 

(Tho'  they    strike  suddenly^    and   sweet  as 
Corrupt  thy  fancy :  Sec,  and  say  them  fair  too, 
But  ever  keep  thyself  without  their  distnncej 
Unless  the  love  thou  swaUow*st  be  a  pill 
Gilded,  to  hide  the  bitterness  it  brings; 
Then  fail  on  without  fear,  wench;  yet. so 

wisely  [mise 

That  one  encounter  cloy  him  not ;  nor  ppov 
Ilis  love  hath  made  thee  TOore  hi?,  than  hia 

monies ;  [ever 

Learn  this,  and  thn've  ;  tlion  let  thine  honour 
(For  that's  the  last  rule)  be  so  stood  upon, 
lluit  men  may  fairly  see  [fall ; 

']*is  want  of  means,  not  virtue,  makes  thee 
And  if  you  weep,  'twill  be  a  great  deal  better, 
And  draw  on  more  compassion,  which  ior 

eludes 
A  greater  tenderness  of  love  and  bounty : 
This  is  enough  at  once ;  digest  it  welL 
Go,  let  him  in,  wench,  if  he  promise  profit. 
Not  else. — Oh,   you  are  welcome,  my  fair 

ser\'ant ! 

Enter  Julio^ 
Upon  my  troth,  I  have  been  longing  for  you. 

Woman,  This,  by  her  rule,  should  be  a  li^ 
beiHi  man  : 
I  see,  tlie  best  on's  may  learn  ev'ry  day.  [£xiV, 

Lelia.  There's  none  come  with  you? 

Julio.  No. 

JMia   You  do  the  wiser;  [man), 

For  some  that  have  been  liere  (I  name  no 
Out  of  their  msUice,  ix^ore  than  truth,  luive 

done  ipe 
Some  few  i^l  office^. 

Juli(K  How,  sweet? 

Leiia.  Nay,  nothing; 
Only  have  talked  a  little  wildly  of  me. 
As  their  vmruly  youth  directed  *em;  [wish'd 
Which,  tho*  tliey  bite  me  not,  I  would  have 
Had  lit  upon  some  other  that  desen'*d  'em. 

Julio.  Tho*  she  deserve  t^iis  of  the  Iposest 

tongue, 

(Which  makes  my  sin  the  more)  I  must  not 

jsee  it;  f  him  f 

Such  is  my  misery  [fl$iV«].— I  would  I  knew 

Lelia.  No,  no;  let  hini  go;  [y»»u 

He  is  not  worth  your  anger. — I  must  cliide 
For  Icing  such  a  stranger  to  your  mistress; 
Wily  would  you  be  so,  servant? 

Julio,  I  should  chide. 
If  chiding  would  work  any  thing  upon  you, 
For  being  such  sp^  stranger  to  your  servant; 
I  mean,  to  his  desires :  When,  my  dear  uu^. 
Shall  I  be  made  a  happy  nnan?  [y^^K 

Lelia.  ¥y,  servaut: 


Act  1.  Scene  9.] 


THE  CAPTAIN. 


ti* 


What  do  you  medn?  UnhMid  me;  or,  bjr 

Heav^y 
I  shall  be  very  angry !  This  is  rudeness. 
Juiio.  Twas  hut  a  kiss  or  two,  that  thus 
offends  you.  F warrant  for. 

J^Ua.  Twas  more,  I  think,  than  you  have 
Julio.  I'm  sorry  I  deserv'd  no  more. 
Lelia,  You  may ;  [der. 

But  not  this  rouj^n  way,  servant :  We  are  ten- 
And  ought  in  all  to  be  respected  so. 
If  I  had  been  your  horse,  or  whore,  yon  might 
Back  me  with  this  intemperance !  I  thought 
You  had  lov'd  as  worthy  men,  whose  fair  af- 
fections [lence. 
Seek  pleasures  warranted,  not  pulFd  by  vio- 
Do  so  no  more. 

Julio,  I  hope  you  are  not  angry?      [sure, 
Lelion  1  should  be  with  another  man,  Tm 
That  durst  appear  but  half  thus  violent. 
Julio,  I  did  not  mean  to  ravish  you. 
Lelia.  You  could  not. 
Julio.  You  are  so  willing? 
Lelia.  How ! 

Julio.  Methinks  this  shadow^ 
If  you  had  so  much  shame  as  fits  a  woman, 
(At  least,  of  your  way,  mistress)  iongere  this 
Had  been  laid  off  to  me  that  understand  you. 
Lelia,  That  understaud  me  ?  Sir,  you  un^ 
derstand. 
Nor  shall,  no  more  of  me  than  Modesty 
Will,  without  fear,  deliver  to  a  stran^;cr : 
Vou  understand  I'm  honest ;  else,  I  tell  you, 
(Tho'  you  were  better  far  tiian  Julio) 
Vou  and  your  understanding  are  two  fools. 
But,  were  we  saints,  thus  we  are  btill  re- 
warded : 
I  see  that  woman  hud  a  pretty  catch  on*t, 
That  had  made  you  the  master  of  a  kindness. 
She  durst  not  answer  openly.    <  )h,  me  ! 
How  easily  we  women  may  be  cozeii'd  ! 
I  took  this  Julio,  as  I  have  a  faith, 
(This  young  dissembler,  with  the  sober  vi- 
zard) 
For  the  most  modest-temper'd  gentleman. 
The  coolest,  quietest,  and  best  companion , 
t'or  such  an  one  I  could  have  wish  u  a  wo- 

mao [science ; 

Julio.  YouVe  wish'd  me  ill  enough  o'con- 
If  ake  me  no  worse,  for  shame  !  I  see,  the 

more 
I  work  by  way  of  service  to  obtain  you. 
You  work  the  more  upon  me.    Tellrae  truly 
(While  I  am  able  to  believe  a  woman, 
For,  if  you  use  me  thus,  that  faith  will  perish) 
What  is  your  end  ?  and  whither  you  will  pull 

me? 
Tell  me;  but  tell  me  that  I  may  not  start  at, 
And  have  a  cause  to  curse  you. 

Lelia.  Bless  me,  goodness ! 
To  curse  me,  did  you  say,  sir  ?  Let  it  be 
For  too  much  loving  you  then ;  such  a  curse 
Kill  me  withal,  and  I  shall  be  a  martyr. 
iTouVc  found  a  new. way  to  reward  my  doting, 


And,  I  confess,  li  (it  one  for  my  folly ; 
For  you  yourself,  if  you  have  goo<i  within  yoU^ 
And  dare  be  master  of  it,  know  how  dearly 
This  heart  hath  held  you  ever.  Oh,  good  God, 
That  I  had  never  seen  that  false  man's  eyes. 
That  dares  inward  me  tlius  with  fears'  and 

curses ! 
Nor  never  heard  the  sweetness  of  that  toosue. 
That  will,  when  this  is  known,  yet  cozen 

women ! 
Curse  me,  good  Julio,  curse  me  bitterly ;    ^ 
(I  do  deserve  it  for  inv  confidence) 
And  I  beseecl)  thee,  if  thou  hast  a  goodness 
Of  power  yet  in  thee  to  confirtfi  thy  wishes. 
Curse  me  to  earth !  for  what  should  I  do  here. 
Like  a  decaying  flower,  still  withering 
Under  his  bitter  words,  whose  kindly  heat 
Should  give  my  p<»or  heart  life  ?  No^  curse 

me,  Julio! 
Thou  canst  not  do  me  such  a  benefit 
As  tliat,  and  well  done,  that  the  Ileav'ns  may 
hear  it. 
Julio,  (ih,  fair  tears!   were  you  but  as 
chaste  as  subtle,  [cTes. 

Like  bones  of  saints,  you  would  work  mira- 
What  were  these  wpmen  to  a  man  that  knew 
not  [ceiving  ? 

The  thousand,  thousand  ways  of  their  de- 
Wfiat  riches  had  he  found?    Oh,  he  would 

think 
Himself  still  dreaming  of  a  blrSi^edncss, 
That,  like  continual  spring,  should  flourish 

ever: 
For  if  she  were  as  vood  as  she  is  seeming, 
Or,  like  an  eagle,  could  renew  her  virtues. 
Nature  had  niade  another  world  of  sweet- 
ness.—  [saidy 
Be  not  so  grievM,  sweet  mistress;  what  I 
You  do,  or  should  ki  ow,  was  hut  passion: 
'Pray  wipe  your  eycs>,  aud  kiss  me.    Take 

these  trifles. 
And  wear  them  for  me,  wliich  are  only  rich 
When  you  will  put  them  on.    Indeed,  f  love 
you :  [you ! 

Beshrew  mv  sick  heart,  if  I  grieve  not  for 
Lelia.  Will  you  dibaemble  still  ?  J  am  a  fool, 
And  you  may  eaaily  rule  me.    If  you  flatter, 
The  sin  will  bo  ynur  own. 
Julio.  You  know  I  do  not. 
Lelia.  And  shall  I  be  so  childish  once  again'^ 
After  my  lateexf>cnence  of  your  spite. 
To  credit  you?  You  do  not  know  how  deep 
(Or,  if  you  did,  you  wt>uld  be  kinder  to  me) 
This  bitterness  of  yours  has  struck  my  heart. 
Julio.  I  pray,  no  more. 
Lelia.  Tnus  you  would  dO;  I  warrant, 
If  I  w<  re  married  to  you. 
Julio.  Married  to  me  ? 
Is  that  your  end  ? 

Jjelia,  Yes;  is  not  tliat  the  best  end. 
And,  as  all  hold,  the  noblest  way  of  love? 
Why  do  you  look  so  strange,  sir?  Do  notyoif 
Desire  it  should  be  so  ? 


'  Fwrs.]  u  c.  actions  thatjAoc/;  or  terrify  m^. 
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triE  CAPTAIN; 


tActlSceMl.^ 


Julio,  Stay! 

LeiuL  Answer  trie. 

Julh,  Fafewdl!  [Exit. 

Lclia.  Ay !  are  you  there  ?  arqall  these  tears 
Am  I  so  ovectaken  by  a  fool,  [lost  then? 
In  my  best  days  and  tricks?  My  wise  fellow, 
I'll  make  you  smart  for't,  as  I  am  a  woman  ! 
And,  if  thou  bc*st  not  timber,  yet  Til  warm 
And  is  he  gone?  [thee. 


Enter  Woman,    . 
Woman,  Yes. 

Lelia,  He's  not  so  lightly  strock, 
To  be  recovered  with  a  base  repentance; 
I  should  be  soi*ry  then.    Fortune,  I  priibee 
Give  me  this  man  but  once  more  in  mv  arms. 
And,  if  I  lose  him,  women  have  no  charms ! 

[Exeunt^ 


ACT   11. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Jacomo  and  Fahritio, 


Jac.  CIGNIOR,   what  think  you  of  this 
*^  sound  of  wars? 

Fab,  As  only  of  a  sound:  They  that  intend 
To  do  are  like  deep  waters,  that  run  quietly, 
Leaving  no  trace  9  of  what  they  were  behind 

'em. 
This  rumour  is  too  common,  and  too  loud, 
To  carry  truth. 

Jar.  Shall  we  ne'er  live  to  see 
Men  look  like  men  again,  upon  a  march  ? 
This  cold  dull  rusty  peace  makes  us  appear 
Like  empty  pictures,  only  the  faint  shadows 
Of  what  we  should  be.    'Woufd  to  God  my 

mother 
Had  given  hut  half  her  will  to  my  begetting, 
And  made  me  woman,  to  sit  still  and  sing. 
Or  be  sick  when  I  list,  or  any  thing 
That  is  too  idle  for  a  man  to  think  of! 
Would  I  had  been  a  whore!  'tliad  been  acourse 
Certain,  and  (of  my  conscience)  of  more  gain 
Than  two  commands,  as  I  would  handle  it. 
'Faith,  I  could  wish  I  had  been  any  thing, 
(Rather  than  what  1  am,  a  soldier) 
A  carrier,  or  a  cobler,  when  I  knew  [trades 
What  'twas  to  wear  a  sword  first !  for  their 
Are,  and  shall  be,  a  cpnstant  way  of  life. 
While  men  send  cheeses  up,  or  wear  out  bus- 

Fab.  Thou  art  a  little  too  impatient,  [k\ns.^ 
And  muk'st  thy  anger  a  far  more  vexation 
Than  the  not  having  wars.  I  am  a  soldier. 
Which  is  my  whole  inheritance;  yet  I, 
Tho*  I  could  wish  a  breach  with  all  the  world, 
If  not  dishonourable,  I  am  not  so  malicious 
To^curse  the  fair  peace  of  my  mother-country. 

9  Leavhig  no  face.J  Mr.  Seward  substitutes  noUe  {or  face;  as  the  latter  won!  dro? 
'agree,'  says  he,  *  with  the  fonner  or  subsequent  metaphors.'     Mr.  Sympsou  iLinis  . 

*  neither^flce  nor  mnte  is  at  all  proper  in  this  place.'    We  think  trace  a   much  b<  tu  •  •• 
than  either  of  the  others,  if  not  the  original. 

»•  To  yoke  your  want  $  \i\ie  passions.]    Mr.  Seward,  considering  want  ns  *  one  of   >u* 
'sions,'  objects  to  this  reading,  and,  proposes  to  substitute  *  wants  and  passionb/ 
Sympsou  would  read, 

< to  cloak  your  wants  like  passions.* 

*  To  yoke  your  wants  like  passions'  may,  for  aught  we  see,  be  the  right  reading ;  and  the  v 
passai;e  signifies,  that  '  Fabritio  might  indeed  pretend  to  patience,  and  endeavour  tu  c 
'  his  necessities  and  his  appetites,  yet  he  was  in  reality  an  enemy  to  peace,' 


But  thou  want'st  moriey,  and  the  first  supply 
Will  bury  these  thoughts  in  thee. 

Jac.  'Pox  o'  peace! 
It  /ills  the  kingdom  full  of  holidays,      [pers^ 
And  only  feeds  the  wants  of  whores  and  pi-* 
And  makes  the  idle  drunken  rogues  get  spin* 

sters. 
Tis  true,  I  may  want  money,  and  no  little^ 
And  almost  cloaths  too ;  of  which  if  I'd  both 
In  full  abundance,  yet  against  all  peace 
(That   brings  up  mischiefs  thicker  than  t 

shower) 
I  would  speak  louder  than  a  lawyer. 
By  Heav'n,  it  is  the  surfeit  of  all  youth. 
That  makes  the  toughness  and  the  strengtli 

of  nations 
Melt  into  women ;  it  is  an  ease  that 
Broods  thieves  and  bastards  only. 

Fub.  Tfiis  is  more 
(Tho*  it  be  true)  than  we  ought  to  lay  open« 
And  seasons  only  of  an  indiscretion.  [rits, 
Believe  me.  Captain,  such  disteraper'd  spi- 
Once  out  of  motion,  tho'  they  be  proof-vali- 
|f  they  appear  thus  violent  and  fiery,  [nnt, 
Breed  but  their  own  disgraces,  and  are  nearer 
Doubt  and  suspect  in  princes,  than  rewards. 
Jac.  'Tis  well  tliey  can  be  near  'em  any  w  ay. 
But  call  you  those  true  spirits  ill-affected, 
That,  whilst  the  wars  were,  scr\''d  like  wallf 

and  ribs 
To  girdle  in  the  kingdom,  and  now  fall'n 
Thro'  a  faint  peace  into  aflliction,      [britio^ 
Speak  but  their  miseries  ?  Come,  come,  Fa- 
You  may  pretend  what  patience  you  please. 
And  seem  to  yoke  your  wants  like  passions  **> 
But,  while  I  know  tikou  art  a  S(»]dier, 
And  a  desr.rver,  and  no  other  harvest 


not 

Mr. 


iA^t  S.  Scene  1.] 


THE  CAPTAKJ. 


til 


But  what  thy  sword  reaps  for  the)e  to  come  in, 
You  shall  be  pleas'd  to  give  me  leave  to  tell 
You  wish  a  devil  6f  this  musty  peace :  [you, 
To  which  prayer,  as  one  that's  bound  iucon- 

scieuce. 
And  all »»  that  love  our  trade,  I  cry.  Amen  I 
Fub.  'Prithee  no  more ;  we  shall  live  well 

enough : 
Tliere's  ways  enough  besides  the  wars,  to  men 
That  are  nOl  logs,  and  lie  still  for  the  bauds 
Of  others  to  remm*  'em. 

Jar.  You  may  thrive,  sir ; 
Thou'rt  young  and  handsome  yet,  and  well 

enough 
1  o  please  a  widow ;  thou  canst  sine;,  and  tell 
These  foolish  love-tales,  and  indite  a  litde. 
And,  if  need  be,  compile  a  pretty  matter. 
And  dedicate  it  to  the  Honourable; 
%Vhich  may  awaken  his  compassion, 
1  o  make  you  clerk  o*  th'  kitchen, and  at  lengtli 
Come  to  he  married  to  my  lady's  wouiari, 
After  she's  crack'd  i'  th'  ring»«. 
Fi:b./i'\%  very  well,  sir. 
Jac,  But  wiiat  dost  thou  tlitnk  shall  be- 
come of  roci 
With  all  my  imperfections }  Let  me  die^ 
if  1  think  1  shall  ever  reach  abore 
A  forlorn  tapster,  or  iome' frothy  fellow, 
That  stinks  of  stale  beer ! 
.    Fab.  Captain  J Hcomo,  ftues? 

Why  should  you  think  ^o  hardly  of  your  vir- 
Juc,  What  virtues  ?   By  tiiis  light,  I  have 

no  virtue 
But  down  rij^ht  buffcvins; !  What  can  my  face, 
(  rhat  is  no  better  than  a  rav:;pd  map  now, 
Of  where  I've  march'd  and  travell'd;  pro6t 
Unlcs5  it  be  for  ladies  to  abuse,  fme  ? 

i|ud  say  'twas  «poii'd  fnr  want  nf  ti  bon^race 
When  I  was  young,  and  now  'twill  make  a 

true 
Pro^nosiication  of  what  man  must  be? 
Tell  m^  of  a  fellow  that  can  mend  noses?  and 

coinpiaid,  [mach? 

So  tall  a  soldier  should  want  teeth  to  nisstO- 
And  how  it  v^fas  threat  piiy,  tiiatit  was, 
TJjat  he  that  raa-'!'^  my  body  was  so  busied 
He  could  not  stay  to  make  my  k);&  too,  but 

was  driv'n 
To  clap  n  pair  of  cat-sticks  to  my  knees. 
For  which  1  am  indebted  lo  two  school-boys  ? 
This  must  follow  m-ccssary. 

Fab.    riicre's  no  such  matter.  [pieces 

-  Jac,  Tlien  for  my  morals,  and  those  Hidden 
That  art  be<jtows  upon  me,  tltey  are  such. 
That  when  they  come  to  light,  I'm  sure  will 

shame  me; 


For  I  can  neither  write,  nor  read,  nor  speak. 
That  any  man  shall  hope  to  profit  by  ifie ; 
An^  for  my  languiwjes,  they  are  so  many. 
That,  put  them  all  together,  they  will  scarce 
Serve  to  beg  single  beer  in.  The  plain  truth  is; 
I  love  a  soldier,  and  can  leAd  him  on. 
Anil  if  he  fight  welt,  I  dare  make  him  drunk : 
This  is  njy  virtue,  and  if  this  will  do, 
I'll  scramble  yet  amongst  'em. 

Fab.  Tis  your  way 
To  be  thus  pleasant  still ;  but  fear  not,  man. 
For  tho'  the  wars  fail,  we  shall  screw  our- 
Into  some  course  of  life  yet.  [selves 

Jac,  Good  Fabritio, 
Have  a  quick  eye  upon  me,  for  I  fear 
This  peace  will  makb  me  something  that  I 
love  not;  fgeon, 

For,  by  my  troth,  tho'  I  am  plain  and  dud- 
I  would  nut  be  an  ass  ;  and  to  sell  p«(rcels, 
I  can  as  soon  be  hangM.  'Prithee  bestow  me, 
And  Bpeak  some  little  good,  tho'  I  deserve 
not. 

Enter  Father, 

Fab,  Come,  we'll  consider  more.    Stay  I 
this 
Should  be  another  windfall  of  the  wars. 

Jac.  He  looks  indeed  like  an  old  tatter'd 
colour«,  • 

That  every  wind  woiild  borrow  from  tliestaflf; 
Tliesc  are  tiic  hopes  we  have  for  all  our  hurts. 
Thev  have  not  cast  his  tongue  too  ? 

father.  They  that  say  [her, 

Hope  never  leat'es  a  wretched  man  that  seeks 
J  thiuh  are  either  patient  fools,  or  liars; 
I'm  sure  I  find  it  so !  for  1  atri  master'd 
With  such  a  misery  and  grief  together^ 
That  that  stay'd  anchor  men  lay  hold  upon 
In  all  their  needs,  is  to  me  lead  that  bows. 
Or  breaks,  With  every  strong  sea  of  my  tor- 
rows. 
I  could  now  question  Heaven  (were  it  well 
To  look  into  their  justice)  why  those  faults, 
Those  heavy  sins  others  provoke  'em  with, 
Should  be  rewarded  on  the  heads  of  us 
I'hat  hold  the  least  alliance  to  their  vicesa 
But  this  would  be  too  curious  ;  for  I  sec 
Our  suffering,  not  disputing,  is  the  cud 
ileveal'd  to  us  of  all  these  miseries. 

Jac.  Twenty  such  holy  hermits  in- a  camp 
Would  make  'em  all  Carthusians:   I'll  be 

hang'd 
If  he  know  what  a  whore  is,  or  a  health. 
Or  have  a  na'ure  liable  to  learn, 
Or  so  much  honest  nurture  to  be  drunk. 
I  do  not  think  he  has  the  spleen  to  swear 

"  And  all  that  lovfy  &c.]  Seward  reads,  *  With  all.'  &c.  and  says,  *  the  old  text  is  scarcely 
ernmraar.*  The  grammar  is  not  more  licentious  than  that  of  muny  other  passages,  and  tlie 
meaning  is  obvious. 

»*  /Sj'ter  she's  crack'd  i'  th'  ring.]  This  phrase  occurs  in  Hamlet,  act  ii.  scene  S.  *  'Praj 
'  God  yijuv  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  be  uot  crack'd  within  the  ring.*  And  again, 
ti4  Mr.  btcevciis  observes,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Magnetic  Lady ;  •  Light  gold,  and  cracked  with'^ 
•  M  thf  rir.g.'  Jft. 

Vox..  J  I.  II  T 
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THE  CAPTAIN. 


[Act  f .  Scene  i. 


A  greater  oath  than  sempsteff  iitCer  socks 

with  >»; 
Spur  him  a  question. 

Fattier,  They  are  strangers  both       [have 
.  To  me,  as  I  to  them,  I  hope.     I  would  not 
Me  and  my  shame  together  known  by  any : 
I'll  rather  lie  myself  unto  another. 

Fab,  I  need  not  ask  you,  sir,  your  country ; 
I  hear  you  speak  this  tongue:  'Pray  what  more 

are  you  ? 
Or  have  you  been?  if  it  be  not  offensi^-e 
To  urge  yon  so  far.     Misery  in  your  years 
Gives  every  thing«  tongue  to  question  it. 
Father.  Sir,  tho*  I  could  be  pieas'd  to  make 
my  ills 
Only  mine  own,  for  grieving  other  men, 
Yet,  to  so  fair  and  courteous  a  dcmander, 
That  promises  compassion,  at  worst  pity  ^s, 
I  will  relate  a  little  of  my  story.    - 
I  am  a  gentleman,  however  thus 
Poor  and  unhappy;  which,  believe  me,  sir, 
Was  not  born  with  me ;  for  I  well  have  tried 
Both  the  extremes  of  fortune,  and  have  found 
Both  dangerous.  My  younger  years  provok'd 

me 
(Feeling  in  what  ^n  ease  I  slept  at  home, 
Which  to  all  stirriug  spirits  is  a  sickness) 
To  see  fur  countries;  and  observe  their  cos^ 

toms:  • 

I  did  so,  and  1  travellM  till  that  course 
Stor'd  me  with  language,  and  some  few  slight 

manners, 
Scarce  worth  my  money  j  when  an  itch  pos- 
sessed me 
Of  making  arms  my  active  end  of  travel. 
Fab,  But  did  yon  so? 
Father.  I  did ;  and  twenty  winters 
I  wore  the  Christian  cause  upon  nay  sv^ord. 
Against  his  enemies  ><.  At  Bixda  siege,  [our. 
Full  many  a  cold  night  have  I  lodg'd  in  arm- 
When  all  was  frozen  in  me  but  mine  honour ; 
And  many  a  day,  when  both  the  sun  and  can- 
non [stood 
Strove  who  should  most  destroy  us,  have  I 


Moird  op  rn  steel,  when  my  tough  Ainewi 

shrunk. 
And  this  parch'd  body  ready  to  consume 
As  soon  to  ashes,  as  the  pike  I  bore. 
W^it  has  been  to  me  as  another  nature  ; 
Which  makes  mc  with  this  pabence  still  pro- 
fess it- 
And  if  a  soldier  may,  without  vninglory. 
Tell  what  h^hasdone,  believe  me,  gentlemen, 
I  could  turn  over  annals  of  my  dangers  ! 
With  this  poor  weakness  have  I  manned  a 
breach,  [alt 

And  made  it  firm  with  so  much  blood,  that 
I  had  to  bring  me  off  alive  was  anger. 
Thrice  was  I  made  a  slave,  and  thrice  re- 

deem*d 
At  price  of  all  I  had;  the  miseries 
Of  which  times,  if  I  had  a  heart  to  tell. 
Would  make  ye  weep  like  children ;  but  111 
spare  ye. 
Jac,  Fttbritio,  we  two  have  been  soldiers 
Above  these  fourteen  years,  yet,  o*  my  con- 
science. 
All  we  have  seen,  compared  to  his  experience, 
Has  been  but  cudgel-play, or  cock-finhting  '*f 
By  all  the  faith  I  have  in  arms,  I  reverence 
The  very  poverty  of  this  brave  follow ; 
Which    were    enough  itself,   and  his,««  to 

strengthen 
The  weakest  town  against  half  Christendom. 
I  was  never  so  ashamed  of  service 
In  all  my  life  before,  now  I  consider 
What  I  have  done ;  and  yet  the  rogues  would 

sweur 
I  was  a  valiant  fellow :  I  do  find  r*'^^*V 

The  .greatest  danger  I  have  brought  my  life 
Now  I  have  heard  this  worthy,  was  no  more 
Thau  stealing  of  a  May-pole,  or,  at  worst. 
Fighting  at  single  billet  with  a  Imrgemon. 
Fab,  I  do  believe  him,  Jacomo. 
Jnc.  Believe  hifti  ? 
I  have  no  faith  within  me,  if  I  do  not. 

Father,  I  see  they  are  soldiers, 
And,  if  we  may  judge  by  affections. 


**  Utter  Bocke,}  i.  e.  sell  them.    So  in  Shakespeare's  Romeo : 
'  Such  mortal  drugs  I  have,  but  Mantua's  law 
'  Is  death  to  any  he  that  uttert  them.* 
Every  sale,  which  tends  to  render  things  common,  is  metaphorically  considered  as  a  kinif 
of  publication. 

'3  That  promitei  compassion,  at  worst  pity.]  The  Poets  seem  to  use  compauian  in  the 
sense  of  rc//ef  added  to  pity;  pity  as  simple  commiseratitm. 

M  Jgainst  his  enemies,}  Mr.  beward  would  have  ns  read  its  for  his,  as  necessary  to  the 
grammar  of  the  passage:  I  see  no  reason  for  this,  because  it  is  usual  in  the  Saxon  writers, 
and  tliose  who  succeeded  them;  Spenser  particularly  abounds  in  it;  our  Authors  too,  as  the 
learned  reader  will  observe,  have  it  more  than  once  iu  their  plays,  and  ^ven  Milton  himself 
has  approved  the  practice.        St^mpson, 

>*  Or  cock-fightnig.]  What  cock-Jighting  has  to  do  with  pcntleraen  of  the  sword,  would 
perhaps  puzzle  a  grand  council  of  war  to  explain.  But  mock  fighting,  as  I  read,  carrits«OD 
the  sense  of  the  authors,  and  makes  it  consistent;  cudgels  hcing  properly  to  be  looked  upon 
as  no  more  than  the  tela  lusoria  of  the  ancients.        Sympson* 

Cork-Jighting  is  much  the  best  read  nig,  and  qnite  in  Jacomo's  character. 

'•  And  Ail.]  The  Editors  of  1750  object  to  this  reading,  conjecture  various  others,  and  at 
lust  exhibit  *fl*  his.'  The  line  is,  to  be  sure,  rather  hard;  but,  as  it  may  be  understood^ 
eannot  warrautably  be  altered. 


Act  S.  Seme  S.] 


THE  CAPTAIN. 


59) 


JBrave  and  deterving  mieii.    How  the^  are 

stirr'd 
But  with  a  mere  relation  of  what  may  be! 
Since  I  have  won  belief,  and  amnotknown^ 
Forgive  me.  Honour!  I'll  make  use  of  thee. 
iFtf6.  Sir,    would  I  were  a  man  or  great 
or  able, 
To  look  with  liberal  eyes  upon  your  virtue! 
Jac.  Let^s  give  ium  all  we  have,  and  leave 
oS  pratinv. 
Here,  soldier;  there's  even  &ve  months'  pay; 

be  merry. 
And  get  tbce  haixlsome  cloatlis. 
Fah,  What  mean  you,  Jacomo  ? 
J^ic.  You  are  a  fool ! 
Thr.  very  story's  wortli  a  hundred  pounds. 
Give  liim  iQ«)re  money. 

Father,  Gentlemen,  I  know  not 
fiow  I  am  able  to  deserve  this  blessing ; 
But  if  1  live  to  sec  fair  days  a^ain, 
8i)methiTig  Til  do  in  honour  of  your  go<»dness, 
That  shall  shew  tiiauk fulness,  if  not  desert. 
Fab.  If  you  please,  sir,  till  we  procure  you 
place. 
To  cat  with  us,  or  wear  such  honest  garments 
As  our  poor  means  can  reiicb  to,  you  shall  be 
A  welcome  man :  To  say  more,  were  to  i'eed 
you  [been, 

Only  with  words.  We  honour  what  you've 
For  we  are  soldiers,  tlio'  not  near  tlie  worth 
Yoti  spake  of  lately. 

Father,  I  do  guess  ye  so; 
And  knew,  aul<sss  ye  were  a  soldier, 
Ye  coidd  not  find  the  way  to  know  my  wants. 
Jac,  But  methinks  all  this  while  you  arc 
too  temperate : 
Do  you  not  tell  men  sometimes  of  tlieir  dull- 
ness, [need? 
When  you  are  grip'd,  as  now  you  are,  with 
\  do ;  and  let  them  know  those  silks  they 
wear,  [eat 
The  war  weaves  for  'em ;  and  the  bread  they 
We  sow,  and  feap  again,  to  feed  their  hunger. 
i  tell  them  boldly,  they  arc  roasters  of 
Nothing  but  what  we  fight  for;   their  fair 
wQiuen                                         [Lares, 
Lie  playing  in  their  arms,  whilst  we,  like 
Defend  their  pleasures.     I  am  an^rry  too. 
And  often  rail  at  these  forgetful  great  men 
That  suff'.T  us  to  sue,  for  what  we  oug^t 
To  have  tiung  on  us,  ere  we  ask. 

Father.  Ihave 
Too  often  told  my  griefs  that  way,  when  all 
I  reap'd  was  rudeness  of  behaviour : 
In  their  opinions,  men  vt'  war  that  thrive. 
Must  thauk  'em  when  they  rail,  aud  wait  to 
live. 
Fab,  Come,  sir ;  X  see  your  wonts  need 
more  relieving,  [us. 

Than  looking  what  (hey  arc  :  'Pray  eo  with 
Father.  I  thank  you,  gentlemeur  Since 
you  are  pleased 

»  If  the  beuffe  meet  hm  fairfy.]  First  folio. 
Seward,  beef, 

«T2 


To  do  a  benefit,  I  dare  not  cross  it : 
And  what  my  service  or  endeavours  may 
Stand  you  in  stead,  you  shall  command,  not 
Jqc,  So  you  shall  us.  [prav. 

Ill  to  the  taylorV  with  you  bodily.  [Rxeurii, 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Frederick,  Lodavico,  and  Piso, 

Lod,  Well,  if  this  be  true,  I'll  believe  a 

woman 

When  I  have  nothing  else  to  do.  [truth 

Piso,  Tis  certain,  if  there  be  a  way  of 

In  blushes,  smiles,  and  commendations ; 

For,  by  this  light,  I've  heard  her  praise  yon 

fellow 
In  such  a  pitch,  as  if  sh'  had  stndied 
To  crowd  the  worths  of  all  men  into  him: 
And  I  im9gine  these  are  seldom  ns'd 
Without  their  special  ends,  and  by  a  maid 
Of  her  desires  and  youth. 

Fred,  It  may  be  so. 
She's  frep,  a«j  you,  or  I  am,  and  may  harei 
By  that  prerogative,  a  liberal  choice 
In  the  bestowing  of  her  love. 

Lod.  Bestowing? 
If  it  be  so,  she  has  bestow'd  herself     [him  ? 
Upon  a  trim  youth !  Piso,  what  do  you  call 

Piso.  Why,  captain  Jacomo. 

Lod,  Oh,  captain  Jack-boy ! 
That  is  the  gentleman, 

Fred.  I  think  be  be 
A  Kcntleman  at  worst. 

Lnd.  So  think  I  too; 
*Wouldr  he  would  mend,  sir  ! 

Fred.  And  a  tall  0(»e  too.  f think 

Lod,  Yes,  of  his  teeth ;  for  of  my  faith  I 
They^re  sharper  than  bis  sword,  and  dare  do 
If  the  beufft  meet  him  fairly  •'.  froore, 

Fred.  Very  well  I  [to  do 

Pi^o,  Now  do  I  wonder  what  she  means 
When  she  has  married  him. 

LocL    Why,  well  enough;  [woman 

Trail  his  pike  under  him,  and  be  a  gentle* 
Of  tlie  brave  Captain's  compaiiy. 

Fred,  Do  you  hear  me  ? 
This  woman  is  my  sister,  gentlemen. 

Lod,  I'm.  glad  sbe'$  none  of  mine.    Bat, 
Frederick, 
Thou  art  not  such  a  fool  sure  to  be  angry. 
Unless  it  be  with  her :   We  are  thy  friends, 

Fred.  I  think  ye  are.  [man. 

Lod,  Yes,  'faith  !  and  do  but  tell  tliee 
How  she  will  utterly  overthrow  her  cr^it, 
if  she  continue  gracing  of  this  pot-^un. 

Piso,  I  think  siie  was  bewitcb'd,  or  mad, 

.     or  bJiixd  ;  [else 

She  would  ne'er  have  taken  such  a  scare-crow 
Into  pi^otection,    O'my  life,  he  looks 
Ufa  more  rusty,  swarth  complexion 
Than  an  old  arming  doublet ! 

Lod,  I  would  send 


The  two  following  edljtions  .gi^,  buffi 
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His  ftice  to  tb' cutlers  then,  and  have  it 
sanguin'd;  [nose 

Twill  look  a  great  4eal  sweeter.    Then  his 
I  would  have  shorter ;  and  my  reason  is, 
liis  face  will  be  ill-mounted  else. 

Piso.  For  his  body, 
I  will  not  be  my  own  judge,  lest  I  seem 
A  railer;  but  let  others  look  upon*t, 
And  if  they  find  it  any  other  thing 
Than  a  tnink-ceUar,  to  send  wines  down  in, 
Or  a  long  walking  bottle,  I'll  be  hang'd  for't. 
His  hide  (for  sure  he  is  a  beast)  is  ranker 
Than  the  Muscovy-leather,  and  grain'd  like  it; 
And,  by  all  likelihoods,  he  was  begotten 
Between  a  stubborn  pair  of  winter  bf>ots ; 
liis  body  goes  with  straps,  he  is  so  churlish. 

L04L  He*tf  poor  and  beggarly,  besides  all 
this, 
And  of  a  nature,  far  uncapable 
Of  apy  bene^t ;  for  his  manners  cannot 
Shew  him  away  to  thank  a  man  that  does  one, 
He*s  so  uncivil.    You  may  do  a  part 
Worthy  a  brother,  to  persuade  your  sister 
From  her  undoing:  If  she  prove  so  foolish 
To  marry  this  cast  captain,  look  to  find  her, 
Within  a  month,  where  you,  or  any  good  man, 
Would  blush  to  know  her;   selling  cheese 

►     an^  prunes  >•, 
And  retail'd  bottle-ale.    I  grieve  to  think. 
Because  I  lov*.d  her,  what  a  march  this  Cap- 
Will  set  her  into.  '  [tain 

Fred.  You  are  both,  believe  roe,  [ing 

Two  arrant  knaves;  and,  were  it  not  for  tak- 
So  just  an  execution  from  his  hands 
You  have  belied*  thus,  1  would  swaddle  ye  '•, 
'TiU  I  could  draw  off  both  your  skins  like 
scabbards.  '    "  [to  me 

That  man  that  you  have  wrong'd  thus,  tho' 
He  be  a  stranger,  yet  I  know  so  worthy, 
llfiy^ever  low  in  fortune,  that  his  wbrst  parts. 
The' very  wearing  of  his  cloaths,  would  make 
Two  better  gentlemen  than  you  dare  be ; 
For  there  i«  virtue  in  his  outward  things. 

JLod.  Belike  you  love  him  then  ? 

Fred.  Yes,  marry  do  I. 

Lod.  And  will  be  angry  for  him  ? 
'     Fred.  If  you  talk, 
Or  pull  your  face  into  a  stitch  again**. 
As  1  love  truth,  I  shall  be  very  angry  ! 
Do  not  I  know  thee  (tbo*  thou  hast  some  land, 
To  set  thee  out  thus  among  gentlciiien) 
To  be  a  prating  and  vain-glorious  ass  ? 
I  do  not  wrong  thee  now,  for  I  speak  truth. 


Do 


not  I  know  th'hast  been  a  cudgelM 

coward,  [ver  t 

That  has  no  cure  for  shame  but  cloth  of  sil- 

And  think*st  the  wearing  ot  a  gaudy  suit 

Hides  all  disgraces?  [me^ 

Lod,  I  understand  you  not ;  yo^  hurt  not 
Your  anger  flies  so  wide. 

Fito.  Signior  Frederick, 
You  much  mistake  this  gentleman. 

Fred.  No,  sir. 

Pisa.  If  you  would  please  to  be  less  angry, 
Fd  tell  you  ho;»v 

Fred.  You  had  better  study,  sir, 
How  to  excuse  yourself,  if  you  be  able; 
Or  I  shall  tell  you  once  again 

FUq.  Not  me,  sir ; 
For,  I  protest,  what  1  have  said  was  only 
To  make  you  understand  your  sister's  danger. 

Lod.  He  might,  if  it  pleas*d  him.  conceive 
it  so.  [and  hear 

Fred.  I  might,  if  it  pleas'd  me,  stand  still 
My  sister  made  a  May-game,  might  1  not? 
And  give  allowance  to  your  liberal  jests 
Upon  his  person,  whose  least  angf-r  wou!d 
Consume  a  legion  of  such  wretched  people. 
That  have  no  more  to  justify  their  actious 
But  their  tongues'  ends;  that  dare  lie  eicry 

way, 
As  a  mill  grinds?  From  this  hour.  I  renounce 
All  part  of  fellowship  that  may  herenfter 
Make  me  take  knowledge  of  you,  but  for 
knaves ;  [coxcombs. 

And  take  heed,  as  ye  love  whole  skins  andt 
How,  and  to  whom,  ye  prate  thus.    For  tliia 

tirtie, 
I  care  not  if  I  spare  ye :  Do  not  shake ; 
I  will  not  beat  ye,  tho'  ye  do  deserve  it 
Richly. 

Lod.  This  is  a  strange  course,  Frederick 
But  sure  yoado  not,  or  you  would  not,  knovi^ 
Beat  us  ?  [us. 

Fito.  Tb  somewhat  low,  sir,  to  a  gentle* 
rhan. 

Fred,  I'll  speak  but  few  words,  but  III 
'  make  'em  truths : '  [muring^' 

Get  you  gone  both,  and  quickly,  without  mur-i 
Or  looking  big  ;  and  ^let,  before  you  go, 
I  will  have  this  confess'd,  and  ^riously, 
That  you  two  are  two  rascals. 

Lod,  How ! 

Fred.  Two  rascal*. 
Come,  speak  it  from  yonr  hearts;  or  by  thi^ 
light, 


i»  Pntn^.']  See  note  *  on  The  Mad  Lover. 
1?  Swaddle  ye.]  lie  means  beat.    So  Hudibras,  b.  i.  c.  i.  83^  24. 
'  Great  on  the  bei«i:h,  great  in  the  saddle, 
'  That  could  as  well  bind  o'er  as  twaddle,         Sympson. 
^  A  stitch  again."]  It  is  plain  by  ttitch  here  we  must  undersund  9mile;  but  how  it  is  to  be 
made  outj  perhaps,  may  not  be  so  easy  to  every  capacity :  I  have  not  alt^d  the  text,  thougH 
I  suspect  it  is  corrupted,  and  as  such  propose  a  conjecture  which  may  iftand  or  fall  accoid* 
ing  to  its  worth:  ^ 

^  Or  draw  yonr  face  into  a  imirk  again.' 
Ssnirk  comes  from  the  A.  S.  Smercian,  tubridere,  arridere^  to  smile.        Sympfon. 
'Switch  alludes  to  the  face  bejog,  in  laughter,  contracted,  dr  in,  a  manner  convulsed. 


4<<i»- Scene?.] 
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.2fiy  sword  shall  flj  among  ye !  Answer  me, 
Aiid  to  the  point,  directly. 

Piscf.  You  shall  have  [grown 

Your  will  fo.r  this  tinw^,  since  we  see  you're 
Bo  far  untemperate :  Let  it  be  so,  &ir« 
Xn  your  opinion. 

ired.  Do  not  mince  the  matter,       Fvick, 
But  speak  th«  wor^s  plain.  And  you,  Ludo- 
That  stand  so  tally  •'  on  your  reputation, 
You  shall  be  he  §hall  speak  it. 

Lod.  This  is  pretty  ! 

Fred.  Let  me  not  stay  upon*(! 

Lod,  Well,  we  are  rascals; 
Yes,  Piso,  we  are  rascals. 

Fred.  Get  ye  gone  now  I 

[J^xeuni  lod,  and  Piso. 
tJTot  a  word  more!  youVe  rascals  ! 

Enter  Fahritlo  and  Jacomo, 
Fab,  Thnt  should  be  Fredericl^. 
Jac.  Tis  he.     Frederick ! 
Fred.  Who's  tlm^? 
Jac.  A  friend,  sir. 
Fred.  It  IS  so,  by  ^h'  voice. 
I've  sought  you,  gentlemen ;  and,  since  IVe 

found  you 
$o  near  our  house.  Til  force  ye  stay  a  while: 
I  pniy  ler  it  be  so. 

Fa6.  It  is  too  late;  [sister. 

We'll  come  and  dine  tomorrow  with  your 
And  do  our  services. 
•  Jac,  Who  were  those  with  you? 
Fab.  We  met  two  came  from  hence. 
Fred.  Two  idle  fellows,  [you* 

That  you  shall  beat  hereafter^  and  I'll  tell 
Some  titter  time,  a  cause  sufficient  tor  it. 

'  Fab.  But,  Frederick,  tell  uie  truly  ;  do  you 
She  ciin  affect  my  friend?  [think 

Fred.  No  certainer  ^ 
Than  when  I  speak  of  him,  or  any  otlier, 
She  entertains  it  witl^  as  much  desire 
As  others  do  their  recieations.  [means: 

Fab.  Let  not  him  have  this  light  by  any 
He  will  but  think  he*s  mock'd,  and  so  grow 

angry, 
£v*n  to  a  quarrel,  he*s  so,  much  distrustful 
Of  all  that  take  occasion  to  'coii\niend  him, 
^omen  especially  ;  for  which  he  shuns 
Alt  conversation  with  'em,  and  believes 
lie  can  be  but  a  mirth  to  all  their  sex.— 
Whence  is  this  music  If  ? 

Fred,  From  my  sister's  chamber.      [tive. 
Fab,  The  touch  is  excellent ;  let's  be  attcn- 
Jac.  Hark  !  are  the  waits  abroad? 
JVi6.  Be  softer,  'prithee; 
^is  private  musick. 


Jae.  What  a  din  it  mftkes ! 
I'd  rather  hear  a  Jew's  trump  than  these  lutes; 
They  cry  lik^  school- lx)y8. 

Fib,  'Prithee,  Jacomo  !  [whether. 

Jac.  Well,  1  will  hear,  or  sleep,  I  care  hu^ 

£n/er,  ai  the  winJozc,  Frank  and  Cloru, 

niF.  ifiONC. 

1.  Tell  me,  dearest,  what  is  love? 

2.  '  Tin  a  li<;htnin^  from  ul>ove ; 

Tis  an  arrow,  'tis  a  fire, 
Tis  a  hoy  they  call  Desire. 
Both,        Tisa}»ravc, 
Gapes  to  h.ave 
Tljosc  poor  fools  that  long  to  prove. 

1.  Tell  me  more,  are  women  true? 

2.  Yes,  some  are,  and  some  as  yon. 

Some  are  willmt:,  some  are  stranj^e. 
Since  you  nien  first  taught  to  chai}«^e. 

Both,        And  till  troth 
Be  in  both, 

All  shall  love,  to  love  anew. 

1.  Tell  me  more  yet,  can  they  grieve? 

2.  Yes,  and  sirken  sore,  but  five; 

And  be  wise,  and  delay, 

VVhcn  you  men  are  as  wise  as  they. 

Both.         Then  I  see,  ' 

Faith  will  be, 

Never  'till  they  both  believe. 

Frank.  Clora !  come  hither !  wlio  are  these 
below  there  ? 

Clora,  Whert? 

Frank.  There. 

C/ora.  llix !  I  should  know  their  shapes, 
Tho'   it  be  darkish.     There  are  both  o.ir 

brothers : 
What  should  they  make  thus  late  here  ? 

Frank.  What  s  the  otlier? 

Clora.  What  t'other? 

Frank,  lie  ttuit  lies  along  there. 

Chra.  (ill,  1  see  him,  [izrea 

As  if  he  had  a  branch  of  soin«  great  pedi- 
Grew  out  on's  belly. 

Frank    Yes. 

Clora,  That  shojuld  be, 
If  I  have  any  knowledge  in  proportion 

Fab.  They  see  us. 

Fred,  Tis  no  matter. 

Fab.  What  a  log's  this. 
To  sleep  such  musick  out? 

Fre'I,  No  more ;  let's  he.ar  'em.        [Ices, 

Clora.^  The  Captain  Jacomo ;  those  are  iiis 
Upon  my  conscience. 

Ftank,  By  my  faith,  aud  neat  ones  .»• 


•'  So  tally.]  From  tallf  i,  e,  brave,  &c. 
•■  No  certainer 

Than  when  I  speak  of  him,  or  any  other.']  This  line  may  easiljr  be  misunderstood  for 
want  of  attending  to  the  consU'uction,  as  well  as  one  in  Jonson's  Sejanus : 
<  Mean  time  give  orders  that  his  books  be  burnt 
*  To  th'  /Ediles.*  t^ympton, 

«  Clora.  If  I  hare  any  knowledge  in  propttrtian ]  The  repetition  of  this  liu«  weras  to 

N  a  mistake  of  tlie  press  or  transcriber;  w«  have  therefore  omittcdi  i(^ 
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.    [thee! 
Fy  upon 

[graces. 


Clora.    You  mcntiy  the  boots;    I  tbiuk 
they're  neat  by  nature'*. 

JPrank.  As  thou  art  knavish.    'Would  I 
saw  his  face ! 

Clora.  Twould  scare  you  in  the  dark. 

Frank.  A  worse  than  that  [ledge. 

lias  never  scar'd  you,  Clora,  to  my  Knovv- 

Ciora.  Tis  true,  for  I  have  never  seen  a 
worse ; 
Nor,  while  f  say  my  prayers  heartjly, 
I  hope  I  shall  not. 

Frank.  Well,  I  nrn  no  toll-rale: 
But  is  it  not  great  pity,  tell  me,  Clora, 
That  sueh  a  brave  deserving  gentleman 
As  every  one  delivers  this  to  be,        [on  him 
Should  have  no  more  respect  and  worth  flung 
By  abie  men  ?  Were  I  one  of  these  great  ones. 
Such  virtue  should  not  sleep  thus. 

Ciora.  Were  he  greater, 
He  would  sleep  more, I  think.  Til  w^ken  him. 

Frank.  Away,  you  fool! 

Clora.  Is  he  not  dead  already, 
And  they  two  taking  order  about  his  blacks? 
Methinks  they're  verj-  busy. 
A  fine  clean  corse  he  is  !  I'd  have  hira  buvied 
EvVi  as  he  lies,  cross-legg'd,  like  one  o*  th' 
Templcrs,  [ing) 

(If  his  Westphalia  gammons  will  hold  cross- 
And  on  his  breast  a  buckler,   with  a  pike 

in't«*, 
In  which  I  would  have  some  learned  cutler 
Compile  an  epitapii;  and  at  his  feet 
A  musquft,  with  this  word**  upon  a  label, 
(Which  from  the  cock's  mouth  thus  should  be 

delivered) 
'  I  have  discharged  the  office  of  a  soldier.' 

Frank.  Weil,  if  thy  father  were  a  soldier. 
Thus  thou  wouldst  use  him. 

Clora.  Such  a  soldier 
I  would  indeed. 

Fab.  If  he  hear  this,  not  all       [windows, 
»Thc  power  of  man  could  keep  hira  from  the 
Till  tiiey  were  down,  and  all  the  doors  broke 
open.  [venture 

For  God*s  sake,  make  her  cooler;  I  dare  not 
To  bring  him  else :  I  know  be*il  go  to  buflfets 
W  ithin  five  words  with  her,  if  she  holds  this 
spirit. 

•«  Neat  hi/  nature. '\  A  pnn  upon  neat's  leather. 

«*  Pike  in*t.J  The  pike  and  sword  in  funerals  are  laid  upon  the  shield,  [icrhaps  therefore 
the  original  might  be  on't;  unless  the  term  inU  be  used  in  heraldry.         Seacard. 

In't^  we  apprehend,  means  sttAck  iu  U;  and  the  whole  design  makes  a  ludicrous  picture. 
*  Word  here  rar  ans  senttnce.  So  Spenser,  in  his  Fairy  Queen,  more  than  once.    St/mpion. 

•7 lo  ift^  pledger ; 

Oft  will  it  please^  &c.]  Corrected  in  l^sa 


Lei's  waken  him^  and  ^away;  wc  sIwH  hear 
worse  else.  rClora, 

Frank.  Well,  if  I  be  not  even  with  thee. 
Let  me  behang'd,  for  this !  I  know  thou  dos( 
Onl^  to  anger  me,  and  purge  thy  wit,  [i^ 
Which  would  break  out  else. 

Clora.  I  have  found  ye ;  IMl 
Be  no  more  cross.  Bid  *cm  good  night. 

Frank.  No,  no  ; 
They  shall  not  know  we've  seen  'em.  Shut  the 
window.         [Ex^nt  Frank  and  Clora, 

Fab.  Will  you  get  up,  sir? 

Jpc.  Have  you  paid  the  fidlers  ? 

Fab.  You  are  not  left  to  do  it. 
Hast  thou  forsworn  manners? 

Jac.  Yes  ;  unless  they 
Would  let  me  eat  my  meat  without  long 
Or  drink  without  a  preface  to  the  pledger  % 
Of  *  Will  it  please  you?'  '  Shall  I   be  so 

bold,  sir?' 
'  Let  me  ren>cmber  your  good  bedfellow  ! ' 
And  lie,  and  kiss  my  hand  unto  my  mi&tress 
As  often  as  an  ape  cjoes  for  an  apple. 
These  arc  mere  schisms  in  soldiers;  (where's 

my  friend  ?) 
These  are  to  us  as  bitter  as  purgations  : 
We  love  that  general  freedom  we  are  bred  to* 
Haj»^  these  taint  fooleries !  they  smell  of 
Do  thfiy  not,  friend  ?  [peace. 

Fab.  'Faith,  sir,  to" me  they  are 
As  tilings  indiffereut;  yet  I  use  'em  not. 
Or,  if  1  did,  they  would  not  ^>»ick  my  con- 
science. 

Fred.  Come,  slmll  we  go?  'Ti^  late, 

Jac.  Yes,  any  whither  : 
But  no  more  musick;  it  has  made  me  dull. 

Fab.  'Faith,  any  thing  but  drinking  dis^ 
turbs  thee,  jacomo. 
We'll  ev'y  to  bed. 

Joe.  Content. 

Fab.  Thou 'It  dream  of  wenches. 

Jac.  I  never  think  of  any,  (I  thank  God) 
Bqt  when  I'm  drunk;  aiid  then,  ^tis  but  to 

cast 
A  cheap  way  bow  they  may  be  all  destroy'd. 
Like  vermin.     Let's  away;  I'm  very  sleepy. 

Fab.  Ay,  thou  art  ever  sOy  or  angry.  Come. 

[Exeunt. 


Act  9.  Scene  1.] 


THE  CAPTAIN. 
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ACT  IIL 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Julio  and  Angela. 

Julio,  T  WILL  but  see  tier  once  inorey  An- 

gelo. 
That  I  may  hate  her  more,  and  then  I  am 
Myself  aoain. 

Ang,  I  would  not  have  thee  tempt  lust; 
Tis  a  way  dangerous,  and  will  deceive  thee, 
liadst  thou  the  consrancy  of  all  men  in  thee. 

Julio,   Having  her  sins  before  me,  I  dnre 
see  her,  [deadly, 

Were  she  as  catchinv  as  the  plague,  aud 
And  tell  her  she  is  fouler  ihan  all  those, 
And  far  more  pestilent,  it  «:ot  repentant; 
And,  like  a  strong  man,  chide  her  well,  and 
leave  her.  [is  she  ? 

Ane.  Tis  easily  said.  Of  what  complexion 

JhTIo.  Make   but  a  curious  frame   unto 
thyself,  [thought ; 

As  thou   wouldst  shape  an    angel  in   thy 
Such  as  the  poets,  when  their  fiinrics  sweat, 
iiuagine  Juno  is,  or  fair-ey'd  Pallas; 
And  oue  mure  exceltcut  than  all  those  figures 
Slialt  thou  find  her.   8he's  brown,  but  of  a 

sweetness, 
(If  such  a  poor  word  may  express  her  beauty) 
Believe  me,  Augelo,  would  do  more  mischief 
Witli  a  forc'd  smile,  liian  twenty  thousand 

Cupids, 
With  tiieir  love-quivers  full  6f  ladies*  eyes. 
And  twice  as  many  flames,  could  flmg  upon 

Aug,  Of  what  age  is  she  ?  [us. 

Julio.  As  a  rose  at  fairest. 
Neither  a  bud,  nor  blown;  but  such  a  oue, 
Were  there  a  Hercules  to  get  again 
With  ail  his  i;lory,  or  one  more  than  he, 
The  god  would  chuse  out  'mongst  a  race  of 

women 
To  make  a  mother  of*.    Slie's  outwardly 
AH  that  bewitches  sense,  all  that  entires; 
Nor  is  it  in  our  virtue  to  uncharm  it. 
And  wlien  she  speaks, oh, Augelo,  then  rausick 
(Such  as  old  Orpheus  made,  that  gave  a  soul 
To  aged  mounuiiis,  and  made  rugged  beasts 


Lay  by  their  races ;  and  tall  trees,  tliat  knew 
No  bound  but  tcmpe:>ts,  to  bow  down  their 
branches,  [surges 

And  hear,  and  wonder;  and  the  sea,  whose 
Shook  tlieir  white  hcadi>  in  Ileav'n,  to  be  as 

midni<:i)t 
Still  and  attentive)  steals  into  our  souls 
So  suddenly,  and  strangely,  that  we  are 
From  that  time  no  more  our:i,  but  what  she 
pleases !  .  [self  a^aill 

Ang.  Why  look,  how  far  you've  thrust  your- 
Into  your  old  disease !  Are  you  that  man. 
With  such  a  resolution,  that  would  venture 
To  take  your  leave  of  folly,  aud  now  melt 
Ev'n  in  repeating  her? 

Juiu),  I  had  furirot  me. , 

Avg,  As  you  will  still  do. 

Juliih  No;  the  strongest  man 
May  have  the  grudgini^  of  an  unue  on  him; 
This  is  no  more.  Let's  go ;  \\\  fain  be  fit 
To  be  thy  frienJa^ain,  for  now  I'm  no  man's ! 

Ang.  Go  you :  I  dure  not  go,  1  tell  you  ira- 
Nor  were  it  wise  I  should.  [ly  ; 

Julio.  Why  ? 

Ang.  I  am  well, 
And,  if  I  can,  will  keep  myself  so. 

Julio.  Ha? 
Thou  mak'st  me  smile,  tho*I  have  little  cause. 
To  sec  how  prettily  thy  fear  becomes  thee: 
Art  thou  not  strong  enough  to  see  a  woman  } 

Aug.  Yes,  twenty  thousand;  but  not  such 
a  one  [matter; 

As  you  have  made  her :  I'll  not  lie  for  th? 
I  know  I'io  frail,  and  may  becozeu'd  too. 
By  such  a  syren. 

Julio.  'Faith,  thou  shalt  go,  Anf;elo  ! 

Ang.  'Faith,  but  I  will  not!  No;  I  know 
how  far,  sir, 
I'm  able  to  hold  out,  and  will  not  venture 
Above  my  depth.  I  do  not  long  to  have 
My  sleep  ta'cn  from  me.  and  go  pulingly, 
Like  a  poor  wench  had   lost  her  market* 

money ; 
And,  when  I  see  good  meat,  sit  still  and  sigh, 
And  call  for  small  beer,  and  consmnc  my  wit 


«  Vie  god  would  chuse,  ^c]    In  Dryden's  All  for  Lo\e,  or  The  World  Well  Lost,  act  ir. 
is  a  beautiful  passage,  sumething  similar  to  this  of  our  Authors : 

*  1  pity  Dolabella:  but  she's  dangerous: 

*  Her  eyes  have  powV,  beyond  Tnessalian  charms^ 
'  To  draw  the  moon  from  Heav'n ;  for  eloquence, 

*  The  sea-jreen  syrens,  taught  her  voice  their  flatlVy ; 

*  And,  while  she  speaks,  night  steals  upon  the  day, 

*  Unmark'd  of  those  that  hear:  Then  sho^s  so  chariaing, 

*  Age  buds  at  sight  of  her,  and  swells  to  youth : 

*  The  holy  priests  gaze  on  her  when  she  smiles ; 

*  And  with  heav'd  hands,  forgetting  gravity, 

*  They  bless  her  wanton  eyes :  Ev'n  I  who  liate  her, 

*  With  a  malignant  joy  behold  such  beauty; 

'  And,  while  1  curse,  ciesire  it/  R» 
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tAct  S.  Schie  ». 


In  making  anagrams,  and  faithful  poesies : 
I  \io  not  like  tliat  itch;  Fin  sure  I  hud  rather 
have  the  main  pox,  and  saf\3r. 

Julio,  Thou  slialt  go ; 
I  must  needs  have  thee  as  a  witness  with  me 
Of  my  repentancv.    As  thou  loy*st  me,  go ! 
Attg»  Well,  I  will  go,  since  you  will  have 
it  so; 
Rut  if  I  prove  a  fool  too,  look  to  have  me 
iJurse  ydu  continually,  and  fearfully. 

Juiio.  And  if  thou  scest  uic  fall  again, 
good  Angelo, 
Give  me  thy  counsel  quickly,  lest  I  perish. 
Jnf:,  'Pmy  God,  I  have  enough  to  save 
myself  I 
i^or,  as  I  have  a  soul,  I'd  rather  venture 
Upuu  a  aavage  island  than  thi»  woman  ! 

[Rieunt. 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Father  and  Seroani, 

t'other.  From  whom,  sir,  comes  thii  boun- 
ty ?  for  I  think 
Yon  are  mistaken. 

fkrv.  No,  sir ;  'tis  to  you, 
Yirx  sure,  my  mistress  sent  it. 

father.  VVho's  your  mistress, 
That  I  may  give  her  thanks? 

Scrv.  The  virtuous  widow. 

Father.  The  virtuous  widow,  sir  ?  I  know 
none  such. 
Tray  wfiat's  her  name ! 

Serv,  Lclia.. 

Father.  I  knew  you  err'd ; 
Ti^j  not  to  me,  1  warrant  you.   There,  sir; 
Carry 't  to  those  sli^  feeds  fat  with  such  fa- 
I  nm  a  stranger  to  her.  [vours ; 

Serv.  G(M>d  sir,  take  it. 
And.  if  you  will,  Filsw^ar  she  sent  it  to  you; 
Tor  1  am  sure  mine  eye  never  went  off  you 
Since  you  forsook  die  gentleman  you  tsilk'd 
Just  at  her  door.  [with 

Father.  Indeed,  t  talk'd  with  two. 
Within  this  half-hour,  in  the  btreet. 

Serv.  Tis  you,  sir, 
Anil  none  hut  you,  I'm  sent  to.   Wiser  men 
Would  have  been  thankful  sooner,  and  re- 
cciv*d  it ; 

•9  Such  stublxrm  drinkers.]  This  Qualification  in  our  countrymen  is  taken  notice  of  by  lag© 
ill  act  ii.  scene  .3,  of  <^thello.         Hi 

»*  Lod.  At  what  vocaponi]  1  have  made  a  change  in  the  persons  of  the  speakers  Lodovic 
and  Piso,  giving  to  Lodovic  what  was  in  the  other  edition  spoke  by  Pii»o,  and  c  conlni;  as 
thinking  the  speeches  iSomtthinz  out  of  character.  Pibo's  tiesign  seems  to  be,  by  the  whole 
tent)r  of  the  conversation,  to  make  Jacomo  soundly  drunk:  His  hope  of  doing  this  is 
built  upon  one  of  our  countrymen,  wl»om  he  describes  as  capable  yf  turning  down  all 
hogshead  with  the  sliocing  horn  of  a  rasher.  But  would  the  poet  on  this  supposition  put 
•  At  what  weapon '  into  the  mouth  of  Piso ;  make  him  a^k  himself  a  question,  and  let  Ludu\  ic 
give  the  answer?  No,  surely.  Ijud.  has  certainly  been  dropt  upon  us,  who  should  have 
interrupted  Pibo's  narrative,  both  as  to  the  means  and  end  of  mukiug  the  Captain  drunki 
What  seems  to  confirm  tliis,  is  the  speech  of  Lodovic  at  the  close,  <)f  the  scene,  where  he 
bid^  Piso  *  think  uf  r'le  other,'  riz.  making  Jacomo  fuddled;  to  wiach  Piso  answeps, 

•  For  the  drunkard,  Lodwic, 

*  Let  luc  alone.'  Synpton* 


nris  not  a  fortune  every  man  can  brag  of^ 
And  from  a  woman  of  her  excellence.  , 

Father.  Well,  sir,  I'm  catechiz'd.    What 
more  belongs  to*t  ?  [come 

Serv.  This  only,  sir ;  she  would  entreat  yoil 
This  evening  to  her  witlioiit  fail. 

Father.  I  will. 

Serv,  You  guess  where. 

Father.  Sir,  I  liave  a  tongue  else. 

[JSjri*  Servant 
She  is  downright  devil ;  or  else  my  wants 
And  her  disobedience  have  provok'd  her 
To  look  into  her  foul  self,  and  be  sorry. 
I  wonder  how  she  knew  me !  I  had  thought 
rd  been  the  same  to  all  I  am  to  them 
That  chang'd  me  thus  :  God  pardon  me  for 

For  I  have  paid  it  home :  Many  a  good  man^ 
That  had  but  found  the  profit  of  my  way. 
Would  forswear  telling  true  again  in  haste. 

Filter  Lodoffico  and  Piso. 
Here  are  my  prslters  s  Now,  if  I  did  well, 
I  should  belabour  'em ;  but  1  have  found 
A  way  10  quiet  'em,  worth  a  thousand  on't. 
Lod.  If  we  tould  get  a  fellow  that  wouIiJ 

doit! 
Father.  What  villainy  is  now  in  hand? 
Fiso.  n^nill  be  hard  to  be  doue,  in  mj 
opinion. 
Unless  we  light  upon  an  Englishman 
With  sovenscot-e  surfeits  in  him. 

Lod.  Arc  the  Englishmen 
Such  stubborn  drinkers  «9? 

Piso,  Not  a  leak  at  sea  [childreii 

Can  suck  more  liqtjor :  You  shall  have  theii* 
Christen'd  in  muU'd  saok,  and,  at  five  years 
old,  [lishmao. 

Able  to  knock  a  Dnnc  down.   Take  an  Eng* 
And  ci-y  *  St.  George !  ''and  give  lum  but  a 

rasher. 
And  you  shall  have  him  upon  even  terms 
Defy  a  hog^head.    Such  a  one  would  do  it 
Home,  boy,  and  like  a  workman, 
lAid.  At  what  weapons**.^ 
Piso.  Sherry  sack :  1  would  have  him  driuk 
stark  dead. 
If  it  were  possililo  ;  at  worst,  past  portage. 
Lod,  What  is  tiie  end  then  ? 
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Piso.  Dost  thou  not  percehre  it }       [him. 
If  he  be  drunk  dead,  tliere*s  a  fair  end  of 
If  not,  this  is  my  end,  or  by  enticing, 
Or  by  deceiving,  to  conduct  luin  where 
The  fool  is  that  admires  him  ;  and  if  sober 
His  nature  be  so  rugged,  what  will't  be    [it: 
When  be  is  hot  witli  wine?  Come,  let's  about 
If  this  be  done  but  handsomely,  1*11  pawn 
Jtfy  head  sh*  hath  done  with  soldiers. 

Lod.  This  mav  do  well.  [alive ! 

Father.  Here's  a  new  way  to  murder  men 
1*11  choak  this  train. — God  save  ye,g€ntiemea! 
It  is  to  you — fctay  I — ^yes,  ii  is  to  you. 

Lod.  What's  to  me  ? 

Father.  Yuu*re  fortunate :  I  can't  stand  to 
tell  you  more  now ; 
lieet  me  here  soon,  and  you'll  be  made  a 
man.  [Exit, 

'  Lod,  What  vision's  this  ? 

Piio.  I  kitow  noL 

Lod.  Well,  I'll  meet  it; 
Think  you  o'  th'  oiiicr,  and  let  me  awhile 
Dreain  of  this  fcjlow. 

FUo.  For  the  drunkard,  Lodovic, 
Let  me  alone. 

Lod,  Come^  let's  about  it  then.  [M^eunt, 

SCENE  III, 
Enter  Clora  and  Frank. 

Cfora.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  'Pray  let  me  laugh  ex- 
tremely, [cause  ? 

Frank.  Why }  'prithee  why  ?  hast  thou  such 

Ciora,  Yes,* 'faith; 
Wy  brother  will  be  here  straightway, and— — 

Frank.  What? 

C/ora^  The  other  party.     Ha,  ha,  lia! 

Frank.  What  party  ? 
Wench,  thou  art  not  drunk  ? 

Clora,  No,  'faith« 

Frank.  'Faith,  thou  hast  been  among  the 
boules,  Clora. 

Clora.  'Faith,  but  I  have  not,  Frank.  'Pri- 
thee be  handsome ! 
The  Captain  comes  along  too,  wench. 

Frank.  Oh,  is  that  it 
That  tickles  ye? 

Clora,  Yes,  and  shall  tickle  you  too: 
You  understand  me ! 

Frank.  By  my  troth,  thou'rt  grown 
A  strange  lewd  weucli^  I  must  e'en  leave  tliy 

company; 
Thou  wilt  spoil  me  else. 

Clora.  Nay,  thou  art  spoil'd  to  my  hand. 
Hadst  thou  bee^  free,  a&  a  good  wench  ought 

to  be, 
When  I  went  first  a7birdiog  for  thy  love, 
And  roundlv  said,  That  is  tlic  man  must  do  it, 
J  had  done  laughing  many  an  hour  a^o^ 

Frank.  And  what  dost  thou  see  in  him, 
now  thou  kuow'st  him, 
Xobe  thuslnugh'dat? 

Clora,  'Prithee  be  not  angry, 
And  I'll  speak  freely  to  thee. 

Frank,  Do;  1  will  not. 
TOL.  IL  2 


Clora,  Then,  as  I  hope  to  have  a  hand<» 
some  husband,  [held 

This  fellow,  in  mine  eye  (and,  Frank,  I'm 
To  have  a  shrewd  guess  at  a  pretty  fellow) 
Appears  a  strange  thing. 

Frank.  Why  ?  how  strange,  for  God's  sakf  ? 
He  is  a  man,  and  one  that  may  content 
(For  any  thing  I  see)  a  right  good  woman : 
And  sure  I  am  not  blind. 

Clora,  There  lies  the  question ; 
For  (but  you  say  be  is  a  man,  and  I      [him 
Will  credit  you)  I  should  as  soon  have  thought 
Another  of  God*8  creatures :  Out  upon  him ! 
His  body,  tliat  can  promise  npbing 
But  laziness  and  long  stride^. 

Frank.  These  are  your  eyes ! 
Where  were  they,  Clora,  when  you  fell  in  lov0 
With  the  old  footman,  for  singing  of  Queen 

Dido? 
And  swore  he  look'd,  in  bis  old  velvet  trunks, 
And  hisslic'dSpanish  jerkin,  like  Don  John? 
You  had  a  parlous  judgment  then,  my  Clora. 

Clora.  Who  told  you  that? 

Frank,  I  heard  it. 

Clora.  Come,  bo  friends ! 
The  soldier  is  a  Mars.    No  more;  we*re  all 
Subject  to  slide  away- 

Frank,  Nay,  laugh  on  still. 

Clora.  No,  'faith ;  thou  art  a  good  wench, 
and  'lis  pity  [enierinj;. 

Thou  shouldst  not  be  well  quarried  at  thy 
Thoq  art  so  higb-Aown  for  him.  Look,  who  s  > 
there! 

Enter  Fahritio  and  Jacomo, 

Jac,  'Prithee,  go  single:  what  should  I  do 
Thou  know'st  I  hate  these  visitations, [there? 
As  I  hate  peace  or  perry. 

Fab,  Wilt  thou  never 
Make'a  right  man  ? 

Jac.  You  make  a  right  fool  of  roe, 
To  lead  me  up  and  down  to  visit  women, 
And  be  abus'd  and  laugh'd  at.  Let  me  starve 
If  I  know  what  to  say,  unless  I  ask  'em 
What  their  slioes  cost ! 

Fab.  Fy  upon  tliee,  coward ! 
Canst  thuu  not  sin^? 

Jac,  Thou  know  st  I  can  sing  nothing 
But  Plumpton  Park. 

Fab.,  I'hou  wilt  be  bold  enough,^ 
When  thou  art  enter'd  once. 

J(tc,  I'd  rather  enter 
A  breach :  If  I  miscarry,  by  this  hand» 
I'll  have  you  by  th'  ears  for't  I 

Fab.  Save  ye,  ladies ! 

Clora,  Sweet  brother,  I  dare  swear  you're 
welcome  hither; 
So  is  yonr  friend. 

Fab,  Come,  blush  not,  but  salute  'em. 

Frank,  Good  sir,  believe  your  sister ;  you're 
most  welcome  I 
So  is  this  worthy  gentleman,  w!iose  virtues 
I  shall  be  proud  to  be  aicquuiutcd  with. 

Jac.  i5h'  has  found  me  out  already,  and 
Shall  we  be  going?  [has  paid  me. 

U 
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Fub,  Peace!— Your  goodness,  lady, 
Will  ever  be  afore  us.     For  myself 
I  will  not  thank  you  single,  lest  I  leave 
My  friend,  this  gentleman,  out  of  acquaint- 

Jac.  More  of  me  yet  ?       -  [ance. 

Frank,  'Would  1  were  able,  sir, 
From  cither  of  your  worths  to  merit  thanks ! 

Ctora.  But,  brother,  is  your  friend  thus 
sad  still?  Methinks, 
Tis  an  unseemly  nature  in  a  soldier. 

jTtfc.  What  hath  she  to  do  with  me,  or  my 

behaviour  ?  [sister ! 

•  Fah,  He  does  but  shew  so :  'Prithee  to  him, 

Jac.  J  f  I  don*c  break  thy  head,  I  am  no 
If  I  get  off  once  !  -     [Cliristian, 

Cldra,  Sir,  we  must  entreat  you 
To  think  yourself  more  welcome,  and  be  mer- 
*Tis  pity  a  fair  man,  oT  your  proportion,  [ry : 
$houid  have  a  soul  of  borrow. 

Jac.  Very  well ! — 
'Pray,  gentlewoman,  what  would  you  have 
me  say? 

Clora.  Do  not  you  know,  jir  ? 

Jac.  Nut  so  well  as  you, 
That  talk  continually. 

Frank.  You  have  hit  her,  sir. 
'  Clora.  I  thank  him,  so  he  has; 
pair  fall  his  sweet  face  for  it ! 

Jac.  Let  my  face 
Alone,  I'd  wish  you,  lest  I  take  occasion 
To  bring  a  wor*e  in  quest iou. 

Clora.  Meaning  nnne? 
Brother,  where  was  your  friend  brought  up  ? 

H'  has  sure 
Been  a  great  lover  in  his  youth  of  pottage, 
lUiey  lit  so  dull  upon  tiis  understanding. 

Fab.  No  more  of  that ;  thuu'it  anger  him 
at  heart. 

Clora.  Then  let  him  be  more  manly;  for 
he  looks  [up 

Like  a  great  scbool-bov,  that  had  been  blown 
Last  niglit  at  Uust-Polnt. 

Frank.  You  will  never  leave, 
^'ill  you  be  told  how  rude  you  are.  Fy,  Clora ! 
Sir,  will  it  please  you  sit? 

Clora.  And  I'll  sit  by  you. 

Juc.  Woman,  be  quiet,  and  be  rul'd,  I*d 
wish  you. 

Ciora.  I've  done,  Sir  Captain. 

Fab.  Art  thou  not  asham'd  ?  [anon  ; 

Jac.  You  are  an  ass !  Til  tell  you  more 
Y'  had  better  have  been  hang'd  than  brought 
^        roe  hither  I 

Fab.  YouVe  grown  a  sullen  fool !  Either 
'  be  handsome, 
Or,  by  this  light,  I  will  have  wenches  bait 

the«! 
Go  to  the  gentlewoman,  and  give  her  thanks, 
And  hold  your  head  up !  what? 

Jac.  By  this  light,  I'll  brain  thee  I 


Frank,  Now,  o*  my  faith,  this  gentlemaa 
does  nothing 
But  it  becomes  him  rarely.     Clora,  look 
Ilow  well  this  little  anger,  if  it  be  one, 
Shews  in  his  face. 

Clora,  Yes,  it  shews  very  sweetly. 

Frank,  Nay,  do  not  blush,  sir ;  o'  ray  trOtkji 
it  does ! 
I  would  be  ever  angry  to  be  thus. 
Fabritio,  o'  my  conscience,  if  1  ever 
Do  fall  in  love,  (as  I  will  not  forswear  it. 
Till  I  am  something  wiser)  it  must  be, 
I  will  not  say  directly  with  that  face; 
But  certainly  such  anotiier  as  that  is,  [ttie^*. 
And  thus  dispos'd,  may  chance  to  hamper 

Fab.  Dost  thou  hear  this,  and  stand  &tili? 

Juc,  You  will  prate  still  ! 
I  would  you  were  not  women ;  I  would  take 
A  new  course  with  ye. 

Clora.  Why,  Courageous? 
.    Jac.  For  maiing  me,  a  stone  to  whet  yoM 
tongues  on, 

Clora.  'Prithee,  sweet  Captain ! 

Jac.  Go,  go  spin,  go  hang ! 

Clora.  Now  could  1  kiss  him. 

Jac.  If  you  long  for  kicking, 

You'd  best  come  kiss  me;  do  not  tho",  I'd 

wish  ye.  Uhec, 

I'll  send  my  footman  to  thee ;  he  shall  leap 

An  thou  want'st  horsing.  I  will  leave  ye,lndies. 

Frank,  Beshrew  my  heart,  you  are  unman- 
To  offer  this  unto  a  gentleman  [nerly 
Of  his  deserts,  that  comes  so  worthily 
To  visit  me !  I  cannot  take  it  well.       [man? 

Jac.  I  come  to  visit  you,  you  foolisii  wi*- 

Frank*  I  thought  you  did,  sir,  aud  for  that 
'  I  thank  you ; 
I  would  be  loth  to  lose  those  thanks.  I  know 
This  is  but  some  odd  way  you  have,  and, 'faith, 
It  does  become  you  well,  to  make  us  merry: 
I  have  hoard  often  of  your  pleasant  veiu. 

Fub,  What  wouldst  thou  ask  more? 

Juc.  Pray,  thou  scurvy  fellow  !  ["^cls! 
Thou  hast  not  long  to  live.  Adieu,  dear  ilam- 
You  filthy  women,  farewell,  and  be  sober. 
And  keep  your  chambers !        " 

Clora.  Farewell,  old  don  Diego ! 

Frank.  Away,  away  ! — You  must  not  be 
so  angry, 
To  part  thus  roughly  from  us:  Yet  to  mc 
This  does  not  shew  as  if  'twere  yours ;  the 
wars  [not 

May  breed  men  something  plain,  I  know ;  but 
Thus  rude.     Give  me  your  hand^  good  sir : 

I  know 
Tis  white,, and 

Joe.  If  I  were  not  patient,  [wives? 

What  would  become  of  you  two  prating  house - 

Clora.  For  any  thing  1  know,  we  would  io 
to  supper, 


s*  Dispose  my  chance."]  Thus  read  the  old  copies,  contrary  both  to  sense  and  grammar: 
The  slight  change  in  two  words  which  I  have  made,  makes  the  whole  clear  and  consistent; 
frank  is  praising  Jacoipo's  an<:cr,  and  says  naturally  euough,  '  tliut  a  face  thus  disposed 
*  may  chance  to  captivate  Ler  affections.'     '  Seward, 
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And  there  begin  a  health  of  lusty  claret, 
To  keep  care  from  our  hearts;  and  it  should 
be [Jacomo. 

Fab.  V  'faith  to  whom? — Mark  but  this, 

Clora,  Ev'n  to  the  handsom'st  fellow  now 

Fab.  Do  you  know  such  a  one  ?        [alive. 

Frank,  lie  may  l>e  guess'd  at, 
Without  much  travel. 

Fab.  Tl»ere*8  another  item. 

Clora.  And  he  should  be  a  soldier. 

Frank.  Twouhl  be  better. 

Clora.  And  yet  nut  \ou,  sweet  Captain. 

Frank.  Why  not  he  ? 

Jac.  Well!  I  slmll  live  to  see  your  hus- 

.   bands  beat  you, 
And  hiss  'em  on  like  bandogs. 

Chra.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Jac.  Green    sicknesses  and  servinsj-man 

light  on  ye,  [inj^s ! 

With  greasy  codpieces,  and  woollen  stock- 

The  devil  (if  he  dare  deal  with  two  women) 

Be  of  your  counsels !  Farewell,  plaistcrers  ! 

[Exit. 

Clora.  This  fellow  will  be  mad  at  Mid  sum- 
Without  all  doubt.  [i^i^r, 

Fab.  I  think  so  too. 

Frank.  I'm  sorry,  [him 

He's  gone  in  such  a  rage.  But  sure  this  holds 
Not  every  day. 

Fab.  'Faith,  every  other  day, 
If  he  come  near  a  woman.  [dure 

Clora..  I  wonder  how  his  mother  could  en- 
To  have  him  in  her  belly,  he's  so  boisterous. 

Frank.  He's  to  be  made  more  tractable, 
I  doubt  not. 

Clora,  Yes,  if  they  taw  him,  as  they  do 
whit-leather. 
Upon  an  iron,  or  beat  him  soft  like  stock-fish. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  rv. 

Enter  Leila  and  her   Waiting-Woman,  tcith 
a  veil, 

Lelia,  Art  sure  'tis  he? 

Wwnan.  Yes,  and  tuiother  with  him. 

Lelia,  Tiie   more  the  merrier.     Did  you 

give  that  money,  fyou  ? 

And  charg'd  it  be  deliver'd  where  I  shew'd 

Woman.  Yes,  and  \>  hut  else  you  bad  me. 

Lelia.  That  brave  fcllovv,  [ness; 

Tim'  he  be  old,  whate'cr  he  be,  shews  tough- 
And  "iuch  a  one  I  long  for,  and  must  have 
At  any  price ;  these  young  soft  melting  gristles 
Are  only  for  my  safer  ends. 

Woman.  They're  here. 

Ltlia    Give  me  my  veil;  and  bid  the  boy 
go  sing 
Thnt  song  above,  I  gave  him  ;  the  sad  song. 
Now  if  1  miss  him,  £  am  curs'd.  Go,  wench, 


And  tell  'em  I  have  utterly  forsworn 
All  company  of  men;  yet  make  a  venture 
At  last  to  let  'em  in :  Thou  kuo  w'st  these  things; 
Do  >m  to  th'  life. 

Woman,  I  warrant  you ;  I'm  perfect,  [give 
IMia,  Some  ill  woman,  for  her  use,  would 
A  million  for  this  wench,  she  is  so  subtle. 

Enter f  to  the  door,  Julio  and  Angela, 

'  Wojnan,  Good  sir,  desire  it  not ;  I  dare 
not  do  it ; 
For  since  your  last  being  here,  sir,  believe  me, 
Sh'  has  gnev'd  herself  out  of  all  company, 
And,  sweet  soul,  almost  out  of  life  too. 

Julio.  'Prithee, 
Let  me  but  speak  one  word. 

Woman,  You  will  offend,  sir; 
And  yf.t  your  name  is  more  familiar  witb  her 
Than  any  thing  but  sorrow.     Good  sir,  go. 

Ang.  This  little  varlet  hath  her  lesson  per- 
Thcbi;  are  the  baits  they  bob  with.        [feet; 

Jul.  'Faith,  1  will  not. 

Woman.  I  shall  be  chidden  cruelly  for  this ; 
But  you  are  such  a  gentleman 

Julio.  No  more. 

Ang.  There's  a  new  tire,  wench.    Peace; 
tliouVt  well  enough. 

Julio.  What,  has  she  musick? 

Woman.  Yes;  for  God's  sake,  stay; 
Tis  all  she  feeds  upon. 

Julio.  Alas,  poor  soul! 

Ang.  Now  will  I  pray  devoutly ;  for  there'j 
need  on*t. 

THE  soyo. 

Away,  deligbts  [  go  seek  some  other  dwell* 

For  Imust  die:  [•"?» 

Farewell,  false  love !  thy  tongue  is  ever  tetl^ 

Lie  after  lie.  [ing 

For  ever  let  me  rest  now  from  thy  smarts  ; 

Alas,  for  pity  go, 

And  fire  their  hearts  [not  so. 

That  have  been  hard  to  thee;  mme  wai 

Never  aoain  deluding  Love  shall  know  me. 

For  I  will  die;  [me, 

And  all  those  griefs  that  think  to  oyer^grow 

Shall  be  as  1 : 
For  ever  will  1  sleep,  while  poor  maids  cry, 
Alas,  for  pity  stay, 
And  let  us  die  >».        [chiy3«. 

With  thee ;  men  cannot  mock  us  in  the 
Julio.  Mistress !    not  une  word,  miatress  ? 
If  I  grieve  you, 
I  can  depart  again. 

Ang.  Let's  go  then  quickly  ; 
For  if  she  get  from  under  this  dark  cloud. 
We  shall  both  sweat,  [  fear,  for't, 

Julio.  Do  b>it  speak, 
Tho'  Vou  turn  from  me,  and  speak  bitterly, 
And  fum  gone;  for  ttiati  think  will  please  you. 

3«  Mock  us  in  the  day.]  Varied  in  1750.     In  support  of  the  alteration,  Seward  prodiccs 
the  folio wiug  passage  in  Henry  V. 

*  The  dead  with  Charity  inclos'd  in  cla^.* 
The  corruptionii  very  casv ;  the  c  and  I  in  the  manuscript  looking  like  a  ^« 

8  U  « 
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I       Ang.  Oh,  that  all  women  were  thus  silent 
What  fine  .things  were  they !  [ever. 

Juiio.  You  have  look*d  on  mc, 
When,  if  there  be  belief  in  women's  words, 
Spoken  in  tears,  you  swore  you  lov^d  to  do  so. 

Lelia»  Oh  me,  my  heart ! 

Ang. /Sow,  Julio,  play  the  man, 
Or  such  another  *  oh,  me  !'  will  undo  thee. 
'Would  I  had  any  thing  to  keep  me  busy, 
I  might* not  hear  her;  think  bi^t  what  she  is, 
Or  I  doubt  mainly,  I  shall  be  i'  th'  mesh  too. 

Jvlio,  'Pray,  speak  again. 

Lelia,  Where  is  my  woman? 

Woman.  Here. 

'Ang.  Mercy  upon  me !  what  a  face  she  has! 
'Would  it  were  veii'd  again  I 
.  Lelia,  Why  did  you  let 
This  flattering  man  ih  to  me?  Did  not  I 
Charge  thee  to  keep  me  from  his  eyes  again. 
As  carefully  as  thou  wouldst  keep  thine  own  ? 
I'b'  hast  brought  me  poison  in  a  shape  of 

Heav*n, 
Whose  violence  will  break  the  hearts  of  all. 
Of  al!  weak  women,  as  it  hath  done  mine, 
That  are  such  fools  to  love,  and  look  uppn 
him.  [ease 

Good  sir,  be  gone ;  you  know  not  what  an 
Your  absence  is. 

Ang.  By  Ileav'n,  she  is  a  wonder ! 
I  cannot  tell  what  'tis,  but  I  am  qualmish  ". 

Julio.  Tho'  I  desire  to  be  here  more  than 
Heav'n, 
As  I  am  now,  yet,  if  my  sight  offend  you. 
So  much  I  love  to  l)e  commanded  by  you. 
That  1  will  go.     Farewell ! 

Lelia.  I  should  say  something  [me. 

Ere  you  depart,  and  I  would  hare  you  near 
But  why  should  I  speak  to  a  man  that  hates 

me, 
And  will  but  laugh  at  any  thing  I  suffer? 

Julio.  If  this  be  hate— — 

LeUa.  Away,  away,  deceitcr ! 

Julio.  Now  help  nie,  Angelo ! 

Ang.  I'm  worse  than  thou  art. 

Lelia.    Such  tears  as  those  might  make 
another  woman 
Believe  thee  honest,  Julio  ;  almost  me. 
That  know  their  ends;  for  I  confess  they 
stir  me. 

Ang.  What  will  become  of  me  ?  I  cannot 
go  now,  [eye! 

If  you  would  hang  me,  from  her.   Oh  braire 
Steal  me  away,  for  God's  sake,  Julio. 

Julio.  A  Ins,  poor  man !  I'm  lost  again  too, 
strangely. 

Lelia.  No,  I  will  sooner  trust  a  crocodile 
When  he  sheds  tears,  (for  he  kills  suddenly^ 
And  ends  our  cares  at  once)  or  any  thing 
That's  evil  to  our  natures,  than  a  man : 
•  I  find  there  is  no  end  of  his  deceivings. 
Nor  no  avoiding  'em,  if  we  give  way. 
I  was  requesting  you  to  come  no  more^ 


And  mock  me  with  yout  service ;  'tis  not  well* 
Nor  honest,  to  abuse  us  so  far :    You  muy 

love  too } 
For  tho\  1  mu?t  confess,  I  am  unworthy 
Of  your  love  every  way,  yet  I  would  have  yoU 
Think  lam  somewhat  too  good  to  make  sport 

Jvlio.  Will  you  believe  me  ?  [of. 

Lelia.  For  your, vows  and  oaths. 
And  such  deceiving  tears  as  you  shed  now, 
T  will,  as  you  do,  study  to  forget  'em. 

Julio.  Let  me  be  most  despi&'d  of  men — — 

Lelia.  No  more !  ["^"fC 

There  is  no  new  way  left,  by  which  your  cun-» 
Shall  once  more  hope  to  catch  me.  No,  thou 

false  man, 
I  will  avoid  thee,  and,  for  thy  sake,  all 
That  bear  thy  stamp,  as  counterfeit  in  love  ! 
For  1  am  open-'ey*d  again,  and  know  thee. 
Go,  make  some  other  weep,  as  I  have  done^ 
That  dare  believe  thee ;  go,  and  swear  to  hcf 
That  is  a  stranger  to  thy  cruelty,        [lyings. 
And  knows  not   yet  what  man  is,  and   his 
How  thou  diest  dailj^  for  her ;  pour  it  out 
In  thy  best  lamentations ;  put  on  sorrow. 
As  thou  canst,  to  deceive  an  angel,  Julio, 
And  vow  thyself  into  her  heart,  that  when 
I  shall  leave  off  to  curse  thee  for  f  hy  falsiiood^ 
Still  a  forsaken  vioman  may  be  found 
To  call  to  Heav'u  for  vengeance ! 

Ang.  From  this  hour, 
I  heartily  despise  all  honest  women  t 
(I  care  not  if  the  world  took  knowledge  on *t) 
I  see  there's  nothing  in  them,  but  that  folly 
Of  loving  one  man  only.  Give  me  henceforth 
(Before  the  greatest  blessing  can  be  thought 
If  this  he  one)  a  whore;  that's  all  I  aim  at.  [of^ 

Julio.  Mistress,  the  most  offending  man  is 

heard  [me 

Before  his  sentence:  Why  will  you  condemn 

Ere  I  produce  the  truth  to  witness  with  me. 

How  innocent  I  am  of  all  your  angers  ? 

Lelia.  There  is  no  trusting  of  that  tongue ; 
I  know't, 
And  how  far,  if  it  be  belicv'd,  it  kills:  No 
more,  sir ! 

Julio.  It  never  lied  to  you  yet )  if  it  did, 
Twas  only  when  it  call'd  you  mild  and  gentle. 

Ijelia.  Good  sir,  no  more !  Make  not  my 
understanding 
(After  I've  suffer'd  thus  much  evil  by  yon) 
So  poor  to  think  I  have  not  reach'd  the  end 
Of  all  your  forc'd  affections :  Yet,  l^ecause 
I  once  lov'd  such  a  sorrow,  too,  too  dearly. 
As  that  would  strive  to  be,  I  do  forgive  youj 
Ev'n  heartily  as  I  would  be  forgiven^ 
For  all  your  wrongs  to  me  (mt^  charity 
Yet  loves  you  so  far,  tho'  again  I  ma^  not) ; 
Ami  wish,  when  tliat  time  9^  comes  you  will 

love  truly, 
(If  you  can  ever  do  so)  you  may  find 
The  worthy  fruit  of  your  affections. 
True  love  again,  not  my  nnhappy  barest ; 


s*  But  I  am  squeamish.]  So  first  folio.    Tlie  subsequent  editions,  quamisk, 
9*  And  miih  when  thai  time — ]  Mr.  Seward  suspects  something  left  out  here,  necessary  to 

complete 
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LeUa.  No;  til  see  thee  stairM  first! 

[ExiU 
Julio.  Friend! 

Ang.  Fly  her  as  T  do,  Julio ;  she's  a  witch. 
Julio,  Beat  roe  away  then ;  I  shall  grow 

here  still  else. 

Ang.  That  were  the  Way  to  bare  me  grow 

there  with  thee. 

Farei^ell,  for  ever !  [Exits 

Julio,  Stay !  I  am  uncharm'd.  [be 

Farewell,  thou  cursed  house !  from  this  hoiir 

More  hated  of  me  than  a  leprosy !      [£.rf^* 

Enter  Jjclia, 
LeUa,  Both  frone  ?  A  plague  upon  Vmboth ! 
Am  I  deceived  again?  Oh^I  would  rail, 
And  follow  *em,  hut  I  fear  the  spite  of  peopla^ 
Till  I  have  emptied  all  mv  gall. 
The  next  I  seize  upon  shall  pay  their  foilies 
To  the  last  peni^y ;  this  will  work  mc  worse; 
He  that  comes  next,  by  Heav'n^  shall  feel 
their  curse !  [ExtHnt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Jacomo  at  one  door,  and  Fahritio  tff 
another. 

Fah.  Oh,  you're  a  sweet  youth^  so  uncivilly 
To  rail  and  run  away ! 

Jac,  Oh!  are  you  there,  sir? 
I'm  glad  Fve  found  you !  You've  not  now 

your  ladies. 
To  shew  your  wit  before. 

Fab.  Thou  woo 'it  not,  woult  'ou? 

Jac,  What  a  sweet  youth  £  am,  as  you  have 
made  rae«  [Draws^ 

You  shall  know  presently. 

Fab.  Put  up  your  sword ; 
Fve  seen  it  often ;  'tis  a  fox. 

Jac,  It  is  so ;  [sir^ 

And  you  shall  feel  it  too.  Will  you  dispatch, 
And  leave  your  mirth  out?  or  I  shall  take 

occasion 
To  beat  vou,  and  disgrace  you  too. 

Fab.  Well;  since 
There  is  no  other  way  to  deal  with  yon, 
(Let's  see  your  sword ;  Tm  sure  you  scorn  all 
I  will  fight  with  you.  [odds) 

[They  measure,  and  Fahritio  geti  hi$  taord, 

Jac.  How  how? 

Fab.  Nay,  stand  out; 
Or,  by  this  fight,  Til  make  you! 

Jac.  This  is  scurvy, 
And  out  of  fear  done. 

Fab.  No,  sir;  out  of  judgment; 

#omplete  the  sense  and  gramnwr,  or  else  this  line  must  be  corrupted  through  the  transposi- 
tion of  some  particles ;  and  would  read  thus : 

•  I  wish  when  the  time  comes,  that  you  love  trnly, 

*  (If  you  can  evAr  do  so)  you  may  find,'  &c.  *       j         ij 
1  hive  .not  indeed  altered  the  tex^  though  I  suspect  it  strongly  to  be  corrupt,  and  wouM 

propose  reading  thus :  ,  .        t »  o 

*  And  wisheswhen  th* time  domes  that  you  lote,  &c.        Sympion. 
We  confess  ourselves  unable  to  comprehend  this  note ;  but  da  not  perceive  the  least  diffi- 
culty in  tb«  test. 


Which)  like  a  fool,  t  sowM  in  sUch  a  heart. 
So  dry  and  stony,  tliat  a  thousand  showers, 
From  these  two  eyes  continually  raining, 
Could  never  ripen. 

Julio.  Yon  have  conquer'd  me  ! 
I  did  not  think  to  yield  ;  but  make  vAe  now 
Ev'n  what  you  wifl^  my  Lelia,  so  1  may 
Be  but  so  truly  happy  to  enjoy  you. 

Lelia.  No,  no ;  tliose  fond  imaginations 
Are  dead  and  buried  in  me;  let  em  rest! 

Julio.  I'll  marry  you. 

Ang.  The  devil  thou  wilt,  Julio  ? 
tlow  that  word  waken'd  me !  Come  hither, 

friend  ! 
Thou  an  a  fool !  Look  steadfastly  upon  her: 
Tho'  she  be  all  that  I  know  excellent. 
As  she  appears;  tho'  I  could  fight  for  her. 
And  run  tnro'  fire ;  tho'  I  am  stark  mad  too, 
Never  to  be  recover'd  ;  tho'  I  would 
Give  all  I  had  i'  th'  world  to  lie  with  her, 
Ev'n  to  ray  naked  soul  (I'm  so  far  gone) ; 
Yet,  met] imks  still,  we  should  not  dole  away 
That  that  is  something  more  than  ours,  our 

honours. 
I  would  not  have  thee  marry  her  by  no  means 
(Yet  I  should  do  so):  Is  she  not  a  whore? 

Julio.  She  is ;  but  such  a  one——* 

Ang.  Tis  trae,  she's  excellent ; 
And,  when  I  well  consider,  Julio, 
I  see  no  reason  we  should  be  confin'd 
In  our  affections';  when  all  creatures  else 
Ijyoy  still  where  they  like. 

Juiio.  And  so  will  I  thru. 

Iielia.  He's  fast  enough,  I  hope^  now,  if  I 
hold  him.  [sider 

Ang.  You  must  not  do  so  tho',  now  I  con- 
Better  what  'tis* 

JfUio.  Do  not  consider,  Angclo; 
For  I  must  do  it 

Ang.  No;'  III  kill  thee  first s  [thee 

I  love  thee  so  well,  that  the  worms  shall  have 
Before  this  woman,  friend. 

Julio.  It  was  your  counsel. 

Ang.  As  I  was  a  knave ;  not  as  1  lov'd  thee. 

Julio.  All  this  is  lost  upon  roe,  Angelo; 
for  I  must  have  her. — I  will  marry  you 
When  you  please :  'Pray  look  better  on  me. 

Ang.  Nay  then,  no  more,  friend ;  fare- 
well, Julio! 
I  have  so  much  ^scretion  left  me  yet 
To  know,  and  tell  thee,  thou  art  miserable* 

^ulio.  Stay ;  thou  art  more  than  she,  and 
now  I  find  it. 

Lelia.  Is  he  so  f 

Julio.  Mistress! 
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For  he  that  deals  with  thee  (thouVt  grown 
so  boisterous)  [another, 

Must  have  more  wits,  or  more  hves  than 
Or  always  be  in  armour,  or  enchanted. 
Or  he  is  miserable. 

Jac,  Your  end  of  this,  sir  ?  [thee, 

Fab,  My  end  is  only  mirth,  to  laugh  at 
Which  now  Fli  do  in  safety:  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Juc.  S'hcart !  then  I'm  ^rown  ridiculous  ! 

Fah.  Thou  art; 
And  wilt  be  shortly  sport  for  little  children, 
If  thou  continuest  thi*i  rutle  stubbornness. 

Jac.  Oh,  God,  for  any  thing  that  had  an 

Fab,  Ha,  ha,  ha!  [edge! 

Jac,  Fy,  what  a  shame  it  is. 
To  have  a  lubber  she%v  his  teeth  ! 

Fab.  Ha,  ha !  [wretched  fellow  ? 

Jac,  Why  dost  thou  lau^h  at  me,  thou 
5peak,  with  a  |>ox  !  and  look  you  render  me 
Just  such  a  reason 

Fab,  I  shall  die  with  lauj^hing!  [have 

Jac,  As  no  man  can  find  fault  with.  I  shall 
Another  sword,  I  shall,  you  fleerinj;  puppy ! 

Fab^  Does  not  this  testiness  shew  miely 
in  thee? 
Once  more,  take  heed  of  children !  If  they 

find  thee. 
They'll  break  up  school  to  bear  thee  company, 
(Thou  wilt  be  sucK  a  pastime  )  and  hoot  at 

thee, 
And  call  thee  Bloody-bones,  and  Spade », 

and  Spit-fire, 
And  GalFer  Madman,  and  Go-by- Jeroniraos*, 
And  Will  with  a  Whisp,  and  Come-Aloft, 
and  Crack-Rope,  [piece, 

And  old  Saint  Dennis  with  the  dudgeon  cod- 
And  twenty  such  names. 

Joe,  No,  J  think  they  will  not. 

Fab.  Yes,  but  they  will;  and  nurses  still 

their  children  [mo!' 

Only  with  thee,  and  'Here  take  him,  Jaco- 

Jac.  God's  precious,  that  I  were  but  over 

thee  [neck. 

One  steeple  heij^ht !  I'd  fall  and  break  thy 

Fab.  This  is  the  reason  1  laugh  at  thee,  and, 

While  thou  art  thus,  will  do.    Tell  me  one 

thing.  [tion  me  I 

Jac,  I  wonder  how  thou  durst  thus  que>- 
Trithcc  restore  my  sword. 


THE  CAPTAIN.  t^ct  5.  Sccn«  0« 

Fab,  Tell  me  but  one  thing, 
And  it  may  be  I  will.    Nay,  sir,  keep  out. 

Jac,  Well,  I  will  be  your  fool  now;  speak 
your  mind,  sir. 

Fab,  Art  thou  not  breeding  teeth  ? 

Jac,  How!  teeth?  ' 

^  Fab.  Yes,  teeth; 
Thou  wouldst  not  be  so  froward  else. 

Jac,  Teeth? 

Fab.  Come ;  ^twill  make  thee 
A  little  rheumatic,  but  tiiat's  all  one ; 
We'll  have  a  bib,  for  spoiling  of  thy  doublet^ 
And  a  fring'd  mur.kendcr  hang  nt  thy  j»irdlc; 
ril  be  thy  nurse,  and  get  a  coral  for  thee. 
And  a  fine  ring  of  bells. 

Jac,  'Faith,  this  is  somewhat  ("you  r 

Too  much,  Fabritio,  to  your  friend  that  loves 
Methinks,  your  goodness  rather  should  invont- 
A  way  to  make  my  follies  less,  than  breed  'era. 
I  should  have  been  more  moderate  to  you; 
But  I  see  you  despise  me. 

Fab,  Now  I  love  you.  [not 

There,  take  your  sword;  continue  so.  I  dare 
Stay  now  to  try  your  patience;  soon  I'll  meet 
.  you :  [state. 

And,  as  you  love  your  honours,  and  your 
Redeem  yourself  well  to  the  gentlewoman. 
Farewell,  'till  soon  I  [Exit, 

Jac.  Well,  1  shall  think  of  this.        [iLxit. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Hott,  Pi$o,  and  Boy  with  a  giast  of 
wine. 

Piso,  Nothing  i*  th'  world  but  a  dried 

tongue  or  two.  ' 

Host.  Taste  him,  and  tell  me. 
Piso,  He*s  a  valiant  wine; 
This  must  be  he,  mine  Host. 

Host.  This  shall  be  f/;«r. 
Oil,  he's  a  devilish  biting  wine,  a  tyrant 
W^here  he  lays  hold,  sir ;  this  is  he  that  scorns 
Small  beer  should  quench  him,  or  a  foolish 
caudle  [him, 

Bring  him  to  bed ;  no,  if  he  flinch  1*11  shame 
And  draw  him  out  to  mull  amongst  old  mid- 
wives. 
Piso.  There  is  a  soldier,  I  would  have  then 
batter  »7 


^  AndS\)?ide  and  Sfnt'Jire.'\  If  one  would  compare  these  Authors  with  themselves,  there 
seems  to  be  reason  to  suspect  this  passage  as  corrupted :  To  put  in  Spade^  which  is  a  name 
that  carried  no  terror  in  it  tp  children,  between  two  which  are  usu«lly*nuule  use  of  for  that 
purpose,  seems  to  me  not  a  little  odd  :  W' hat  I  conjecture  we  should  read  is  this : 

*  And  call  thee  Bloody-bones,  Rum-liead,  and  Spit- tire,'    - 
So  in  act  iv.  scene  3,  of  this  play,  Clora  says  of  J«como, 

*  Here's  Raw-head  come  again.' 
And  in  The  Prophetess,  act  iv.  scene  5: 

*  . Now  J  look 

*  Like  Bloody-bones  and  Raw-head  in  fright  children.'        Si/mpton, 

It  is  common  to  this  day,  among  the  vulgar,  to  say,  when  abused,  '  Call  uie  any  thing 
'  but  spade* 

jfi  Go  Ay,  Jeronimo.]  An  expression  in  the  play  of  Jeronimo,  which  was  tlie  butt  of  ridicule 
for  almost  every  author  of  the  tiines.         JR. 
w  Have  t/ue'lvacr.]  Amended  iu  1750. 


Act  4.  Scene  1.] 


THE  CAPTAIN. 


dS€ 


Above  the  rest,  becaase  he  thinks  there's  no 

man 
Can  give  him  drink  enough. 
Hott.  What  kind  of  man? 
I^iso.  That  tiiou  mayst  know  him  perfectly, 
he's  one 
Of  a  left-handed  making,  a  lank  thin^, 
As  if  his  belly  were  ta*en  up  with  straw, 
To  Iwnt  a  match. 

Host.  Has  he  no  beard  to  shew  him? 
Fiu).  'Faith,  but  a  little;  yet  enough  to  ^ 
liQte  him; 


Which  grows  in  parcels,  here  and  thf  re  a 

remnant : 
And  that  thou  mavst  not  miss  him,  he  is  on« 
That  wears  his  foreheruj  m  a  velvet  scah[iard. 
Host.  That  note's  enough ;  he's  mine  ;  I'll 
fuddle  him. 
Or  lie  i*  th'  suds.    You  will  be  here  too  ? 

Fiso.  Yes. 
'Till  soon,  farewf  11,  and  bear  up. 

Host.  If  I  i\o  not, 
Say  1  am  recrcuiit;  Til  get  things  ready. 

[Ei€unK 


ACT  IV. 


Which  had  been  fearful,  friend.  Go ;  when  I 

see  thee 
Next,  I  will  be  as  thou  art,  or  no  more. 
'Pray  do  not  follow  me ;  you'll  make  meauKry. 

Julio,  Ileav'n  grant  you  may  be  right  again ! 

Ang.  Amen  I  [Ejceuni  uverally 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Tave^n-Boyi,  Sfc. 

Bot/.  Score  a  gallon  of  sack,  and  a  pint  of 
olives,  to  the  Unicorn. 
y  Above  within.  Why,  drawer! 

Bot/.  Anon,  anon  !  [there. 

Another  Boy,  Look  into  the  Nags-hcad 

5J  Boy.  Score  a  quart  of  claret  to  the  Bar; 
And  a  pound  of  sausages  into  the  Flower-pot. 

Enter  Firtt  Servant,  with  wine. 

1  Serv.  The  devil's  in  their  throats.  A  Aon, 
anon ! 

Enter  Second  Servant. 

2  Serv.  Mull  a  pint  [de-luce, 
Of  sack  there  for  the  women  in  the  Flower- 
And  put  in  gii>ger  enough ;  thcy>  belch  like 

potr^uns  : 
And,  llohin,  fetch  tobacco  for  the  Peacock; 
They  will  not  be  drunk  till  midnight  else. 

How  now ! 
How  does  my  master? 

2  Btty.  'Faith,  he  lies,  drawing  on  apace. 
1  fifiy.  That's  an  ill  sign. 

3  Btiy,  And  fumbles  with  the  pots  too  3*. 

1  Boy.  Then  there's  no  way  but  one  with 

2  Boy.  All  the  rest,  [him. 
Except  the  Captain,  are  in  iirnbo  patrim. 
Where  they  lie  sod  in  sack. 

1  Boy»  Does  he  bear  up  still? 

2  Boy.  Afore  the  wind  still,  with  his  lights 
up  bravely : 

All  he  takes  in  I  think  he  tunis  to  juleps, 

'^  I  wish  our  Poets  had  been  a  little  less  satirical  upon  their  master  Shakespeare:  This 
expression  is  a  plain  sneering  parody  upou  the  description  of  Falbtail's  death,,  in  Henry  \\ 
act  ii,  scene  3 ; 

<  F«r  after  I  saw  \amfumhU  with  the  sheets,*  &c.        Sympton. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Julio  a  fid  Angela. 

Julio,  'nniS  strange  thou  shouldst  be  thus, 
■■•    with  thy  discretion. 

Ang.  I'm  sure  1  am  so. 

Juiio,  I  am  well,  you  see. 

Ang.  Keep  yourself  warm  then,  and  go 
home  and  sleep, 
And  pray  to  God  thou  mayst  continue  so. 
'WoukI  1  had  gone  to  th'  devil  of  an  errand. 
When  i  was  made  a  fool  to  see  her !  Leave  me ; 
1  am  not  fit  for  conversation. 

Juii*/.  Why.  thou  art  worse  than  I  was. 

Ang.  Therefore  leave  me; 
The  nature  of  my  sickness  is  not  ea^'d 
By  company  or  counsel :  I  am  mad; 
And,  if  you  follow  me  with  questions, 
Shall  shew  myselr  so. 

Julio.  I'his  is  more  than  error. 

Ang.  'Pray  be  con  tent  that  you  have  made 
And  do  not  wonder  at  me.  [me  thus, 

Julio.  Let  me  know 
But  what  you  mean  to  do,  and  I  am  gone : 
I  would  he  lutii  to  leave  you  tims  else. 

Ang.  Nothing 
That  needs  your  fear ;  tltat  is  sufficient. 
Farewell,  and  pray  for  me. 

Julio.  I  would  not  leave  you. 

Ang.  You  must  and  shall. 

Jul^.  1  will  then.  'Would  yon  woman 
Had  been  ten  fathom  under  ground,  when  first 
I  saw  her  eyes! 

Ang,  Yet  siie  had  been  dangerous  ;  • 
For  to  some  wealtliy  rock  of  precious  stone, 
Or  mine  of  gold  as  tempting,  her  fair  body 
Might  havt:  been  turn'd  ;  which  once  found 
Oat  by  labour,  [ii, 

And  brought  to  use,  having  her  spells  within 
Might  have  corrupted  states,  and  ruiu*d  king- 
doms ; 
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THE  CAPTAIN* 


[Act4.SQeDe1« 


Or  h*  has  a  world  of  stowage  in  bis  belly ; 
The  rest  look  all  like  iirc^drakes,  and  lie 
scatter'd  [ter 

Like  rushes  round  about  the  room.  My  roas- 
Is  now  the  loving'st  man,  I  think,  above 

ground 

1  £oy.  'Would  he  were  alw^ays  drunk  tiien ! 
Within.  Drawer ! 
fi  Boy.  Anon,  anon,  sir ! 
1  Bay,  And  swears  I  shall  be  free  tomor- 
row ;  and  so  weeps, 
And  calls  upon  my  mistress ! 
S  Boy.  Then  he's  right. 
1  Boy.  And  swears  the  Captain  must  Ue 
this  night  with  her, 
(And  bad  me  break  it  to  her  with  discretion) 
That  he  may  leave  an  issue  after  him, 
Able  to  entertain  a  Dutch  ambassador; 
And  tells  him  feelingly  how  sweet  she  is, 
Afid  how  he  stole  her  from  her  friends  i*  th' 
country,  friers, 

And  brought  her  up  disguised  with  the  car- 
And  was  nine  nights  bereaving  her  her  maid- 
enhead. 
And  the  tenth  got  a  drawer.  Here  they  come. 

Enter  Jacomo,  Hotf^  LodovicOt  and  Piso. 

Within.  Drawer!  f Peter. 

1  i^^.  Anon,  anon !  Speak  to  the  Titter, 

Host.  There's  my  bells,  boys,  my  silver  bell. 

PiMo.  'Would  he  were  bang*4 
As  high  as  I  could  ring  him ! 

Hott.  Captain. 

Jac.  Ho,  Boy? 

Lod.  Robin .  sufficient  single  beer,  as  cold 
As  crystal ;  quench,  Robin,  quench. 

1  6oy.  I'm  gone,  sir. 

Hott.  Shall  we  bear  up  soil?  Captain, 
bow  I  love  thee !  [hand, 

Sweet  Captain,  let  me  kiss  thee!  By  this 
I  love  thee  next  to  malmsey  in  a  morning. 
Of  all  things  transitory. 

Jqc.  I  love  thee  too. 
As  far  as  I  can  love  a  fat  man. 

Hott.  Dost  thqu.  Captain  ? 
Sweetly }  and  heartily  ? 

Jac.  With  all  my  heart,  boy. 

Hott.   Then,    welcome.  Death!— Come, 
close  mine  eyes,  sweet  Captain; 
Thou  shalt  have  all. 

Jac.  What  shall  your  wife  have  then? 

Hott.  Why,  she  shall  have 
(Besides  my  blessing,  and  a  silver  spoon) 
Enough  to  keep  her  stirring  in  the  world, 
Three  little  children;  one  of  them  was  mine. 
Upon  my  conscience;  th'  other  two  are  Pa^ 
gansa*!  [money, 

Jac.  ^were  good  she  had  a  little  foolish 
To  rub  the  time  away  with. 


ff«f.  Notarag«V 
Not  a  denier :  No ;  let  her  spin,  aGod*s  name. 
And  raise  her  house  again. 

Jac.  Thou  shalt  not  die  tho'. 
Boy,  see  your  master  safe  delivered; 
lie's  ready  to  lie-in. 

Hott.  Goodnight! 

Jae.  Good  morrow !  ^       [boy&, 

Drink  till  the  cow  come  home,  *tis  all  paid 

Liid.  A  pox  of  sack ! 

Host.  Marry,  God  bless  my  butts !  Sack  is 
a  jewel; 
Tis  comfortable,  gentlejnen. 

Jac.  More  beer,  bo^ ; 
Very  sufficient  single  beer. 

Boy.  Here,  sir. 
How  is  ir,  gentlemen? 

Jac.  But  e'en  so  so. 

Hott.  Go  before  finely,  Robin,  and  prepare 
My  wife;  bid  her  be  right  and  straight;  I 

come,  boy. 
And,  sirrah,  if  they  quarrel,  let  'em  use 
Their  own  discretioi^,  by  all  means,  and 

Stir  not ; 
And  he  that^  kill'd  shall  be  as  sweetly  buried. 
Captain,  adieu !  adieu,  sweet  bully  Captain  I 
One  kiss  before  I  die,  oiie  kiss! 

Jac.  Farewell,  boy ! 

Hott.  All  my  sweet  boys,  farewell!  [Exit^ 

Lod.  Go.  sleep;  you're  drunk,      [lodging. 

Jac.  Come,  gentlemen ;  I'll  see  you  at  your 
You  look  not  lustily;  a  quart  more? 

Lad.  No,  boy. 

Piio.  Get  us  a  torcli., 

Boy.  Tis  day,  sir. 

Jac.  That's  all  one.  [boy? 

Piao.  Are  not  those  the  stars,  thou  scurry 

Jjod.  li  nut  Charlerwain  there?  tell  me 
that!  there? 

Jac.  Yes; 
I've  paid  ^E:m  truly.  Do  not  rex  him,  sirrab. 

Piao.  Confess  it,  boy;  or,  as  I  live,  I'U 
Midnight  into  thy  brains.  [beat 

Boy.  I  do  confess  it. 

Pito.  Then  live;   and  draw  more  small 
beer  presently. 

Jac.  Coniei,  boys,  let's  hug  together,  and 
be  loving,  [hearts? 

And  siuK,  and  do  brave  things.  Cheerly,  my 
A  pox  o  being  sad !  Now  could  I  fly. 
And  turn  the  world  about  upon  my  finger. 
Come,  ye  shall  love  mc;  I'm  an  honest  fel- 
low : 
Hang  care  and  fortune !  we  are  friends. 

l2d.  No,  Captain.  [dearly. 

Jac.  Do  not  you  love  me  ?  I  love  you  two 

Piso.  No,  by  no  means;. you  are  a  fighting 

captain,  [dozens. 

And  kill  up  such  poor  people  as  we  are  by  thf 


»  TA'  other  two  are  Pagans.]  In  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  TW.  act  n.  scene  2>  Prince  Hen- 
ry, enquiring  concerning  Doll  Tearsheet,  says, '  What  Pagan  may  that  be?*  u|K>n  which  pas- 
sage Mr.  Steevens  remarks,  that  '  Pogan  seems  to  have  been  a  cant  term  implying  *  irregu^ 
*  laf  ity,  eitlier  of  birth  or  manners;'  and,  to  prove  it,  cites  these  two  lines  of  our  Author.  A. 

«•  A  cant  term  this  for  s^farihing.       Sympson. 


Aofc  4.  Some  5.] 

ijod.  As  they  kill  flies  with  fos-tails,  Ciip- 

Jflc.  Well,  sir?  [tain. 

Lod.  Methinks  noir^  iks  I  %tBtnd,  the  Cap- 
tain shews 
'to  he  a  very  mercifttl  young  man. 
And  'prithee,  Piso,  let  me  have  thy  opinion. 
,    Piso.  Then  he  shall  have  mehry  that  mer- 
Orall  the  painters  are  Apocrypha. '  [cifnl  is, 

Jtie,  Tm  glad  you  have  your  wits  yet.  Will 
ye  go  ? 

Piso,  You  had  best  say  we're  drunk. 

Jac.  Ye  arc. 

Lod.  You  lie  !  » 

Joe.  YeVe  rascals,  drunken  rascals ! 

Piw.  Tis  sufficient. 

Jae.  And  now  I'll  tell  you  why,  before  I 
beat  ye:  .  .        j     [^"X^ 

Tou  have  been  tampering  any  time  these  three 
Thus  to  disgrace  me. 

Piso.  That's  a  lie  tod. 
,    Jac.  Well,  sir!  [ydu; 

Yet,  I  than^  God,  Vve  tum'd  ydtii'  points  on 
For  which  1*11  spare  ye  somewhat,  half  ^  beat- 
ing. 

Piso,  111  make  you  fart  fire,  Captain,  b^ 

this  hand,  [you. 

An  ye  provoke— Do  not  provoket  I'd  wish 

Jae.  How  do  you  like  this  f    [BeuU  tketik, 

Xo(/.  Sure  I  am  enchanted. 

Pito.  Scay  till  I  draw — - 

Jac.  Dispatch  then ;  I  am  aii^.         .     » 

Piso.  A  lid  thou  sbalt  see  bow  suddenly  111 
kill  thee. 

Jac.  Thou  dnr*8t  riot  draw.  YecoU,  tame, 
mangy  cowards,  [valiant? 

Ye  drunken  rogues,  c^n  nothing  make  ye 
Rot  wine,  nor  beating? 

,Lod.  If  this  way  be  sufier'd 

\ri5  very  well !    . 

Jac,  Go ;  there's  your  way;  go  and  sleep ! 
I've  pity  on  ydii;  joxi  shall  have  the  rest 
Tomorrow  when  we  meet. 

PtWk  Come,  Lodovic:      \ 
he's  monstrous  drunk  now;  thefe's  no  talfr^ 
ing  with  him. 

Jac.  I  am  so ;  when  I'm  8dber,ril  do  nore. ' 
Boy,  where's  mine  Host  ? 

\^Kveunt  Lod.  and  Piso. 

Boy.  He's  on  hirbcd,  asleep,  sir.     rRriV. 

Jac.  Let  him  alone  then.    Now  i-nl  high* 
.       proof 

For  any.  action ;  now  could  I  fiaht  bravely,* 
And  charge  into  a  wildfire  ;  or  I  co'ild  love 
Anv  man  living  now,  or  any  "vmnan. 
Or  indeed  any  creature  chat  lov  es  sack, 
Extremely,  monstrously!. I  am  so  loving,    % 
Jnst  at  this  instant,  that  I  :nii;bt  be  brought 
(I  feci  it)  with  a  little  labour,  now  to  talk 
With  a  justice  of  peace,  that  to  my  nature 
I  hate  next  an  ill  sword.     I  will  do 
iome  strange  brave  thing  now;  and  I  have 

it  here: 
Tray  God  the  air  keep  out !  I  feel  it  buzzmg. 

lExit, 

Vol.  II.  « 
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SCENE  m 


Enter  Frederick,  Franky  and  Clord. 

Clara.  She  loves  him  too  much;  that's  ths 
plain  truth,  Frederick ; 
For  which,  if  I  might  bQ  believM,  I  think  her 
A  strange  fbrgetter  of  herself:  Iliere's  Julio^ 
Or  twqoty  more 

Fired.  In  your  eye,  I  believe  you  $ 
But,  credit  ine,  tte  Ca|)tain  it  a  man. 
Lay  but  liis  rough  affections  by,  as  worthy-— 

Clora,  So  is  a  rest^  jade  a  hOrte  of  service. 
If  he  would  leave  hts  nature.    Give  me  one. 
By  your  leave,  sir,  to  make  a  husband  of. 
Not  to  be  wean'd,  when  I  should  marry  himt 
Methinks,  a  man  is  misery  enough. 

Fred,  You  airil  tod  bitter.    I'd  not  haT« 
biui  worse ;  ^ 
Yet,  I  shall  see  ^ou  ham^r'<i  one  daj,  laclj, 
I  do  not  doubt  it,  for  this  heresy. 

C/(9ra.  ril  bum  before  1  Conie,  '^rithe« 
,      lea^JB  this  sadness. 
This  walking  by  thyself  to  see  the  devil. 
This  munips,  this  Cachry/hit,  this  (ove  in  sip^ 
It  fits  thee  like  a  French  hood.  [pe^; 

JPranlfc.  Doesitso? 
Fm  sure  ii;  fits  thee  to  be  ever  talking,    [ly; 
And  fiothins  td  the  purpose :  Take  up  quick 
Thy  wit  will  founder  of  all  four  else,  wench; 
If  thou  boldest  this  pace ;  take  up,  whcti  I 
bid  thee. 

Clor^.  Before  your  brother?  f;^! 

Fred.  I  can  endure  it. 

Enter  Jacomo, 

Clord.  Here's  Raw-head  come  again.  Lord^ 
how  he  looks ! 
'Pray  God  we  'scape  with  broken  pates  1 

Frank.  Were  I  he. 
Thou  shouldst  dot  wilnt  thy  wish.    He  bat 
Has  he  not,  Fi^derick  ?        [been  drinking; 

Fred,  YjBs;  but  do  not  find  it. 
.  Clora.  Peaces  and  let's  bear  his  wisdom. 

Fred.  You  will  mad  hire. 

Jac.  I'm  somewhat  bold,  but  that's  all  one. 

Clora.  A  short  and  pithy  saying  of  a  sol^ 

Frank.  As  Hive,  l^^^* 

Thou  art  li  strange  mad  wench! 

Chra,  To  make  a  parson. 

Jac.  Ladies,  I  mean  to  kiss  you 

Chra.  How  he  wipes  [have  it. 

His  mouth,  like  a  young  preacher !  We  shalt 

Jac.  Iii  order  as  you  lie  before  me :  First, 
I  will  begin  with  you. 

Frank.  With  me,  sir? 

Jac.  Yes.  [easej 

Frank,  If  ydu  will  promlte  xxie  to  kiss  in 
I  crfTe  not  if  I  venture,  [tions^' 

Jac.  rii  kiss  according  to  mine  own  loveo* 
As  I  shall  see  cause;  sweetly  I  would  wish 
I  love  you.  [y^'^* 

JFronA.  Do  you,  sir  ?  ' 

Jac.  Yes,  indeed  do  T ; 
'Would  I  could  tell  you  bout ! 
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Frank,  t  woridrou  would,  sir ! 
Jac.  I  wouIc{  to  Uod  I  could;  but 'tis  suffi- 
1  loie  you  with  ray  heart.  [cient, 

Frank,  Alas,  poor  heart ! . 
Jac.  And  I  am  sorry ;  but  we^ll  talk  of  that 
Hereafter,  ift  please  God. 

Frank.  E'en  when  you  wiU,  sir. 
Clora.  He's  dismal  drunk;  would  he  were 
Jac,  You^  [muzzled ! 

I  take  it,  are  the  next. 
Frank4  Go  to  him,  fool. 
Clorai  Not  I ;  he*ll  bite  roe. 
Juc,  When,  wit  ?  when  ? 
Clora.  Good  Captain  !  fmercy, 

:    Jac.  Nay,  an  you  play  bo-peep,  lil  ha'  no 
JBut  catch  as  catch  may. 

Fred.  Nay,  I'll  not  defend  you. 
Clora,  Good  Captain,  do  not  hurt  roe !  I 
That  e'er  I  angef 'd  you..  [am  sorry 

Jac,  I'll  tew  you  for't, 
By  this  handy  wli,  unless  you  idu  discreetly. 

[Kisset  her. 
Clttra.  NcJ  more,  sir. 
.,  Jac,  Yes,  a  little  more,  sweet  wit ; 
One  taste  more  o'  your  office.  Go  thy  wayg. 
With  thy  small  kettle-drums;  upon  my  con- 
science, [o'er. 
Thou  art  the  best  that  e'er  man  laid  his  leg 
Clora,  He  smells  just  like  a  cellar:  Yy  upon 
Jac.  Sweet  lady,  now  to  you.            fhini ! 
[doing  to  Frederick. 
Clora,  For  love's  sake,  kiss  him. 
Fred.  I  shall  not  keep  my  countenance. 
Frank.  Try,  'prithee. 
Jac.  'Pray  be  not  coy,  sweet  woman;  for 
'      I'll  kits  you. 
^  I'm  blunt;  but  you  must  pardon  me.. 
Clora.  Oh,  God,  iny  sides ! 
All.  Ha,ha,  ha,  ha! 
Jac.  Wbyha,  ha,  ha?  why  laugh? 
Why  all  this  noise,  sweet  ladies.' 

Clora.  Lusty  Laurence, 
t^e  what  a  gentlewoman  you've  saluted : 
'Pray  God,  she  prove  not  quick  ! 
Fred.  Where  were  thine  eyes. 
To  take  me  for  a  woman  ?  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Jac.  Who  art'a  f  art  a  mortal? 
Fred.  1  am'  Frederick.  [Frederick, 

Jac.  Then  Frederick  is  ao  ass,  a  sciirvy 
To  laagh  at  me. 

Frank.  Sweet  Captain  \ 
Jac.  Away,  woman  I  [woman  ! 

Go  stitch,  and  serve  God;  I  despise  thee. 
And  Frederick  shall  be  beaten.  'Sbiood,  you 

rogue, 
Have  you  none  else  to  make  your  puppies  of 
But  me  ? 

Fred.  I  prithee  b/e  more  patient; 
Tbcre^  no 'hurt  doiie. 


Jae,  'Sblood,  but  there  shall  he,  scab ! 

Clora.  Help,  help,  for  love*s  sake ! 

Frank,  Who's  within  there? 

Fred.  So! 
Now  you  have  made  a  fair  hand. 

Jat.  Why? 

Fred.  You've  kill'd  me.      \_FalU  a%  kilVj. 

Clora.  Call  in  sdme  officers,  and  stay  the 

Jac,  You  shall  not  need.  [Captain  ! 

Clora   This  is  your  drunkenness !     Trick  ! 

Frank.  Oh^  me  !  unhappy  brother  Frede- 
Look  but  upon  me ;  do  not  psfrt  so  from  me  ! 
Set  him  a  iittle  higher.    He'  is  dead! 

Clora,  Oh,  villaiin,  villain  ! 

Enter  Fahritio  and  Sirrants. 

Fab.  How  now  !  what's  the  matter? 

Frank:  Oh,  sir,  my  brother !  Oh,  my  dear- 
est brotljer ! 

Clora,  This  drunken  trough  has  kill'd  him. 

Fab.  Kill'd  him? 

Clora,  Yes. 
For  God  sake,  hang  him  quickly !  he  will  d(» 
Ev  ry  day  sucli  a  murder  else.    There's  no- 
thing 
But  astrot^g  gallows  that  can  make  liim  quiet  ^ 
I  find  it  in  his  nature  too  late. 

Fab.  'Pray  be  rpiet  j 
Let  me  conte  to  him. 

Clora.  Some  go'  for  a  surgeon ! 

Frank.  Oh,  what  a  wretched  woman  has 
he  made  me  t 
tjct-tne  alone,  good  sir  f 

Fab,  To  wlmt  a  fortune 
Hast  thou  reserved  thy  life  ! 

Jac.  Fahritio. 

Fub,  Never  entreat  me;  for  I  will  not 
know  thee, 
Nor  utter  one  word  for  thee,  unless  it  be 
To  have  thee  haug'd.—  For  God   sake,    be 
more  temperate ! 

Jac,  I  have  a  sword  still,  and!  am  a  villain  ! 

Clora,  ifc.  Hold,  hold,  hold ! 

Jac.  Ha**! 

Clora.  Away  ^ith  him,  for  Heaven's  sake  l 
He  is  too  desperate  for  our  enduring,    [not; 

Fab.  Come,  you  shall  sleep ;  come,  strive 
I'll  have  it  so.  Here,  take  him  to  his  lodging  i 
And  see  him  laid  before  you  part. 

Serv.  We  will,  sir.  [Exeunt  Jac.  andSerf,^ 

Fred,  ^e*er  wonder;  I  am  living  yet,  and 
well.  [it 

I  thank  you,  sister,  for  your  grief;  'pray  keep 
'Till  I  am  fitter  for  it. 

Fub.  Do  you  live,  sir  ? 
,  Fred.  Yes;  but 'twas  tiine  to  counterfeit, 

he  was  grown 
To  such  a  madness  in  his  wine. 

Fab.  'Twas  well,  sir, 


♦*  Jac.  Ha  f  Exit.]  So,  without  anthority,  reads  Sympson;  but  it  is  impossible  the  Antliof* 
should  intend  Jacomo  to  depart  here,  when  Fabritio  s  next  speech  is  partly  addressed  to  hintf 
and  partly  to  the  Servants,  directing  them  to  *  take  him  to  hit  lodging;'  by  which  speech,^ 
tlse^  we  undeFSlluid  that  hi  struggled  with  tliesk 
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You  bad  that  good  respect  unto  his  temper^ 
That  no  wors«  followed. 

FretL  If  I  had  stood  him, 
Certain  one  of  us  must  have  perishM.    How 
now,  Frank  ?  [aspen  ! 

Frank.  Beshrew  my  heart,  I  trembleiikean 

Clora.  Let  bim  come  here  no  more,  for 
Heaven's  sake. 
Unless  he  be  in  chains.  ^ 

Frank.  I  would  fain  see  him 
^fter  he  has  slept,  Fabritio,  but  to  try 
iJow  he  will  be.    Chide  him,  and  bnng  him 
back. 

Clora.  YouMl  never  leave,  'till  you  be  wor- 
ried with  him. 

Frank.  Come,  brother;  we'll  walk  in,  and 
Iau<*h  a  little, 
To  get  this  fever  off  me. 

Clora.  Hang  bin),  squib ! 
j^^ow  could  I  grind  him  into  priming  powder. 

Frank.  *Pr^y  will  you  leaye  your  I'ooliiig? 

Fab.  Come,  all  friends**.  [men  sore, 

Frank.  Thuu  art  enough  to  make  an  age  of 
'!>l)ou  art  so  cross  and  peevish. 

Fab.  I  will  chide  him  \  [for*t. 

.And,  if  he  be  not  graceless,  make  hitn  cry 

Clora,  IM  gQ  a  mile  (to  see  him  cry)  in 
slippers, 
IJe  would  look  60.  like  a  whey-cheese. 

Frank.  *Would  we  might  see  him  once 

fii6.  If  you  dare  [more! 

Vi-nture  a  second  trial  of  his  temper, 
1  make  no  doubt  to  bring  him. 

Clora.  No,  good  Frank, 
J^t  him  alone:  I  see  his  vein  lies  only 
For  fa^Hnj;  out  at  wakes  and  bear-biiitings, 
That  may  express  him  sturdy.    . 

Fab.  Now,  indeed, 
You  are  too  shiirp,  sweet  sister;  for  unless 
li  be  this  sin,  which  is  enough  to  drown  him, 
I  mean  this  sourness,  he's  as  brave  a  fellow. 
As  forward,  and  as  understanding  else. 
As  any  he  that  lives. 

Frank.  I  do  beHeve  you ; 
And,  good  sir,  when  you  see  him," if  we  have 
Distasted  his  opinion  any  \vay, 
Make  pe^ce  again. 

Fab.  I  will,  ru  leave  ye,  ladies. 

Ciora.  Take  heed!  y'  h^   best;   h*  has 
sworn  to  pay  you  else.  [threateu'd. 

Fab.  I  warrant  you;  I  have  hecn  often 


Clora.  When  he  CQmei  next,  I'll  have  the 
cough,  ortooth-ach,  [chamber; 

Or  something  that  shall  make  me  keep  my 
1  love  him  so  well. 

Frank,  'Would  Vou'd  keep  your  tongue ! 

SCENE  IV  u. 
Enter  Augeh. 

Ang,  I  cannot  keep  from  this  ungodly 

woman. 
This  Lelia ;  whom  I  know  too,  yet  am  caught; 
Her  looks  are  nothing  like  her :  ^ Would  her 
Were  all  in  Paris  print  upon  her  face,  f  faults 
Cum  privileipo  to  use 'em  still !  I  would  write 
An  epistle  before  it,  on  the  inside  of  her  mask. 
And  dedicate  it  to  the  whore  of  Babylon ; 
With  a  preface  upon  her  nose  to  the  gently 
And  they  should  be  to  be  sold  [reader : 

At  the  sign  of  the  Whore*s  Head  i'  tb*  Pot- 
tage-pot, 
In  what  street  you  please.  But  all  this  helps 

not  me  1 
Vm  made  to  be  thus  catch'd,  past  any  redress, 
With  a  thing  I  contemn  too.  IVe  read  Epic- 

tc|us 
Twice  over  'gainst  lh^  desire  of  thesQ/Out- 

ward  things; 
And  still  her  face  runs  in  my  mind  :  I  went 
To  8i\y  my  prayers,  and  they  were  so  laid  out 

o*  th'  *'av, 
That  if  I  could  find  any  prayers  I  liad, 
I  am  no  Christian.  I'his  u  the  door,  and  the 

short  is, 
I  must  see  her  again.  [  He  knocks^ 

Enter  Maid^ 
Maid,  Who's  ther^? 
Ane.  'Tis  I: 
I  would  speak  with  your  mispress. 
Maid.  Did  she  send  for  you  ? 
Ang.  No;  what  then?  i  would  tee  ber« 

'Prithee,  by  tliy  leave ! 
Maid.  Not  by  my  leave ;  for  she  will  not 
see  you,  but  doth  hate 
You  and  your  friend,  and  doth  wish  you  bot^ 

hang*d ; 
Which,  being  so  proper  men,  is  great  pity 
That  you  are  not. 
An^  How  is  this  f 


4f  Come,  all  friends, 

Frank.  Thou  art  enough  to  nuik^  an  oge  of  men  so, 
Thou  art  so  cross  and  peevish.]  *This  seems,'  says  Mr.  Sympson,  ^to  be  as  odd  n  reason 
*  as  well  coujd  be  given,  to  confirm  the  line  above :'  And  he  supposes  that  *  some  line  oe 
«  lines  have  been  dropl.*— ^The  first  copy  is  much  coufused  in  this  »cene:  It  never  meqtions 
the  departure  of  J ^como;  but  op  Fabritip's  saying,  *  Come,  all  friends,*  it  says,  Exeunt,  as 
if  all  were  to  depart,  though  Fabritio  and  the  two  ladies  continue  conversing. — The  alter- 
c^ion  of  solo  sore  (which  we  have  made)  destroys  the  absurdity  wlucii  Sympson  complaint 
of,  and  which  every  one  must  see. 

4i  Scene  IV.]  The  measure  of  this  scene  (till  the  entrance  of  the  Father)  is,  in  all  editions 
prior  to  that  of  1730,  divided  extremely  bad :  Mr.  Sympsou  then  made  a  new  division  of  th« 
fines,  which  seems  to  us  far  from  batistactory.  We  have  endeavoured  to  make  out  a  better 
and  more  uatural  one. 
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Maid*  For  your  sweet  self,  in  particular. 
Who  she  resolves  persuaded  your  friend  to 
neglect  her,  [unction. 

She  deemeth  whipcord  the  most  convenieni 
For  your  back  and  shoulders. 
^ng.  Let  me  in,  I'll  satisfy  her. 
'  Maid.  And  if  'c  shall  happen  that  you  ar^ 
in  doubt 
Of  these  my  speeches,  insomuch  that  you 
6hall  spend  more  time  in  arguing  at  the  door, 
I  am  fully  persuaded  that  my  mistress  in  per- 
son nrom  above, 
Will  utter  her  mind  more  at  large,  by  way 
Of  urine  upon  your  head,  that  it  ma^  sink 
jfhe  more  soundly  in^  your  understanding 
faculties.^  rprettysoul, 

Ang.  This  is  the  st^ngest  thing !  G(u>d 
V^hy  dost  thou  use  me  so?  I  pray  %bep 
Let  me  in,  Sweetrheart !  *    ' 

'  Maid,  Indeed  I  cannot.  Sweet-heart! 

Jng,  Thou  art  a  handsome  one,  and  this 
Does  not  become  thee.  *  '[pros^ness 

'  Maid.  Alas,  I  canno^  help  it. 
Ang,  Especially  to  me:  '^h6u  kuow'^t  when 
I  was  nere 
I  said  I  lik*d  thee  of  all  thy  raistreu'  servants.  * 
'  Mjaid,  So  did  I  you ;  tbo*  it  be  not  my  for- 
To  express  it  at  this  present;  for  truly ^  [tune 
If  you  would  cry,  I  cannot  let  you  in. 
Ang.  Pox  on  her!  t  must  go  the  down-right 
/  way. — ^Ix)ok  you,  [lier. 

^ere  is  ten  pound  for  you,  let  roe  speak  with 
Mttid.  1  like  your  gold  well,  but  it  is  a 
thing,  [with  you. 

By  Heav'n,  I  caiinot  do !  She  will  not  speak 
£8j>ecially  at  this  time;  sV  has  affairs. 
*  Ang,  This  maizes  her  leave  her  jestiug  yet. 

—But  take  it, 
^nd  let  me  see  her ;  bring  me  to  a  place 
Where,  uudiscerned  of  herself,  I  may 
Feed  ray  desiring  eyes  but  half-an-hour. 
Maid.  Why,  'faith,  1  think  I  can;  and  I 
will  stretcb  [swear. 

My  wits  and  body  too  for  gold.    If  you  will 
As  you  are  gentlf ,  not  to  stir  or  speak. 
Whatever  tf  you  shall  see  or  hear^  now  or 

hereafter— 
pive  me  your  gold :  I'll  plant  you. 

Aug.  Why,  as.  I  am  a  gentleman^ 
I  will  not. 

'  Maid,  Enough.  Quick !  follow  me. 
'      '  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Servant. 
Slerv.  Why,  where's  this  maid  ?  She  has 
muqh  care  of  her  business !       [whiew ! 
l^cU!   I  think  she  be  sunk!    Why,  Kell, 
Maid,  [within].    What  ib  the  matter? 

Enter  Maid, 
Serv.  I  pray  you  heartily  come  away ! 
Oh,  come,  come.    1'he  gentleman  my  mis- 
tress invited 


Is  coming  (kywn  |he  street,  and  the  baoque^ 
Not  yet  brought  out ! 

[Tfiey  bring  in  tki  banquet » 

leUa.  \within\  Nell,  sirrah! 

Maid,  1  come,  forsooth. 

Serv.  Now  must  I  walk ; 
When  there  is  any  6eshly  xnatters  in  hand, 
My  mistress  sends  me  of  a  four  hours*  errand  t 
But  i  f  I  go  not  about  mine  own  bodily  business 
As  well  as  she,  I  am  a  Turk.  [Eiitl 

jpnter  Father, 
Father.  What !  all  wide  open  ?  Tis  the  way 

to  sin, 
Doubtles« ;  but  I  must  on ;  the  gates  of  hell 
Are  not  more  pas*>ablc  thai;i.  these :  How  they 
Will  be  to  get  out,  God  knows;  I  must  try. 
Tis  very  strange!  If  tliere  be  any  life  [self! 
Wi(hin  this  house,  'would  it  would  shew  it- 
Whieit's  here 21  a  banquet?  and  no  mouth  to 

eat. 
Or  bid  me  do  it?  This  is  something  like 
The  entertainment  of  adventurous  knights 
£ntVii\g  enchanted  castles ;  for  the  manner, 
Tho'  there  be  nothing' dismal  to  be  seen,      ^ 
Amazes  me  a  little.     What  is  meant 
Bv  tliis  strange  invitation  ?  I  Will  sound 
My  daughter's  meaning  ere  I  speak  to  her. 
If  it  be  possible ;  for  by  my  voice    [Music k. 
She  will  discover  me.  Ilark !  whence  is  this  .^ 

THE  80NG.^ 
Come  hither,  you  that  love,  and  hear  me 

Of  joys  still  growing,  fsing^ 

Qteen,  fresh  and  lusty,  as  the  pride  of 

And  ever  blowiug.  t^P*"'"?* 

Come  hither,  youths  tliat  blush,  and  dara 
not  know 

What  is  desire, 
And  old  men,  worse  than  you,  that  cannot 

One  spark  of  .fire.  [blow" 

And  with  the  power  of  my  enchanting  song. 
Boys  shall  be  able  men,and  old  men  young. 

Enter  Angeh  abcfoe. 
Come  hither,  you  that  hope,  and  you  that 
Leave  oflf  complain  ing ;  [cry ; 

Yo.uth,  strength,  and  beauty,  that  shall 
never  die,  ' 

Are  here  remaining.  \}^^% 

Come  hither,  fools,  and  blush  you  stay  so 

From  being  blest,  [wrong, 

And  mad  men  worse  than  you,  that  suffer 

Yet  seek  no  rest. 
And  in  an  hour,  with  my  enchanting  song. 
You  shall  be  ever  pleasM,  and  young  maids 
long. 

Enter  Lelia  and  Womany  with  night^gomn 
and  tlippert. 

Lelia.  Sir,  you  are  welcome  hitherr  as  this 
kiss, 


«.  Where  you  thalL]  Varied  by  ^ympson. 

<*  It  is  a  sufficient  compliment  to  this  Sqngj^that  Mr.  Killigrew  has  inserted  it  in  his  Thomasa,^ 
•r  Merry  Wanderer.'       Symuson.  - 
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0hr*Q  with  a  larger  freedom  tban  Ibe  use 
Of  strangers  will  adautyshall  witness  to  you.— 
*^iit  the  s^nm  oo  bim. — la  this  chair  sit 

down. — 
Give  him  bis  slippers. — ^Be  not  so  amazM : 
^ere*s  to  your  b^th !  and  you  shall  feel  this 

wine 
^r  lively  in  me,  in  the  dead  of  night. — 
piye  him  some  wine. — Fall  to  your  banauet, 
i^nd  le^ us  grow  in  mirth.  Tbo*  I  am  set  [sir  ; 
Kow  thus  far  offyou,  y^t,  four  glasses  hence, 
j  will  sit  here,  ^od  try,  (ill  both  our  bloods 
Shoot  up  and  ctown  to  find  a  passage  out; 

3 'hen  mouth  to  mouth  will  we  walk  up  to  bed, 
ind  undress  one  another  as  we  go ; 
Where  both  my  treasqre,  body,  and  my  soul. 
Are  yours  tq  be  disj>Qs'd  of. 
Fathei^.  Umh!  umhl 
fMaJgei  ugns  of  ^  white  head  and  beard, 
JOelia,  You  are  old? 
Is  that  your  meaning?  Why,  you  are  to  me 
^he  greater  novefty  ;  all  our  fvesh  youth 
Are  daily  ofier'd  me.    Thq*  you  perforroji 
As  you  tnink,  little,  yet  you  satisfy 
^y  appetite;  frqn^^our  experience 

}may  learn  sometmng  in  the  way  of  lust 
may  be  better  for.     But  I  can  t^h 
^hese  young  ones :'  But  thi^  day  Ldid  refuse 
A  pair  of  them ;  Julio  and  Angelo^      [fools 
And  told  them  they  were,  as  they  were,  raw 
And  whclp^.  [Ang.  makes  discontented  sigm. 

Maid,  Tray  God  he  speak  not! 
fMaid  lays  her  finger  cross  her  mout\  to  hini. 

Lelia,  Vyhy  speak  y(m  not. 
Sweet  sir  ? 
'    Father,  Umh  \ 

[Stops  his  ears;  s/tews  he  is.  troubled  with  th^ 
mus^k. 

Lelia,  Peace  there,  that  musick !  Now,  sir, 
^peak  to  me. 

Father,  Umh  5  [Points  at  the  MM, 

Lelia,  Why  ?  would  you  have  her  gone  ? 
You  need  not  keep  your  freedom  in  for  her ; 
She  knows  my  life,  that  she  might  write  it ; 
think  ffessor, 

She  is  a  stone :  She  is  a  kind  of  bawdy  con- 
And  will  not  utter  secrets. 

Father,  Umh  !  '        [Points,  at  her  (fgain, 

Lelia,  Be  gone  then, 
$ince  hp  needs  will  have  it  so.    Tis  all  one. 
[Exit  Maid.     Father  locks  the  door. 
Is  all  now  as  you  would ;  Come,  meet  me 

then ; 
And  bring  a  thousand  kisses  on  thy  lips, 
And  I  will  rob  thee  of  'em,  and  yeic  l^ave 
Thy  lips  as  wealthy  as  they  were  before. 

Father,  Yes,  all  is  as  I  woi^ld^  but  thou  ! 

Lelia.  By  Heaven, 
It  is  my  father  ?  [Starts, 

Father,  And  I  do  beseech  thee 
Leave  these  unheard-of  lusts,  which  worse 

become  thee 
Than  mocking  of  thy  father.  Let  thine  eyes. 
Reflect  upon  thy  soul,  and  there  behold 
How  loathed  black  it  is;  and  whereas  now 


Thy  face  is  heaVnIy  fair,  but  tby  mind  foul, 

Gq  but  into  thy  closet,  and  there  cry 

'Till  thou  hastspoil'd  that  face,  and  thou  shalt 

find      ^ 
How  ei^oellenta  change  thou  wilt  have  made, 
For  inward  beauty. 

Lelia,  Tho*  I  know  him  now 
To  be  my  father,  never  let  me  live 
If  my  lust  do  abate !  Til  take  upon  ma 
To  hove  known  him  all  this  white.. 

Father^  Lo.ok  !  dost  thou  know  me  ? 

Lelia,  I  knew  you,  sir,  before. 

Father.  What  didst  thou  do  ? 

Lelia,  Knew  you :  And  so  unmov'dly  harm 
you  borne 
All  the  sad  crosses  that  I  laid  upan  you. 
With  such  a  noble  temper,  which  indeeti 
I  purposely  cast  on  you,  to  discern 
Your  carriage  in  calamity,  and  you 
Have  undergone  'em  with  that  brave  con-^ 

tempt, 
That  I  have  turned  the  reverence  of  a  child 
Into  the  hot  affection  of  a  lover  :        [vount. 
Nor  can  there  on  the  earth  be  fouua,  but 
^  spirit  fit  to  meet  with  mine* 

Father.  A  woman? 
Thou  art  not  sure ! 

Lelia,  Look  and  believe. 

Father.  Thou  art 
Something  created  to  succeed  the  devil, 
When  he  grows  weary  of  his  envious  r.oursa. 
And  compassing  the  world.     But  I  believe 

thee ;  ^  .« 

Thou  didbt  but  mean  to  try  mv  patience, 
And  dost  so  still:  But  better  be  advis*d. 
And  make  thy  trial  witii  some  other  things 
That  safelicr  will  admit  a  dalliance: 
And  if  it  should  be  earnest,  understand 
Ho.w  curs'd  thou  art !  so  far  from  Heaven^ 

that  thou 
Believ'st  it  not  enough  to  damn  alone. 
Or  with  a  stranger,  but  wouldst  heap  all  sins 
Unnatural  upon  this  ^ed  head ; 
And  draw  tliy  father  to  thy  bed,  and  hell ! 

Lefia.  You  are  deceived,  sir;  'tis  not  a- 
gainst  nature 
For  us  to.  lie  together:  If  you  have 
An  arrow  of  the  same  tree  with  your  bow>» 
Is*t  more  unnatural  to  shoot  it  there 
Tlian  in  another?  Tis  our  general  nature 
To  procreate,  as  fire's  is  to  consume ; 
And  it  will  trouble  yon  to  find  a  stick 
The  fire  will  turn  from.  If 't  be  Nature's  will 
We  should  not  mix,  she  will  discover  to  us 
Some  most  apparent  crossness,  as  our  organs 
Will  not  be  tit;  which  if  we  do  perceive 
We'll  leave,  and  think  it  is  her  pleasure 
That  we  should  deal  with  others. 

Fathfr,  The  doors  are  fast ; 
Thou  shalt  not  s«^  a  prayer !  'tis  not  God's  will 
Thou  shouldst.     When  this  is  done,  I'll  kill 

myself, 
That  never  man  may  tcll^me  I  got  thee. 
[Father  draws  his  svsoT^d;  Angelo  discovers 
himself. 


Lelia,  I  pffty  you,  sir  !— Help  there ! — for 
God's  sake,  sir !  [your  age ! 

Ang.  Hold,  reverend  sir!  for  honour  of 

Father.  \yho*s  Xh&tf  [^suul 

Ang.  For  safety  of  your  soul,  and  ot  the 
Of  that  too  wicked  woman  yet  to  die  ! 

Father.  Wliat  art  thou  ?  and  how  cam'st 
thou  to  that  place  ? 

Ang.  I  am  a  man  so  strangely  hither  come, 
That  X  have  broke  an  oath  in  speaking  this; 
But  I  believe  'twas  better  broke  than  kept, 
And  I  desire  your  patiepce.     Let  me  in. 
And  I  firotest  I  will  not  hinder  you 
la  anv  act  you  wish,  more  than  by  word. 
'  Jf  so  I  can  persuade  you,  that  1  will  not 
Use  violence.  Til  throw  my  sword  down  to 

you. 
This  house  holds  none  but  I,  only  a  maid, 
Whom  I  will  lock  fast  in,  as  1  come  down. 

Father.  I  do  not  know  thee;  but  thy  tongue 
doth  seem 
To  be  acquainted  with  the  truth  so  well 
That  I  will  let  thee  in :  Throw  down  thy 

A?ig.  There  'tis"!  [sword. 

Lelia.  How  came  he  there?  I  am  betray 'd 
to  shame ! 
The  fear  of  sudden  death  struck  me  all  over 
So  violently,  that  I  scarce  have  breath 
To  speak  yet :  But  1  have  it  in  my  head. 
And  out  it  shall,  that^  Father,  may  perhaps 
P'er-reach  you  yet. '  [Father  lets  in  Angela, 

Father.  Come,  sir;  what  is't  you  say  ? 

Lelia.  My  Angelo !  By  all  the  joys  of  love. 
Thou  art  as  welcome,  as  these  pHaiit  arms 
Twin'd  round,  and  fast  about  thee^  c^n  per- 
suade thee  I 

Ang.  Away  I  [cam'st ! 

Lelia.  I  was  in  such  o,  fright  before  thou 
Yon  old  mad  fellow  (it  will  limke  tliee  laugh, 
Tho'  it  fear*d  me;  has  talk'd  so  wildly  here  ! 
Sirrah,  he  rush'd  in  at  my  doors,  and  swore 
He  was  my  father,  and,  I  think,  believed  it : 
But  that  he  had  a  sword,  and  threatrnM,me, 
1*  faith  he  was  good  sport.  Good,  thrust  huu 

put, 
That  thou  and  I  may  kiss  together ;  wilt  thou  ? 

Father.  Are  you  her  champion?  and  with 
these  fe^ir  words, 
Got  in  to  rescue  her  from  me? 

[Offers  ta  run  at  him, 

Ang.  Hold,  sir! 
I  swear  I  do  not  harbour  such  a  thought : 
I  speak  it  not  for  that  you  have  two  swords, 
But  for  'tis  truth. 

JLe/ttf .  Two  swords,  my  Angelo  ? 

Think  this,  tliat  thou  bust  two  young  brawny 

arms  [swords 

And  ne'er  a  sword,   and  he  has  two  good 

And  ne'er  an  arm  to  use 'em :  liush  upon  hixn ! 


THE  C APTACT .  [Act  4.  Scene  4. 

I  could  have  beaten  him  with  this  weak  body. 
If  I  had  had  the  spirit  of  a  man. 
Ang.  Stand  from  me,  and  leave  talking, 
or  by  Heaven  f  thee ! 

ril  trample  thy  last  damning  word  out  of 
Fatker.   Why  do  you  hinder  me   then  f- 
stand  away. 
And  I  will  ri<)  her  quickly. 

Lelia.  *Wuuld  I  were  ' 
Clear  of  this  business !  yet  I  cannot  pray. 
Ang.  Oh,  be  advis'd !  Why,  you  were  bet- 
ter kill  her,  [place. 
If  she  were  good.    Convey  her  from  this 
Where  none  but  yoa,  and  such  as  you  ap* 

point. 
May  vi$it  her;  where  let  her  hear  of  nought 
'  But  death  and  damning,  (which  she  hath  de* 

sen-'d) 
Till  she  b^  ^uly,  justly  sorrowful ; 
And  thpn,  lay  mercy  t6  her,  who  does  know 
But  she  may  mend  f 

Father.  But  whither  should  I  bear  her? 
Ang,  To  my  house ; 
*Tis  large  and  private ;  I  will  lend  it  yon. 

Father.  1  thank  you,  sir;  and  happily  it  fita 
With  some  design  I  have.  But  how  shall  we 

Convey  her 

Lelia,  Will  they  carry  me  away  ? 
Father.  For  she  wilt  scratch  and  kick^  and 
scream  so  loud 
That  people  will  be  d.rawn  to  res«^ue  her. 
Ang.  VVhy,  none  can  hear  her  here^  but 
Jier  own  maid, 
Who  is  as  fast  as  she. 

Father.  But  in  the  street  ? 
Ang.  Why,  we  will  take  *em  both  into  the 
kitchen. 
There  bind  'em,  and  then  gag  'em,  and  the* 

throw  'em 
Into  a  coach  I'll  bring  to  the  back-door. 
And  hurry  'em  away. 

Father.  It  ^nW  be  so. 
I  owe  you  much  for  this,  »nd  I  may  pay  you  : 
Tliere  is  your  sword.    Lay  hold  upon  her   , 

quickly. 
This  Way  with  me,  thou  disobedient  child! 
Why  does  thy  stubborn  heart  beat  at  thy 

breast? 
Let  it  be  still ;  for  I  will  have  it  search'd 
Till  I  have  found  a  weH  of  living  tear^    * 
Within  it,  that  shall  spring  out  or  thine  eyes. 
And  flow  all  o'ei-  tby  body  fouKd  with  sin,    ^ 
'Till  it  have  wash*d  it  quite  without  a  stain. 
Ldiq.   Help!  help!  ah!  ah  !  Murder!  I 
'  shall  be  murdered  !  [They  drag  her, 

» I  shall  be  murder'd ! 

Father.  This  helps  thee  not. 
Lelia.  Basely  murder'd,  basely  ! 
Father.  I  warrant  you,  [Erevttt^ 
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ACT   V. 


SCENE  r. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Piso, 


Ijod,  Trills  rojKuy  Captain  has  made  fine 
•■'    work  with  us.  [carry  him 

Piso,  I  would  the  devil  id  a  storm  would 
Home  to  his  garrison  again.   I  ache  all  over. 
That  I  am  sure  of!  Certainly  my  body 
Is  of  a  wild-fire**,  for  my  head  rings  baclc- 
Or  else  I  have  a  morris  in  my  brains,     [ward, 

Lod.  I'll  deal  no  more  with  soldiers.  Well 

.    remembered; 
Did  not  the  vision  promise  to  appear 
About  this  time  again  ? 

Piso.  Yes.     Here  be  comes: 
tic'sjuiton'sword. 

Enter  Father. 

Father,  Ohi  they  be  here  together. 
She's  penitent;  and,  by  my  troth,  I  stagger 
Whether,  as  noW  she  is,  either  of  these 
Two  fools  be  worthy  of  her :  Yet,  because 
Her  youth  is  prone  to  fall  again,  ungoverird. 
And  marriage  now  may  stay  her,  one  of  'em 
(And  Piso,  since  I  understand  him  abler) 
Shall  be  the  man ;  the  othef  bcair  the  charges, 
And  willingly,  as  I  will  handle  it. 
I  have  a  ring  here,  which  he  shall  believe 
Is  sent  him  from  a  woman  I  have  thought  of: 
But  ere  1  leave  it.  111  have  one  of  his 
In  pawn  worth  two  on't ;  for  I  will  not  lose 
By  such  a  me^  of  sugar-sops  as  this  is ; 
I  am  too  old. 

Lod.  It  moves  again ;  let's  meet  h. 

Father.  Now,  if  I  be  not  out,  we  shall 
have  fine  sport. 
i  am  glad  I've  met  you,  sir,  so  happily ; 
You  do  remember  me,  I'm  sure. 

Lod.  I  do,  sir.  [lcni;c. 

Puo.  This  is  a  short  preludium  to  a  chal- 

Father.  1  have  a  message,  sir,  that  much 

concerns  you,  [hear  too. 

And  for  your  special  good.     N«y,  you  may 

PUo.  What  sh6uld  this  feWdw  memi? 

Father.  There  is  a  lady — 


How  the  poor  thing  begins  to  warm  already — 
Come  to  this  town,  (as  yet  a  stranger  here; 

sir) 
Fair,  young,  and  rich,  both  in  possessions. 
And  all  the  graces  that  make  up  a  woman, 
A  widow,  and  a  virtuous  one. — It  works; 
He  needs  no  broth  upoii't. 

Jjod.  What  of  her,  sir? 

Father.  No  more  but  this;  slie  loves  yoa. 

IjuL  Loves  me  ? 

Father.  Yes; 
And  with  a  strong  afiection,  but  a  fair  one. 
If  you  be  wise  and  thankful,  ydu  are  made: 
There's  the  whole  matter. 

Jjfd.  I  am  sure  I  hear  this.  [lue; 

Father.  Here  is  a  ring,  sir,  of  no  little  va- 
Which,  after  she  had  seen  you  at  a  window. 
She  bad  me  haste,  and  give  it;  when  sh4 
Like  a  blown  rose.  [blush'd 

Lad.  But  'pray,  sir,  by  your  leave — 
Methinks  your  years  should  promise  no  ill 
meaning.  [courser  <*'* 

Father.  I  am  no  bawd,  nor  cheater,  nor  « 
Of  broken-winded  women :   K  you  fear  me^* 
I'll  take  my  leave,  and  let  my  lady  use 
A  fellow  of  more  form;  an  hooester 
I'm  sure  she  cannot. 

Lod.  Stay  !  you  have  confirm'd  met 
Yet  let  me  feel ;  you  are  in  health  ? 

Father.  1  htjpe  so ; 
Mv  water's  well  enough,  and  my  pulse. 

'Lod.  Then 
All  may  be  exMleht.     'Pray  pardon  me ; 
For  I  am  like  a  boy  that  had  found  money, 
Afniid  I  dream  still. 

Piso.  Sir,  what  kind  of  woman, 
Of  what  proportion,  isyouf  lady? 

Lod,  Ay?  [ture: 

Father.  I'll  fell  yon  p^6sentl)r  her  very  pic- 
D'  you  know  a  woman  in  tiii^  town  they 
Stay ;  yes ;  it  is  so — Lclia  ?  [call — 

Piso.  Not  by  sight. 

Father.  Nor  yoli,  bit  ? 

fjtd.  Neither. 

Father.  These  are  precious  rogues. 


*  I*  of  a  vildjire.]  So  the  old  copies.  The  reading  in  the  text  [all  for  of]  it  from  Mr. 
Seward's  conjeciurc,  who  thinks  it  much  more  agreeable  to  the.  tenor  of  this  speech .    Sywpson., 

We  believe  the  reading  of  the  old  copies  right;  meaning,*  My  body  is  [madb]  of  a  wildfire.' 

«  Nor  a  coarser. J  Though  I  have  chnnged  coarser  to  cifurser^  as  we  commonly  pronounce 
it,  yet  I  fancy  we  ottght  to  make  a  further  cotrection  still,  and  for  Courser  read  a«er,  i.  e. 
mango,  a  merchant  or  dealer  in,  &c.  the  word  cose  in  Scotch  signifying  to  change  or  hai'^ 
tcr.  I  am  indebted  to  the  ingeniorus  and  teamed  Mr.  I^ye,  for  tliis  sense  of  the  word.  Vid, 
Sunii  Etytnoiogicoa  Anglicanufii  ad  verbum  cosl^d.        Sj/mpson. 

Though  Mr.  Sympsonr  thus  confidently  snyS,  *  I  have  changed*  yet  courser  is  the  reading 
of  the  second  folio;  and  is,  as  the  context  proves,  evidently  right;  *  a  courser  of  broken^ 
winded  women.' — In  the  same  style  is  his  assertion,  that,  when  Angelq(p.  340)  is  persuad- 
ing Lelia's  Maid  to  admit  him  into  the  house*,  the  other  copies  make  Angelu  sav,  *■  This 
Crossness  docs  become  thee,'  and  that  *  he  has  inserted  die  particle  n9t/  wfaicli^  kowc^tr^ 
•ppears  in  the  second  fuiio. 
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*to  rail  upon  a  woisati  rhejr  ne'er  f»w : 

^  they  would  use  their  kindred.         [Aiide'. 

Pifo.  We  have  heard  tho' 
She's  very  fair  and  goodly. 

father.  Such  another. 
Just  of  the  same  complexion,  makings  speech, 
(But  a  thought  sweeter)  is  thy  lady. 

LofL  Then 
fthe  must  be  exccUctit  indeed. 

Father,  Indeed  she  is, 
Jknd  you  will  find  it  so.     You  do  believe  m^  ? 

Lod.'  Yes,  marry  do  I;  and  1  am  so  al- 
terM— :- 

Father.  Your  h:tppiness  will  alter  any  man. 
t)o  not  delay  thie  time,  sir :  At  a  houSfe 
where  don  Velasco  lay^  the  Spanish  sigftor^ 
Which  noW  is  Signer  Angelo's,  she  is. 

lod.  I  know  it 

Father.  But  befdrfe  ydu  Shew  yourself, 
Let  it  be  night  by  all  means ;  wiliirigly 
fiy  day  she  would  not  have  such  gallants  seen 
llepair  ufito  her;  'tis  her  modesty. 

lAtd.  I'll  go  and  fit  myself: 

Father.  Do;  and  be  surte 
Vou  send  provision  in,  in  fall  abdndanbfe,  , 
Fit  for  the  marri^e ;  for  this  night,  I  know; 
3he  will  be  ybors.  Sir,  hate  you  ne'er  a  token 
Of  worth  to  send  her  back  again  ?  You  must ; 
She  u  ill  expect  it. 

IjxL  Yes;  'pray  give  hfer  this, 

[U*T*t  a  riilgf 
And  with  it,  all  I  hare.  I'm  roadfe  for  ever  I 

[Exit: 

Piio.  Well,  thou  hast  fools*  luck.    Should 
I  live  as  long 
As  an  old  oak,  and  say  my  prayers  houriy, 
I  bhould  not  be  thfe  better  of  a  penny, 
t  think  the  dovil  be  my  ghostly  father ! 
Upon  my  conscience,  1  am  full  as  handsome ; 
f  m  sure  I  have  more  wit,  and  more  perforra- 
Whirh  is  a  pretty  matleh  [ance. 

Father.  Do  you  think,  sir,  [stant 

That  your  friend,  signor  Piso^  ivill  be  con- 
tJnto  my  lady  ?  you  siiould  knd¥fr  him  well. 

Fisp.  Who?  sijjnorPiso? 

Father.  Yei,  the  gentleman. 

Puo.  Why,  you  arc  widfe,  sir. 

Father.  Is  not  his  name  Piso  ? 

Pi$o.  No ;  mine  is  Piso. 

Father.  How! 

Fuo.  It  is  indeed,  sir ; 
And  bis  19  Lodovic;  ^ 

Father.  'R»eo  Tm  undone,  sir! 
l^orT  was  sent  at  first  to  Piso.  What  ^rascal 
Was  I,  so  Igniorantly  to  mistake  you! 

Piso.  Peace; 
lliere  is  no  harm  done  yet. 

Father.  Now  'tis  too  late, 
t  know  my  error :  At  taming  of  a  street, 
(For  you  were  then  upOn  tlie  rightrhand  of 
him) 


Yon  changed  your  places  suddenly;  wher?  I 
(Like  a  cross  blockhead  ^)  lost  my  memory; 
What  shall  I  do.^  My  lady  utterly 
Will  put  me  from  her  favour. 

Piso.  Never  feair  it ; 
I'll  be  thy  guard,  I  warrdnt  thee.  Oh,  oh ! 
Am  I  at  length  inepnted  ?  For  the  ritig, 
I'll  fetch  it  bdck  with  a  light  vengeance  frooi 

Kim : 
H'  liad  better  keep  tame  devils  than  that  ring: 
Art  thou  not  steward? 

Father.  No. 

Pi$o.  -Thou  shalt  be  shortly.   . 

Father.  Lord,  how  he  takes  it !       [Aiidi^ 
'  Pito.  I'll  go  shift, me  straight 
Art  sure  it  was  to  PisO  ? 

Fathkk^  Oh,  too  sore^  sir. 

Piio.  I'll  mount  thee,  if  llive,  for^t— Ghnt 
roepatiencei 
HeaVen,  to  bear  this  blessing;  I  beseech  tbeel 

ifim  but  mail !  I  pfithee  break  my  head, 
o  make  iiie  understand  I'm  sensible.     [siK 
Fathet.  Lend  me  ybur  dagger,  aiid  I  will; 
P«o.  Nd; 
I  believe  now,  like  a  good  christian. 

FatJ^.  Good  sir,  make  ha^te;  I  dare  not 
go  without  ybu, 
Since  I  have  so  mistaked. 

Piio.  'Tis  no  matter:  [ret's  — 

Meet  roe  Within  this  half-hobi*  at  St.  Marga- 

Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  leg !  thou  hast  3i« 

trick  on't.  [Erit. 

Enter  Angela  and  Julio. 
Aiig.  How  now !  the  news? 
Father.  Well,  passing  well ;  I  have  'em 
Both  in  a  leiish,  and  iiiade  right  for  my  pttr<i 
pose;  . 

Jufio.  I'm  glad  on't.    I  must  leave  you. 
Ang.  Whither,  maii?  [too. 

Jutid.  tf  all  go  right,  I  may  be  fast  enough' 
AHg.  I  cry  you  mercy,  sir !  1  know  your 
nieaning : 
Clora's  the  womari ;  ^be's  Frank's  bedfellow. 
Commend  me  to  'dm;  and  go,  JuHo, 
Bring  'em  to  supper  all,  to  grace  thii  matter : 
They'll  serve  for  witnesses. 
Julio,  I  will.    Farewell ! 
[Ex.  Julio  at  onk  door;  Ang.  and  Father 
at  another, 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  CloHtf  Frank,  Frederick,  and  Maid: 
Fred.  Sister,  1  brought  you  Jacomo  to  th' 
door: 
He  has  forgot  all  that  he  said  last  night ; 
And  shame  of  that  makes  him  more  loth  to' 
I  left  Fabritio  persuading  him ;  [com*; 

But  'tis  in  vain. 

Frank.  Alas,  my  fortune,  Clora ! 


«•  A  cross  blockhead.]  I  have  a  strong  suspicion  that  gross  was  the  original  reading ;  i.  el 
W^hat  a  great,  stupid,  dull,  &c.  blotkhead  was  I !        Sampson. 
Cross  may  perhaps  be  ased  by  flie  Poets  in  the  scns^  of  blundmng. 


Act  1.  Scene  «.]  THE  CAPTAI^:; 

Chra.  Now,  Frank,  see  what  a  kind  of 
man  you  love, 
That  loves  you  when  he's  drunk. 

Frank.  If  so, 
'Faith  I  would  marry  him :  My  friends,!  hope. 
Would  roake  him  drink. 

Chra,  Tis  well  considered,  Frank, 
He  has  such  pretty  humours  then.  .Besides, 
Being  a  soldier,  *tis  better  lie  should  love  you 
When  he's  drunk,  than  when  he's  sober ;  for 
then  [on's  life. 

He  will  be  sure  to  love  you  the  greatest  part 
Frank,  And  were  not  1  a  happy  woman  then? 
Chra.  That  ever  was  born,  Frank,  i'  faith. 
F>ed,  Ijow  now !  what  says  he  ? 

Enter  Faln-itio. 

Fab.  'Faitli,  you  may  as  well  'tice  a  doj^;  up 
With  a  whip  and  bell,  as  him  by  telling  him 
Of  love  and  women :  He  swears  t  hey  mock 

Fred.  Look  how  my  sister  weeps,      [him. 

Fab,  Why,  who  can  litip  it? 

Fred.  Yes,  you  may  safely  swear  she  loves 
him.  [oaths 

Fab.  Why,  so  I  did ;  and  may  do  ail  tlie 
Arithmetick  can  make,  ere  he  believe  me ; 
And  since  h^  was  last  drunk,  he  is  more 
jealous  [him 

They  would  abuse  him.  If  we  could  persuade 
She  iov'd,  he  would  embrace  it. 

Fred.  She  herself 
Shall  bate  so  much  of'licr  own  modesty, 
To  swear  it  to  him,  with  such  tears  as  now 
You  see  rain  from  her. 

Fab.  I  believe  'twould  work ; 
But  xi'ould  you  have  her  do't  i'th*  open  street  ? 
Or,  if  vou  would,  bc'Jl  run  away  froju  her. 
How  shall  we  get  him  hither.^ 

Fred.  By  entreaty. 

Fab.  Tis  most  impossible.  No ;  if  wecould 
An)»er  bim  hither,  (as  there  is*  no  way 
But  that  to  brin<;him)  and  then  hold  him  fast. 
Women  and  mm,  whilst  she  delivers  t«  him 
The  ti'uth  seal'd  with  her  tears,  he  would  be 

pliant  SI 
As  a  pleas'd  child.    He  walks  below  for  me. 
Under  the  window. 
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Clora.  We'll  anj^r  hira,  I  warrant  ye  t 
Let  one  o'  th'  maids  take  a  good  bowl  of  wa* 
Or  sav  it  be  a,  piss-pot,  and  pour  it        [ter, 
On's  head. 

Fab.  Content !  Hang  me,  if  I  like  not 
The  cast  on't  rarely ;  for  no  Question 
Tis  an  approv'd  receipt  to  fetch  such  a  fellow. 
Take  all  the  women-kind  in  tills  liouse,  t)e- 
twixt  [them 

The  age  of  one  and  one  hundred,  and  <  let 
Take  unto  them  a  pot  or  a  bowl,  containing 
Seven  quarts  or  upwards,  and  let  them  never 
leave  [full; 

Till  the  ahove-uam'd  pot  or  bowl  become 
Then  Jet  onfe  of  them  stretch  out  her  arm, 
anfl  pour  it  [him  ; 

On  his  head,  and,  probatun*  ^t,  it  will  fetch 
For  in  his  anger  he  will  run  up,  and  then  • 
Let  us  alone. 

Clora.  Go  you  and  do  it.        [Exit  Maid, 

Frank,  Good  Cljra,  no. 

C/ora.  Away,  1  say,  and  do  it.  l^ever  fear; 
We  have  enough  of  that  water  ready  distiU'd. 

Frank.    Why,  this  will  make  Iiim  mad, 
Fahritio ; 
He'll  neither  love  me  drunk,  nor  sober,  now. 

Fab.  1  warrant  you.  What,    is  the  weiTch 
conic  up? 

Enter  Maid  abcmt^ 

Clora.  Art  thou  there,  wench  ? 

Maid*  Ay. 

Fab.  Look  out  then 
If  thou  canst  see  him. 

Maid.  Yes,  I  see  hira ;  and  by  my  trOlK 
He  stands  so  fair,  I  could  not  hold,  were  ho 
Wy  father.  His  liat's  off  too,  and  he's  scratch- 
His  head.  [ing 

Fab.  (Jh,  wash  that  hand,  I  prithee. 

Maid,  God  send  thee  good  luck ! 
Tis  the  second  time  I  have  thrown  thee  out 

lO'day. 
Ha,  ha,  ha !  just  on*5  head. 

Frank.  Alas! 

Fab.  What  does  he  now? 

Maid.  He  gathers  stones :  God*&  light,  he 
breaks  all  the  street-windows** ! 


•*  He  vjtmid  be  plain.]  Plain  being  evidently  corrupt,  Mr.  Seward  proposes  to  read  pliant; 
and  Mr.  Sympson,/aiw,  i.  e.  (upon  authority  of  Spenser; Jo/</f^  We  think  this  very  uncouth, 
and  that  Seward's  conjecture  is  nuich  more  plausible.  * 

**  The  street  windotcs.]  This  is  a  passaj^e  I  cannot  at  all  reconcile  with  the  context ;  as 
perhaps  not  being  skilled  enout»h  in  architerturc ;  for  whatwindowt  wvre  ih^ -it/ cet  ones? 
high  ones,  no  doubt;  because  he  breaks  them  with  stones.  But  what  were  the  low  ones 
he  a  now  breaking  with  his  sword  .^  Were  not  these  t)ward  the  street  too?  If  they  were  not, 
why  are  thny  not  distinvuished  ?  and  if  they  be,  then  there  is  a  distinction  without  a  diffe-^ 
rence.  I  suspect  the  passage  corrupted,  and  that  to  msike  our  Poets  talk  sense,  and  the 
whole  passage  consistent,  we  ou^ht  t*)  rea-l : 

<  ,  the  garret  windows.' 

The  Captain  broke  those  with  stones,  the  ganet'beinj:  the  place  from  whence  the  Jordan 
was  discharged;  but  after  his  ammunition  whjs  spent,  like  a  i)rave  oflicer,  he  charges  the  lower 
windows  sword  in  hand,  and  manfully  makes  a  mighty  breach  in  tiie  innocent  and  inoffen- 
sive ground-room  windows.         Sj/mpton. 

The  street  windows  mean  simply  the  windows  that  look  to  the  street;  any  of  which  he 
might  throw  stones  at;  but  he  could  reach  none  but  tlie  liHcer  oues  wiib  his  sword,  which 
are  therefore  necessarily  specified. 

Vol.  IL  s  Y  • 
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THE  CAPTAm. 


[Act  5.  Scene  4. 


Jae.  [wHhin,']  Whores  I  bawds !  your  win- 
dows, your  windows! 
Maid,  Now  be  is  breaking 
All  cbe  low  windows  with  his  swords  Ex* 

celleut  sfwrt ! 
Now  he's  beating  a  fellow  that  laughs  at  him; 
Truly  the  man  takes  it  patiently :  Now  he 

goes 
Down  ttie  street  gravely, looking  on  each  side; 
There's  not  one  more  dare  laujjh. 
Frank,  Does  he  go  on? 
Maid,  Yes. 

Frank,  Fabritio,  you  have  undone  a  maid 

[Kneeh, 
By  treachery;  know  you  some  other  better, 
You  would  prefer  your  friend  to?  If  you  do 

not, 
Bring  him  again !  I  have  no  other  hope  [me, 
))ut  you,  that  made  me  lose  hope ;  if  jou  fail 
J  ne*er  shall  see  him,  but  shall  languish  out 
A  discontented  life,  and  die  contemned. 
Fub.  This  vexes  me  I  I  pray  you  be  more 
patient. 
^  If  I  have  any  truth,  let  what  will  happen, 

[Liftt  her  up, 
111  bring  him  presently.    Do  you  all  stand 
At  tlie  streetAloor,  the  maids,  and  all,  to 
watch  [place 

When  I  come  back,  and  have  some  private 
To  shuffle  me  into ;  for  he  shall  follow 
In  fury,  but  I  know  I  can  out-run  tiim : 
As  he  conies  in,  clap  all  fast  hold  on  him, 
And  use  your  own  discretions. 

Fred,  We  will  do  it.  [hither, 

Fak,  But  suddenly ;  for  I  will  brmg  him 

With  that  unstopp'd  speed,  that  he  shall  run 

over  [tur'd. 

All  that's  iu's  way :  And  tho*  my  life  be  ven^ 

'lis  no  gre^t  matter,  I  will  dQ*t. 

frank.  X  thank  you^  worthy  fabritio. 

[flJ^eunt. 

SCENE  lit 
Ejtter  Jacomo, 

J(fe,  I  ever  knew  np  woman  could  abjde 
But  am  I  grown  so  contemptible,  [me; 

By  bein^  once  drunk  amongst  'em,  that  they 

To  throw  piss  on  my  head?  fof  purely  it  was 
piss:  Huh,  bun!  [Set^k  to  tmell. 

Enter  Fabritio. 

Fob,  Jacomo,  how  dost  thou  ? 

Jtac,  Well;  something  troubled 
With  wfttfish  humours. 

Fab.  Fob  !  how  tbou  stink'st ! 
'Prithee'stand  further  off  me.  Metlilnks  these 
humours  [moqrs. 

Become  thee  better  tlian  thy  dry  rholerick  hu- 
Or  t^y  wjne- wet  humours.    Ha! 

Jar.  You're  pleasant; 
But,  Fabritio,  know  1  a^  not  in  the  mood 
Qf  suffering  jests. 

Fab.  If  you  be  not  i'th*  mood, 
I  hope  yoji  will  not  be  muody,    5ut  truly 


I  cannot  blame  tlie  gentlewomen ;  you  stood 

eves-dropping       , 
Under  their  window,  and  would  not  come  up. 

Jac.  Sir,  t  suspect  now,  by  your  idle  talk, 
Your  hand  was  in't ;  which,  if  I  once  believe. 
Be  sure  yon  shall  account  to  me. 

Fab.  The  gentlewomen 
And  the  maids  have  counted  to  you  already; 
The  next  turn  I  see  is  mine. 

Jac.  Let  me  die,  but  this 
Is  very  strange !  Good  Fabritio,  don't 
Provote  me  so. 

Fab.  Provoke  you  ?  You're  grown 
The  strangest  fellow!   there's  no  keeping 

company  with  you. 
Pish !  take  you  that. 

[Fub.  gives  him  a  box  o'<A'  ear.   Jae* 
drarvs  hit  noord, 

Jac.  Oh,  all  the  devils !  Stand,  slave  ! 

Fub.  Follow  me  if  thou  dar'st.  [  f-riV, 

Jac,  Stay,  coward,  stay  I     [Exit  running, 

SCENE  IV, 

Enter  'Frederick^  Frank,  Ciora,  Servant,  and 
Maid. 

Clora.  Be  ready;  for  I  see  Fabritio  ruii- 
Aud  Jacomo  behind  him.  [""% 

Enter  Fabritio, 
Fab.  Where's  the  place  ? 
Fred.  Tlmt  way,  Fabritio.         [Exit  Fab. 

Enter  Jacomo, 

Jac.  Where  art  thou,  treacher?      [Fred. 
Chrayand  Maid,  fay  hold  on  Jtfc]  W  hat's 
the  matter,  sirs? 
Why  do  you  hold  me?  1  am  basely  wronp'd ! 
Torture  and  hell  be  with  you  !  let  me  ^o  ! 
[They  drag  him  to  a  chair,  andhotd  him 
d*tvin  in  it.  [hear 

F^td,  Good  Jacomo,  be  patient;  and  but 
What  I  can  say :  You  know  1  am  your  friend  ; 
If  you  yet  .doubt  it,  bj  my  soul  J  am. 
Jac.  *Sdeath,    stand  away  |  I   would  my 

breath  were  poison ! 
Fred.  As  I  have  life,  that  which  was  thrown 
on  you,     .  [hitlicT 

And  this  now  done,  xverc  but  to  draw  you 
For  causes  weighty,  tliat  concern  yourself. 
Void  rf  all  malice;  which  this  maid,  m^- sister. 
Shall  tell  you. 
Jac.  Puh  !  a  pox  upon  you  all !  you  wil) 
not  hold  me 
For  ever  lierc;  and,  till  you  let  me  go, 
111  talk  no  more. 

Frank.  As  you're  a  gentleman. 
Let  not  this  boldness  make  me  be  belicv'd 
To  be  immodest !  If  there  were  a  way 
More  silently  to  he  acauainted  with  you, 
God  knows,  that  I  would  ^:huse;  but  as  it  is^ 
Take  it  in  plainness :  I  d(i  love  you  more 
llian  you  do  your  content.     If  you  refuse 
To  pity  me,  I'll  never  cease  to  weep ; 
And  when  mine  eyes  be  out,  I  will  be  told 
How  fast  the  t^ars  f  shed  for  you  do  fall^ 


Acts.  Scene 4.] 
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And  if  they  Ho  not  flow  abuodantlj, 

ril  fetch  a  sigh  shall  make  *em  start  aod  leap, 

As  if  the  tire  were  under. 

Jac,  Fine  mocking!,  fine  mocking ! 

Fred.  Mocking  ?  Look  how  she  weeps. 

Jar.  Does  she  counterfeit  crying  toor 

JPrf</.  Behold  how  the  tears  flow !  Or  pity 
Or  never  more  he  caird  a  man.  [her, 

Jac,  How's  this? 
Soft  you,  soft  you,  my  masters !   Is  it  possi- 
ble, think  you, 
She  should  be  in  earnest? 

Clora.  Earnest?  Ay,  in  earnest t 
She  is  a  fool  to  break  so  many  sleeps^ 
That  would  have  been  sound  ones, 
And  venture  such  a  face,  and  so  much  Itfb, 
For  e'er  an  humorous  ass  i'  th'  world. 

Frank.  Why,  Clora, 
I  have  known  you  cry  as  much  for  Julio, 
That  has  not  Imlf  his  worth.    All  night  you 

write 
And  weep,  too  much,  I  fear:  I  do  but  what 
I  should. 

Clora,  If  T  do  write,  Vm  answer'd,  Frank. 

Frank.  I  would  I  might  he  so ! 

Jac.  Good  Frederick,  let  me  go;       [feit. 
I  would  fain  try  if  that  thing  do  not  connter* 

Fred.  Give  me  your  sword  then. 

Jae.  No ;  but  take  my  word, 
As  I  am  man,  I  will  not  hurt  a  creature 
Under  this  roof,  before  I  have  delivered 
Myself,  as  I  am  now,  into  your  handi^ 
Or  have  your  full  consent. 

Fred.  It  is  enough. 

Jac.  Gentlewoman,  I  pray  you  let  me  feel 
your  face : 
I  am  an  infidel,  if  she  don't  weep ! 
Stay ;  where's  my  handkerchief.^  I'll  wipe 
The  old  wet  ofi^:  The  fresh  tears  come !  Pox 

on't,  I  am 

A  handsome  gracious  fellow  amonest  womeQ, 

Andyknew  it  not.  Gentlewoman,  how  should 

I  know  [dead? 

These  tears  are  for  me  ?  Is  not  your  mother 

Frank.  By  lleav'n,  they  are  for  you ! 

Jac,  'Slight,  I'll  have  my  head  curl'd  and 
powder'd 
Tomorrow  by  break  of  da^.  If  you  lore  me, 
I  pray  you  kiss  me ;  fqr  if  I  love  you, 
It  shall  be  such  love  as  I  will  not 
Be  asham'd  of.     If  this  he  a  mock,   [Ki$se$. 
It  is  the  heartiest  and  the  sweetest  mock 


That  e*er  I  tasted.    Mock  me  to  again ! 

.[Kuteiogaim^ 

Fred.  Fy,  Jacomo !  why  do  yon  let  her 
So  long?  f kneel 

Jac.  It's  true;  I  had  forgot  it,  and  should 
have  done  [Liftn  her  vd 

This  twelvemonth:  'Pray  you  rise.  FredericK, 
If  I  could  all  this  while  have  been  persuaded 
She  could  have  lov'd  me,  dost  thou  think  I  had 
Not  rather  kiss  her  than  another  should  ? 
And  yet  you  may  piU  me,  for  aught  I  know ; 
Bat  if  you  do,  hell  take  me  if  I  do  not  cut 
All  your  throats  sleeping ! 

Fred.  Oh,  do  not  think  of  such  a  thing. 

Jac.  Otlierwise,  if  she  be  in  earnest,  the 
short  is, 
I  am. 

Frank.  Alas,  tarn. 

Jar.  And  I  did  not  think  it 
Possible  any  woman  could  have  lik'd 
This  face :  f  t's  good  for  nothing,  is  it? 

Ciara.  Yes, 
It  is  wortli  forty  shiilingt  to  pawn,being  lin'd  i* 
^Iniost  quite  thro'  wiSi  velvet, 

Frank.  It  is  better 
Than  your  Julio's, 

Jac.  Thou  thinkest  so ; 
But  otherwise,  in  faith,  it  is  not,  Frank. 

[WhUit  Jacomo  u  kitting  Fran^ 

Enter  Fabritio. 

Fab,  Hist,  Jacomo !  Uow  dost  thou,  boyf 

Jac.  Why,  very  well,  [ha? 

I  thank  vou,  sir. 

Fub.  bost  thou  perceive  the  reason 
Of  matters  and  passages  yet,  sirrah,  or  not 

Jac,  Tis  wondrous  good,  sir. 

Fab.  I've  doue  simply  for  ^ou : 
But  now  you're  beaten  to  some  anderstandingi 
I  pray  you  dally  not  witli  the  gentlewoman, 
But  dispatch  your  matrimony  with  all  coa» 
venient  speed. 

Fred.  He  gnres  good  counseL 

Jac.  And  Pll  follow  it.  [unkindljr; 

Fab.  And  I  youK  'Prithee  do  not  take  it 
For,  trust  me,  I  box'd  tbee  for  thy  advance- 
A  foolish  desire  I  had  to  joggle  thee  [ment: 
Into  preferment. 

Jac.  I  apprehend  you,  sir;  [nadoinji 

And  if  I  can  study  out  a  course  how  a  basts'^ 
May  any  ways  raise  yoor  fortunes  in  the  state, 
You  shall  be  sure  on'c 


»  Lined.]  In  act  iii.  scene  6,  of  this  play,  Piso  describet  Jacomo  ai  one  that  wore  hit 
forehead  in  a  velvet  scabbard ;  atid  Clora  here  says  his  face  is  worth  forty  shillings  to  pawn 
upon  account  of  its  velvet  lining.  If  lin*d  be  not  a  Latinitm  here,  we  must  have  the  lining 
not  on  the  imide  as  usual,  but  on  the  tmt.  What  we  mav  further  remark  from  lience  is,  the 
different  of  patches  in  the  Poet's  days  and  in  ours.  Ilie  heroes  of  the  hlade  then  would 
have  nothing  le»s  than  velvet,  whereas  plain  silk  is  tliought  good  enough  by  those  now. 
S^nmun. 

Lined  is,  we  believe,  used  in  the  same  sense  to  this  day  hj  artisans,  &c.  Tlie  actors,  in 
particular,  call  markinu  their  features  for  old  characters  Uning  the  face;  though  that  amj^ 
indied,  bear  another  »ense. 

»*  ikud  I  you.]  The  ooca^on  should  seem  to  require  us  to  read^  *  A$  I  ymj/ 
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[ict  5.  Scene  6. 


When  vou  arc  free,  will  bring  you  where  tbey 
are.  [Exit, 

Fred,  [reading.]  '  You  shall  €nd  us  all  at 
'signer  Angefo's, 
*  Where  Piso,  and  the  worthy  Lelia 
'  Of  famous  memory,  are  to  be  married  ; 
'  And  we  not  far  behind/  'Would  I  hadum# 
To  wonder  at  this  last  couple  in  helltf. 

Enter  Messenger  again, 
Afetc.  You  are  stayed  for,  sir. 
Fred,  I  come.     Tray  God  the  business 
Hold  me  not  from  this  sport !  I  would  not 
lose  it,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Father,  Piso,  Angeh,  and  Lelia, 

Ang.  God  give  yott  joy,  and  inakc  you  live 
A  happy  pair  !  [together 

Piso,  I  do  not  doubt  we  shall.    Tlierewas 
never 
Poor  gentleman  had  such  a  sudden  fortune ! 
I  could  thrust  my  head  betwixt  two  pales 
and  strip  me  [guests  come, 

Out  of  my  old  skin  like  a  snake.      Will  the 
Thou  saidst  thou  sentest  for  to  solemnise 
The  nuptials? 

Father.  They  will ;  I  look'd  for  'em 
Ere  tliis. 

Enter  Julio,  Jacomo,  Fahritio^  Frank,  and 
Clora. 

Julio.  By  your  leave  all.  ^ 
Father.  They  are  herei  sir. 
Julio,  Especially,  fair  lady, 
I  ask  your  pardon ;  to  whose  marriage-bed 
I  wish  all  good  success !  I  have  here  brought 
you 

»  Last  couple  in  hell,]  This  is  alluding  to  a  rustic  diversion,  called,  I  think,  by  another 
name  in  our  Poets',  Shakespear,  and  tiie  play-wrights  of  that  time,  viz.  Barley-break.  Sir 
John  Suckling  has  a  pretty  pOem  wherein  he  describes  this  diversion,  which^  for  the  take 
•f  my  readers,  I  have  here  mserted :  ' 

*  Love,  Reason,  Hate,  did  once  bespeak 
'  Tbre^  mates  to  play  at  Barley-break ; 

'  Love,  Folly  took ;  and  Reason,  Fancy ; 

*  And  Hate  consorts  with  Pride;  so  dauce  thcyj 
'  Love  coupled  last,  and  so  it  fell 

*  That  Love  and  Folly  were  in  hell. 

'  They  break,  and  Love  would  Reason  meet, ' 

*  But  Hate  was  nimbler  on  her  feet ;  - 

*  Fancy  looks  for  Pride,  and  thither 

*  Hies,  and  they  two  hug  together : 

'  Yet  this  new  coupling  still  doth  tell 

*  That  Love  and  Folly  were  in  hell. 

*  The  rest  do  break  again,  and  Pride 

*  Hath  now  got  Reason  on  her  side ; 

*  Hate  and  Fancy  meet,  and  stand 

^  Untoucht  by  Love  in  Folly *s  hand ; 

*  Folly  was  dull,  but  Love  ran  well, 

*  So  Love  and  Folly  were  in  hell,' 

Bat  the  reader  may  find  a  more  exact  and  minute  description  of  this  diversion  in  Sir  jPLilip 
Sydney's  Arcadia.        Sj/mpson, 


Fah.  Oh,  sir,  keep  jrour  way. 
God  send  you  much  joy ! 
Clora.  And  me  my  Julio ! 

Julio  speaks  within. 
Oh,  Grod,  I  hear  his  voice !  19^ow  he  is  true. 
Hate  at  a  marriage,  Frank,  as  soon  as  you ! 
[Exeunt  all  but  Frederick. 

Enter  Messenger. 

Mess,  Sir,  I  would  speak  with  you. 

Fred.  What  is 
Yourhastv  business,  friend? 

Mess,  I'he  duke  commands 
Your  present  attendance  at  court. 

F\red.  The  cause? 

Mess.  I  know  not  in  particular:  [fairs 
But  this ;  many  arc  sent  for  more,  about  af- 
ForeigUy  I  take  it,  sir. . 

Fred.  I  will  be  there  .    . 

Within  this  hour.  Return  my  humble  service. 

Mess.  I  will, sir.  [Exit, 

Fred.  Farewell,  friend.    What  news  with 
you? 

Enter  a  Servant. 
^,Sero.  My  mistress  would  desire  you,  sir, 
to  follow  [church, 

With  all  the  haste  you  can :  She  is  gone  to 
To  marry  Captain  Jiicorao ;  and  Julio, 
'  To  do  as  much  for  the  young  merry  gentle- 
Fair  mistress  Clora.  [woman, 

Fred,  Julio  marry  Clora? 
Thou  art  deceived,  I  warrant  thee. 

Sero.  No  sure,  sir; 
I  saw  their  lips  as  close  upon  the  bargain 
As  cockles. 

Fred.  Give  'em  joy  !  I  cannot  now  go  f 
The  duke  hath  sent  i^rme  in  haste. 

Sero*  This  note,  sir. 


Act:S.Scene5.] 


tHE  CAPTAIN. 


S4i. 


Such  guest!  as  can  discern  yoar  happiness, 
And  best  do  knoiV  how  to  rejoice  at  it 
(For  such  a  fortune  they  tliemselves  have  run):  ♦ 
The  worthy  Jacomo,  and  his  fair  hfide ; 
Noble  Fabritio,  (whom  this  a^ctJf  peace 
Has  not  yet  taught  to  Inve  aught  but  the  wars) 
And  his  true  friend,  this  lady,  wi^ois  but 
A  piece  of  me. 

Lelia,  Sir,  you  are  welcome  all ! 
Are  they  not,  sir?  [EJeit  Father. 

Piso.  Brini/ in  some  wine ; 
Some  of  the  wine  Lodovic  the  fool  sentTiiibcr. 
Whoever  thou  hidSt  welcome,  shall  6nd  it. 

Lelia.  An  unexpected  honour 
You  have  done  to  our  too-hasty  wedding. 

Jac.  'Faith, 
Madam » our  weddin^^s  were  as  hasty  lis  yours : 
We're  i^lad  to  run  up  and  down  any  whither, 
To  see  where  we  can  get  meat  to  oar  wed- 
ding. 

Piso.  That  Lodovic  hath  provided  too, 
good  ass! 

Ang.  I  thought  you,  Julio,  would  not  thus 
^ave  stolen 
A  marriagcwithoot  acquainting^your  friends. 

Julio.  Why,  I  did  give  thee  inklings. 

Ang,  If  a  marriage 
Should  be  thus  slubbered  !ip  in  a  play, 
Bre  almost  any  body  had  taken  notice 
You  were  in  love,  the  spectators  would  take  it 
To  be  hut  ridiculous. 

Julio.  This  was  the  first,  and  I 
Will  never  hide  another  secret  from  you.  • 

Enter  Father: 
Father*  Sir,  yonder's  your  friend  Lodovic : 
tlide  yourself, 
And  it  will  be  the  best  sport— 

Piao.  Gentlemen, 
I  pray  you  take  no  notice  I  am  here : 
The  coxcomb  Lodovic  is  coming  in.  [Retires. 

Enter  Lodovico. 

Lod.  Is  that  the  lady? 

Father.  That  is  my  lady. 

Lod.  As  I  live,  she's  a  fair  one ! 
What  make  all  these  here  ?    ' 

Father.  Oh,Lord,sir,  she's  so  pesterM- 

Fab.  Now  will  the  sport  be ;  it  runs  right 
as  Julio 
Told^us. 

.Lod.  Fair  lady,  health  to  you  !  Some  words 
I  have,  that  require  an  utterance  more  private 
Than  this  place  can  afford. 

Lelia.  rll  call  my  husband  ; 
All  business  I  hear  with  his  ears  now. 

Lod.  Good  madam,  no;  (but  I  perceive 
your  jest) 
You  have  no  husband ;  Fm  the  very  man 
That  walk'd  tlie  streets  so  comely. 

Lelia.  Are  you  so  ? 

Lod:  Yes,  'faith;   when  Cupid  first  did 
pri^k  your  heart. 
I  am  not  cruel ;  but  the  love  begun 
r  th'  street  I'll  satisfy  i'  th' chamber  fuily< 


Lelia.  To  ask  a  mad  man  whether  he  be  mad 
Were  but  an  idle  question ;  if  you  be, 
I  do  not  speak  to  you ;  but  if  you  be  not. 
Walk  in  tne  streets  again,  and  there  perhaps 
I  may  dote  on  you ;  here  I  not  endure  you, 

Lod.  Good  madam,  suiy ;  do  not  you  know 
this  ring?  [mam 

Lelia.  Yes,  it  was  mine ;  I  sent  it  by  my 
To  change,  and  so  he  did  ;  it  has  a  blemish, 
And  this  he  brought  me  for  itt  Did  you 

change  it? 
Are  you  a  goldsmith  ? 

iJyd.  Sure  the  world  is  mad  ! 
Sirrah,  did  you  not  bring  me  this  ring  front 
your  lady  ? 

Father.  Yes,  surely,  sir,  did  I ;  but  your 
worship 
Must  e'en  bear  with  me,  for  there  was  a  mis" 

taking  in  it; 
And  so,  as  I  was  saying  to  your  worship. 
My  lady  is  now  married. 

Ldd.  Married?  to  whom? 

Father.  To  your  worship's  friend  Piso< 

Lod.  'Sdeath!  to  Piso? 

Piso  [within].  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Ang.  Yes,  sir,  I  can  assure  you 
She's  married  to  him ;  I  saw't  with  these  grey 
eyes. 

Lod.  Why,  what  a  rogue  art  thou  then  f 
Thou  bast  made  me 
Send  in  provision  loo. 

Father.  Oh,  a  gentleman  " 
Should  not  have  such  foul  words  in^s  mouth  j 
But  your  worship*s  provision 
Could  not  huve  come  in  at  a  fitter  time. 
Will  it  please  you  to  taste  any  of  your  owit 

wine? 
It  may  be  the  vintner  Ins  cozen'd  you. 

I^od.  Pox,  I  am  mad ! 

Ang.  You  have  always  plots,  sir ;  and  seef 
how  they  fall  out! 

Jac.  You  had  a  plot  upon  me  t  How  dcT 
you  like  this? 

Lod.  I  do  not  spenk  to  you.  ' 

Fab.  Because  you  dare  not.  [teetlr 

Lod.  But  I  will  have  one  of  that  old  rogucV 
Set  i  nth  is  ring. 

Father*  Dost  not  thou  know 
That  I  can  beat  thce?--*Dost  thou  know  it 
now  ?  [  Discovei  s  himself t 

Lod.  He  beat  roe  once  uideed. 

Father.  And  if  you  have  [Piso  f 

Forgot  it,  I  can  caU  a  witness.    Come  forth, 
Remember  you  it? 

Piso.  'Faith,  I  do  call  to  mind 
Such  a  matter. 

Father.  And  if  I  cannot  still  do't,  [law.- 
You  are  young,  and  will  assist  your  father-in'^ 

Piso.  My  father-in-law? 

Ang.  Your  father-in-law, 
As  sure  as  this  is  widow  Leiia. 

Pito.  How !  widow  Lelia  ? 

Father.  Ffaith,  'tis  she,  son. 

Lod.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  let  my  provision  go! 
'  Fm  glad  I  have  miss'd  the  woman. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  S. 


Pito,  Have  you  put 
A  whore  upon  me? 

Lelta.  By  Heair*n,  you  do  me  wrong ! 
I  have  a  heart  as  pure  as  any  woman's ; 
And  I  mean  to  keep  it  so  for  ever. 

Father,  There  is 
No  starting  now,  son ;  if  you  offer  it, 
I  can  compel  you ;  her  estate  is  great, 
But  all  made  oVr  to  me,  before  this  match : 
Yet  if  you  use  her  kindly,  (as  I  swear 
I  think' she  will  deserve)  yoii  shall  enjoy  it 
During  your  life,  all,  save  some  slender  piece 
I  will  reserve  for  my  own  maintenance; 
And  if  God  bleSs  you  with  a  child  by  her, 
It  shall  "have  aJL 

Piso,  So  I  may  have  the  means, 
I  do  not  much  care  what  the  woman  is: 
Come,  my  sweetheart!  as  Ions;  as  I  shall  find 
Thy  kisses  sweet,  and  thy  means  plentiful. 
Let  people  talk  their  tongues  out. 

Leliu.  They  nmy  talk 
Of  what  is  pass*d ;  but  all  that  is  to  come 
Shall  be  without  occasious. 

Julio^  Shall  we  not  make 
Piso  and  Lodovic  friends  ? 

Jac.  Hang  *em,  they  dare  not 
Be  enemies;  or,  iftlieybe,  the  danger 
Is  not  great.     Welcome,  Frederick ! 


Enter  Frederick, 

Fred.  First,  ioy  unto  you  all !  And  nexl^ 
I  think  we  shall  have  wars. 

Jac.  Give  me  some  wine  I 
ril  drink  to  that. 

Fab.  rU  pledge. 

Frank.  But  I 
Shall  lose  you  then. 

Jac,  Not  a  whit,  wench; 
ril  teach  thee  presently  to  be  a  soldier. 

Fred.  Fabritio*s  command,  and  yours^ 
Are  both  restored .  , 

Jac,  Bring  me  four  glasses  then  f 

Fred,  Where  are  they  ? 

Ang.  You  shall  not  driuk  *em  here.     It  If 

supper  time;  [btir 

And  from  mv  house  no  creature  here  shall 

These  three  days;  mirtb  shall  flow  as  well 

as  vvine. 

Father,  Content.  Within,  Til  tell  you  more 
at  large  {j^^t 

How  ntuch  I  am  bound  to  fill,  but  ino6l  to 
Whose  undeserved  liberality 
Must  not  escape  thus  una^quited. 

Juc.  Tis  happiness  to  me,  I  did  so  well : 
Of  every  noble  action,  tlie  intent 
.'s  (o  give  Worth  rcwai'd^  Vice  punishment. 

[Hxeunk 


EPILOGUE. 


If  you  mislike  (as  you  shall  ever  he 
Your  own  free  judges)  this  play  utterly, 
For  your  own  nobleness  yet  do  not  hibs ! 
But,  osyuu  go  by,  say  it  was  amiss,  ^ 


And  we  will  mend:  Chide .»s,  hut  let  it  be 
Never  in  cold  blood  !  O*  my  honesty, 
(If  1  have  any)  this  I'll  sav  ♦or  all; 
Our  meaning  wa«  to  please  >  ou  still,  and  ■hall. 


THE    PROPHETESS: 

A  TRAGICAL  HISTORY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiuer  and  Hills  ascribe  this  Play  solely  to  Fletclier.  It 
was  6rst  printed  in  the  fulio  of  164T.  Mr.  Seward,  un  tiie  authority  of  Langbaine,  says, 
it  i^as  revived  by  Drydcn:  But  in  this  particular,  we  apprehend,  they  are  both  niistakfji; 
as  Downes,  the  prompter,  in  his  Rotcius  AngiicantdS,  positively  assigns  the  revival  of  it, 
and  the  alterations  and  additions  made  to  it,  to  Betterton.  The  piece,  tl>us  altered,  after 
the  manner  of  an  Opera,  was  represented  at  the  Queen's  Theatre,  and  printed  in  quarto^. 
1690.  Purcell  composed  the  mustck,  and  Priest  the  dances:  It  appears  to  have  been 
revived  at  a  considerable  expeuce,  and  has  within  a  few  years  been  performed  at  Covenl« 
Garden  Theatre. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED* 


CnARiNUS,  Emperor  of  Rome. 
CosROK,  King  of  Pertia.  [prror. 

DioCLEH,  of  a  private  Soldier  elected  C<t-et/h' 
MAXiMifiiAN,  Nephew  to  Dioctes,  and  Em- 

'    pervr  btf  his  Dtmation, 
VoLUTius  Apkr,  Murderer  of  Numeriunui, 

the  late  Empennr, 
Niger,  General  of  the  Rimtan  Forces, 
C'AMUKIUS,  a  Captain f  and  Creature  of Aper. 
Geta,  a  Jester^  Servant  to  Diocles,  a  mttry 

Knave. 
Persian  Lords* 
Senators. 
Soldiers. 


Guard« 
Suitors. 
Ambassadors, 
Lictors. 
Fiainen. 
Slicphcrd. 
Countrymen. 
Attendants, 

AURELIA,  Sister  to  Charimts. 

Ca»8ANA,  Sister  to  Cosroe,  a  Captive,  imuf. 

ing  on  Aurelia. 
Delpiija,  a  Prophetess.  {Diocles, 

Drusilla,  Niece  to  Delphia^  m  love  with 


SCENE,  Rome. 


ACT  J. 


8CENE  I. 

Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  and  Niger. 

Charinus,  XT'OU  buz  into  my  bead  stran^re 

'*-      likelihoods. 
And  fill  roe  full  of  doubts:  But  what  p^^ofs, 

Niger, 
What  certainties,  that  my  most  noble  brother 
Came  to  his  end  by  murder?  Tell  me  that; 
Assure  ine  by  some  circumstance. 

iVi^er.  I  will,  sir;  [me! 

And  as  I  tel!  you  truth,  so  the  gods  prosper 
IVe  often  nam*d  this  Aper. 

Char,  True,  you  have  done; 
And  in  mysterious  senses  I  have  heard  you 
Break  out  o'  th'  sudden,  and  abruptly. 


Niger.  True,  sir:  fno«i, 

Fear  of  your  unbelief,  and  the  time's  gidd^i- 
Made  me  i  durst  nor  then  go  further.     So 

your  Grace  please,  ' 

Out  of  your  wonted  goodness,  to  give  credit*, 
[  shall  unfold  the  wondur. 

Aur.  Do  it  boldly  :  [hcarins^s. 

You  shall  have  both  our  hearty  loves  and 

Niger.  This   Aper  then,   this  too-niuch- 
hononr'd  Villain, 
(For  he  deserves  no  mention  of  a  good  man) 
Great  sir,  give  ear— this  most  ungrateful, 

spiteful. 
Above  the  memory  of  mankind  mischievous, 
NVith  his  own  bloody  hands 

C/ii/r.  Take  heed'! 


»  0«  (/.your  wonte</ goodneu  to  give  creditj  Sympson  thinks  it  would  be  better  to  read, 
* to  g^ve  tar  to  *tJ 
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[Act  1.  Scene  S. 


Niger.  Txn  In,  sir; 
And,  if  Tniake  not  good  my  story 

Aur.  Forward!  [ful. 

I  see  a  truth  would  break  out :    Be  not  fear- 

Niger.  I  say,  this  Aper,  and  hisdamn'd 

ambition,  [[brtunes : 

Cut  off  your  brother's  hopes,  his  life,  and 

The  hooour*d  Numeriopus  fell  by  him, 

Fell  basely,  most  untimely,  and  most  trea- 

chVously ; 
For  in  his  litter,  as  lie  bore  higi  company. 
Most  privately  and  cunningly  he  kill'd  him. 
Yet  still  he  fills  the  faithful  soldiers'  ears 
With  stories  of  his  weakness ;  of  his  life ; 
That  l)e  dare  not  venture  to  appear  in  open, 
And  shew  liis  warlike  face  among  the  soldiers. 
The  tenderness  and  weakness  of  his  eyes^ 
Being  notable  to  endure  the  sun  yet: 
Slave  that  he  is,  he  gives  out  this  infirmity 
(Because  he  would  dispatch  his  honour  too) 
To  arise  from  wantonness,  ayd  love  of  wo- 
And  thus  he  juggles  still.  [men ; 

Avr.  Oh,  moat  f»erniciou8,  [ther. 

Most  bloody,  and  most  base !  Alas,  dear  bro- 
Art  thou  accused,  and  after  death  tby  memory 
Jjoaden  with  shames  and  lies?   those  pious 
tears  fuument, 

Thou  daily  shower'dst  upon  my  father's  mo- 
(When  in  the  Persian  expedition 
He  fell  unfortunately  by  a  stroke  of  thunder) 
Made  thy  defame  and  sins.^  those  wept-out 

eyes, 
The  fair  examples  of  a  noble  nature. 
Those  holy  drops  of  love,  turn'd  by  depravers 
(Malicious  poison'd  tongues)  to  thy  abuses? 
We  must  not  suffer  this. 

Char.  It  shews  a  truth  now: 
And  sure  this  A  per  is  not  riglit  nor  honest, 
He  will  not  now  come  near  me. 

Niger.  No;  he  dare  not:  [science. 

He  has  an  inmate  here,  limt's  calPd  a  Con- 
Bids  him  keep  off. 

Char,  My  brother  honoured  him, 
Made  him  first  captain  of  his  guard,  his  next 

friend ; 
Then  to  my  mother  (to  assure  him  nearer) 
He  made  him  hushand. 

Niger,  And  withal  umbitions;  [sir, 

For  when  he  trod  so  ni«j;h,  his  false  feet  itch'd, 
To  step  into  the  state. 

Aur,  If  you  believe,  brother, 
Ap6r  a  bloody  kjiave,  as  'tis  apparent,  [ble. 
Lei's  leave  di^putmij::,  and  do  bomething  no- 

Char.  Sister,  be  rulM.    I  am  not  yet  so 

po%v'rful 

To  meet  him  in  the  field :  H'has  under  him 

The  flower  uf  all  the  enjpire,  and  the  strength, 

The  Britain  and  the  German  cohorts;  'yray 

you  be  patient. 
Niger,  how  stands  the  soldier  to  him? 

Niger,  In  fear  more,  sir. 
Than  love  or  honour :  He  has  lost  their  fair 

affections, 
$y  his  most  covetous  and  greedy  s;riping. 
Are  you  desirous  to  do  somethiug  on  him, 


That  aU  the  world  mvy  knew  yon  IotM  your 

brotlier  ? 
And  do  it  safely  too,  without  an  army  I 

Char.  Most  willingly. 

Niger,  Then  send  out  a  proscription,  [it. 
Send  suddenly ;  and  to  that  man  that  executes 
(I  mean  that  brings  his  head)  add  a  fair  pay^ 
ment,  [not. 

No  common  sum :  Then  you  shall  see,  I  fear 
Ev'n  from  his  own  camp,  from  those  meK 

that,  follow  him, 
Follow  and  flatter  him,  we  shall  find  one. 
And,  if  he  miss,  one  hundred,  that  will  ven- 
ture it.  [brother, 

Aur,  For  his  reward,  (it  shall  be  so,  dear 
So  far  I'll  honour  him  that  kills  the  villain; 
For  so  far  runs  my  love  to  my  dead  brother) 
Let  himlie  what  he  will,  base,  old,  or  crooked, 
lie  shall  have  me:  Nay,  which  is  more,  TU 

love  him. 
I  will  m^t  be  denied. 

Char.  You  shall  not,  sister:  [too. 

But  you  shall  know,  my  love  shall  go  along 
See  a  proscription  drawn  ;  and  for  his  re-^ 

compense, 
My  sister,  and  half  partner  in  the  empire  ; 
And  I  will  keep  my  word. . 

Aur.  Now  you  do  bravely. 

Ni^cr,  And,  tlio'  it  cost  my  life,  111  see 
it  poblish'd. 

Char.  Away  then,  for  the  business. 

Niger.  I  am  gone,  sir : 
You  sliall  have  all  dispatched  to-night, 

Chur,  Be  prosperous. 

Aur.  And  let  the  villain  fall. 

Niger,  Fear  nothing,  madam.     [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Dclphia  and  Drusilla, 

Drus.  Tis  true,  that  Diodes  is  courteooi. 
And  of  a  pleasant  nature,  sweet  and  cempe^ 

rate; 
His  cousin  Maximinian,  proud  and  bloody. 
Dei  ph.  Yes,  and  mistru9tfui  too,  my,  girl : 
Take  heeci; 
Altho'  he  seem  to  love  thee,  and  affect, 
Like  the  more  courtier,  curious  compliment^ 
Yet  have  a  care. 

Drui,  You  ITnow  all  my  afleqtion. 
And  all  my  heart-desires,  are  set  ouDiocles  % 
But,  aunt,  how  coldly  he  requites  this  cout- 

tesy, 
How  dull  and  heavily  he  looks  upon  me ! 
Altiio'  I  wooc  him  sometimes  beyond  mo- 
desty, [me  ^ 
Beyond  a  virgin's  care,  how  still  he  slights 
And  puts  me  still  ofl^  with  your  prophecy. 
And  the  pcrfornmnce  of  your  late  prediction. 
That  when.  he*s  emp'ror,  then  lie'll  marry  me ! 
Alas,  whaE  hope  of  that?              ^ 
Delp/h-  Petice,  and  be  patient ; 
For  tho'  he  be  now  a  man  most  mise|^ble. 
Of  no  rank,  nor  no  badge  of  honour  on  him. 
Bred  low  and  poor^  no  eye  of  iuvour  shining ; 


w^cC  1.  Scene  3.] 


THE  PHOJpHETKS. 


f23 


And  tho*  my  sure  prcdictiQD  of  his  rising, 
Whicti  can  no  iQore  fail  than  the  daj  or 

night  does, 
Nay,  let  him  b^  asleep,  will  overtake  him, 
Hath  found  some  rubs  and  stops,  yet  (hear 

me,  niece, 
And  hear  me  with  a  faith)  it  shall  come  to 
rU  tell  (hee  the  occasion.  [him. 

Unit.   Do,  good  aunt;   ^ 
For  yet  I'm  ignorant. 

Dclph.  Cliidiui;  him  one  day. 
For  being  too  near  and  sparing  for  a  soldier*, 
1 00  griping,*  and  too  greedy*,  ho  made  an- 
swer, 

*  When  I  am  Caesar,  then  T  will  be  liberal: ' 
I  presently,  inspired  with  holy  fire, 

And  my  prophetic  spirit  burnins;  in  me, 
Gaveansyirer  from  the  gods;  and  this  it  was: 
Imperatnr  cris  R(nn/e,  cum  Aprum  graridem 
intrrfeieri$^: 

*  Thou  siialt  be  emperor,  oh.  Diodes, 

'  When  thou  hast  kiifd  a  mighty  boar.*  From 
that  time,  [ploy'd 

As  (giving  credit  to  my  words,  he  has  em- 
Mucb  of  his  tife  in  hunting :  Many  boars. 
Hideous  and  tierce,  witli  his  own  hands  b' 

has  kiltVi  too, 
But  yet  not  hghted  on  the  fatal  one,  [niece; 
Should  raise  liim  to  tlic  empire.   Be  not  sad, 
Kre  long  he  shall.  Come;  let*s  go  entertain 
him:  [hunting: 

For  by  this  time,  I  guess,  he  comes  from 
And,  by  my  art,  I  find  this  very  instant 
Some  great  dcsian's  o*  foot. 

Diut.  The gixls  give g(jod,  aunt!  Excutit, 

SCENE  III. 

£ii/er  Dioclet,  MaxhmniaHf  and  Geta  with  a 
boar, 

Dio.  Lay  down  the  boar. 

G^ia,  With  all  my  heart;  I'm  weary  on't: 
I  shall  turn  Jew.ifl  carry  many  such  burdens. 
Do  you  think,  niaster,  to  be  emperor 
With  killing  swine?  You  may  be  an  honest 

butcher, 
Or  allied  toa  seemly  family  of  souse-wives. 
Can  you  he  such  an  ass,  my  reverend  master, 
To  think  these  sprint's  of  piirk  will  shuot  up 

Mari.  The  fool  says  true.  [Caesars? 

Dio.  Come,  leave  your  fooling^  sirrah, 
And  think  of  what  thou  shult  be  when  I'm 
emperor. 


Geta,  'Would  it  would  come  with  think- 

.  ing !  for  then  [nator. 

O*  my  conscience  I  should  be  at  least  a  sc 

Maxi.  A  sowter ; 
For  that's  a  place  more  fitted  to  tby  nature^ 
If  there  could  be  such  an  expectation. 
Or,  say  the  devil  c6uld  perform  this  wonder. 
Can  such  a  rascal  as  thou  art  hope  for  honour? 
Such  a  log-carrying  lout? 

Geta.  Yes;  and  bear  it  too. 

And  bear  it  swimmiogly.    I'm  not  the  first 

ass,  sir,  frendly. 

Has  borne  good  office,  and  performed  it  reve- 

Dio,  Thou  being  the  son  of  a  tiler,  canst 

thou  hope  to  be  a  senator  ? 
Geta.  Thou  being  the  sou  of  a  tanner, 

canst  thou  hope  to  be  an  emperor? 
J)/o.  Thou  say'st  true,  Geta;  there's  a  stop 
indeed: 
But  vet  the  bold  and  virtuous— ~ 

(reta.  You're  right,  master. 
Right  as  a  gun!  Fur  we,  the  virtuouSy 
Tho'  we  be  kennel-rakers,  scabs,  and  scoun-* 

drels, 
We,  the  discreet  and  bold— And  yet,  now  I 

remember  it. 
We  tilers  may  deserve  to  be  senators, 
(And  there  we  step  before  you  thick-skin'd 
tajmcrs)  [ones. 

For  we  are  bom  three  stories  high ;  no  base 
None  of  your  groundlings,  master. 

Dio.  I  like  ther  well;  [honour ^ 

Thou  hast  a  good  mind,  as  I  have,  to  thi« 
Geta.  As  good  a  mind,  sir,  of  a  simple 
plaistqrcr: 
And,  when  I  come  to  execute  my  office, 

Tlien  you  shall  see 

JIfan.  What? 
Geta.  An  oflScer  in  fury, 
An  oinc^T  as  he  ought  to  be.    Do  you  laugh 
at  It?  [rence? 

Is  a  senator,  in  hope,  worth  Dp  more  reve- 
By  these  hands,  I'll  clap  you  by  th'  heels  the 
first  hour  of  it !  [licves ! 

Mari.  O*  my  conscience,  the  fellow  be- 
Dio.  Ay,  *do,  do,  Geta ; 
For  if  I  once  be  emperor— 

Gtfta.  'Ihen  will  1   •  [publick) 

(For  wise  men  niust  be  had  to  prop  the  re'* 
Not  bate  yoii  a  ^ngle  ace  of  a  sound  senator. 
Dio.  But  what  shall  we  do  the  whilst? 
Geta.  Kill  swine,  and  souse  *em. 
And  eat  *em  wl\cn  we've  bread. 


«  This  whole  speech  is  almost  a  translation  from  Vopiscus.        Sympson. 

5  I  could  wish  thifs  sp/endtdus  pantniSy  this  J^tin  piei^e  of  patch-work,  was  not  to  bo  found 
in  the  oldest  edition  :  It  niit^ht  very  well  have  beeix  spared,  and  the  Author's  learning  have 
suffered  no  detriment.         Sympion. 

Never  was  a  more  injudicious  censure,  than  this  of  Air.  Synipson  upon  the  above  I^tin 
line  ;  it  being  absolutely  necessary,  to  preserve  the  pun  {{or  so  it  must  be  <  ailed/  upon  tiie 
name  of  Aper,  fur  the  prediction  to  be  delivered  in  that  l:;nirn5u;e:  But  pcrbsips  Mr.  Symp* 
son  would  have  hsid  rhc  traitor's  name  Anglicised,  and  h:ve  called  bin.  Volutius  Boar, 

*  TJ^  hast  a  good  mind]  Betterton,  in  his  alteiarion  or  this  play,  reads, 
*  1  hou  hast  as  gf)od  a  mind  as  1  have,*  &c.' 
Sympson  follows  him,  but  claims  die  merit  of  the  variation. 
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Mart.  Why  didst  thou  rpn  away 

TVhcn  the  boar  made  toward  thee  ?  art  thou 

not  valiant? 

Geta.  No,  indeed  am  I  not;  and  'tis  for 

mine  honour  too:  [ster; 

I  took  a  tree,  'tis  true,  gave  way  to  th'  mon- 

Hark  whi^t  Discretion  says  -.  '  £*et  fury  pass ; 

*  From  the  tooth  of  a  m^d  bei^t,  and  the 

tongue  of  a  slanderers, 

*  Preserve  thine  honour/ 

Df<K  lie  talks  like  a  full  senator.  [one; 
Go,  take  it  up,  and  carry 't  in.  Tis  a  huge 
We  never  kill  d  so  large  a  swine ;  so  fierce  too, 
I  never  met  with  yet. 

Maxi.  Take  heed !  it  stirs  again. 
How  nimbly  the  rogue  runs  up  !  he  climbs 
like  a  squirrel.  [dead.^ 

JQio.  Come  down,  you  dunce!  Is  it  not 

Geta,  I  know  not. 

Dio.  His  throat  is  cut,  and  his  bowels  out. 

Geta.  That's  all  one  [I  know, 

Ftn  ^ure  his  teeth  ^re  ii^;  and,  for  anv  thing 
He  may  have  pigs  of  his  own  nature  in  shelly. 

Dip.  Come,  take  him  up,  1  say,  and  see 
him  dress'd ;  [him, 

He's  fat,  and  will  be  lu^ty  meat;  awa^  with 
And  get  some  of  him  ready  for  our  dinner. 

Geta.  Shall  he  be  roasted  wholp,  [vice ! 
And  serv'd  up  in  a  soucertub  ^  a  portly  ser- 
ial run  i'th'  wheel  myself. 

Maxi.  Sirrah,  leave  your  prating^ 
And  get  some  piece  of  him  ready  preseixtly ; 
We're  weary  botli,  and  hungry. 

Geta,  rU  about  it. 
yihal  an  inundation  of  brewis  shall  I  swim 
'      in !  [£xi(. 

Dia.  ThouVt  ever  dull  and  melancholy. 
Distrustful  of  my  hopes..  [cousin, 

'  AlojH.  VVhy,  can  you  blame  me.^ 
Do  men  give  credit  to  a  juggler? 
',  Dh.  Thou  know*st  she  is  a  Prophetess. 

Maxi^  A  small  one, 
And  as  small  profit  to  be  hop*d  for  by  her. 

Dio.  Thou,  qrt  the  strangest  man !  How 
does  thy  hurt? 
Tlie  boar  came  nea^  you,  sir. 

Maxi^  A  scratch,  a  scratch. 

^10.  It  aches  and  (roubles  thee,  and  that 
makes  thee  angry.  [uncle, 

Maxi.  Not  at  the  pain,  but  at  the  practice, 
The  butcherly  base?  custom  of  our  lives  now : 
Had  a  brave  enemy'^  sword^  drawn  so  much 

from  me, 
Or  danger  met  me  in  the  head  q'  tli'  army, 
W  have  blush'd  thus  in  my  blood  had  been 

mine  honour; 
But  to  live  base,  like  swine-herds,  and  be- 
lieve too!  [dreams, 
To  be  fool'd  out  with  tales,  and  old  wives' 
Dreams  when  they're  drunk! 


Dio.  Certain,  you  much  mistake  her. 
Maxi.   Mistake  her?  hang  her!  To  be 

made  her  purveyors. 
To  feed  her  old  chaps,  to  provide  her  dally. 
And  bring  in  feasts,  whilst  she  sits  fartuig 

at  us, 
A^d  blowing  out  her  Prophecies  at  both  ends! 
Dio.  'Prithee  be  wise;  Dost  thou  think, 

Maximinian,  pedge — — 

So  great  a  rev'rence,*  and  so  staid  a  know- 

Maxi.  Sur-revVence,  you  would  say !  What 

truth?  what  knowledge  ? 
What  any  thing,  but  eating,  is  good  in  her? 
Twould  make  a  fool  praphesy,  to  he  ftd 

continually.  [danp<r, 

What  do  you  get?  Your  labour  and  your 
Whilst  she  sits  baclilng  in  her  larded  fury. 
Inspir'd  with  full  deep  cups,  who  cannot  pro-» 

phesy  ? 
A  tinker,  out  of  ale,  will  give  predictions; 
But  who  believes  ? 

Dio.  She  is  a  holy  druid, 
A  woman  noted  for  that  faith,  that  piety, 
Belov'd  of  Ileav'n. 

iVajri.  Heav'n  knows,  T  don't  believe  it. 
Indeed,  I  must  confess,  theyVe  excellent 

jugglers;  [fidence; 

Their  age  upon  some  fools  too  6ings  a  con- 
But  what  grounds  have  they,  what  elements 

to  work  on  ? 
Shew  me  but  that!  the  sieve  and  sheers;  ^ 

learn 'd  one. 
I  have  no  patience  to  dispute  this  question, 
Tis  SQ  ridiculous!   I  think   the  devil  does 

help  'em ; 
Or  rather,  mark  m.c  well,  abuse  'cm,  uncle: 
For  they're  as  fit  to  deal  with  him,  these  old 

women,  [ture 

They  are  as  jump  and  squnr'd  out  to  his  na- 
Dio.  Thou  habt  a  perfect  malice^ 
Maxi.  So  I  would  have 
Against  these  purblind  prophets ;    for,  look 

y«,sir,  (.devil. 

Old  women  will  ^ie  monstrously,  so  will  the 
(Or  else  h' has  had  much  wrong,  upon  my 

knowledge); 
Old  women  are  malicious,  so  is  he; 
They're  proud,  and  covetous,   revengeful^ 

lech'rous. 
All  which  are  excellent  attributes  o'  th'  devil : 
They  would. at  least  seem  holy,  so  would  he : 
And,  to  veil  o'er  these  villainies,  they'd  pro- 
phesy ; 
He  gives  them  leave  now  and  then  to  use 

their  cunnings, 
Which  is  to  kill  a  cow,  or  blast  a  harvest. 
Make  young  pi^s  pipe  themselves  to  deaths 

choke  poultry, 
And  chafe  a  dairy-wench  into  a  fever 
With  pumping  for  her  butter : 


*  Thine  honour.]  *■  To  preserve  thy  honour  from  the  tooth  of  a  mad  beast'  is  scarcely  sens^ 
The  deficiency  of  the  verse  gives  room  to  suspect  that  something  is  dropt.    I  readi 

* of  a  mad  bea^t,  and  the  tons;uc  of 

*  A  slanderer,  preserve  thee^  (or  thyjiclf )  and  honour.'        SsvartL 
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But  when  he  makes  these  agents  to  raise  em- 
perors. 
When  he  disposes  Fortune  as  Jiis  servant. 
And  ties  her  to  old  wives*  tales 

Dlo.  Go  thy  ways ; 
ThoQ  art  a  learned  scholar^  against  credit. 
You  hear  the  prophecy. 

Majri.  Yes ;  and  I  laugh  at  it, 
And  so  will  any  man  can  tell  but  twenty, 
That  is  not  blind,  as  you  arc  blind,  and  ig- 
norant 
D*  you  think  she  knows  your  fortune? 

t)io,  I  do  think  lu 

MaxL  I  know  she  has  the  naihe  <>f  a  rare 
soothsayer;  [holy? 

But  do  you  in  your  conscience  believe  her 
lnspir*d  vvith  such  prophetic  fire  ? 

Dio.  Yes,  in  my  conscience. 

MavL  And  that  you  must,  upon  necessity, 
Fronl  her  words,  he  a  Cesar? 

Dio.  If  I  live — - 

AfaxL  There*s  on^  stop  yet* 

Dio.  And  follow  her  directions. ' 

Maxi.  But  do  not  juggle  with  me. 

Dio,  In  faith,  cousin , 
So  full  a  truth  hangs  ever  on  her  prophecies. 
That  how  I  should  think  other  vise 

Maji.  Ver^  well,  sir;  [cessary) 

You  then  believe  (for  methiriks  'tis  most  ne- 
She  knows  her  own  fate? 

Dio.  I  believe  it  certain.  ftry  it? 

Masi  Dare  you  but  be  so  wise  to  let  me 
For  [  stand  doubtful. 

Dio.  How? 

Miuei  Come  nearer  to  me,  [me ; 

Because  her  cunning  devil  shall  not  prevertt 
Clos»e,  close,  and  hear. — If  she  can  turn  this 

destiny,  , 

1*11  be  of  your  faith  too.     [Whispers  Diocies. 

Dio.  Forward;  I  fearnot;  [thing. 

For  if  she  knows  not  this,  sure  she  knows  no- 

Enter  Delphia. 

t  am  so  confident 

Maxi.  ^Faith,  so  am  I  tod. 
That  I  shall  make  her  devifs  sides  hum. 

Dio.  Slie  comes  here; 
Go  take  your  stand. 

Maxi*  Now  holy',  or  you  howl  for*t! 

[Retires. 
Dio.  Tis  pity  this  young  man  should  be 
so  stubborn  i 
Valiant  he  is,  and  to  his  valour  temperate, 


Only  distrustful  of  delays  iii  fortuiie ; 
I  love  him  dearly  well. 

Delph.  Now,  my  son  Diodes, 
Are  you  not  ^eary  of  your  game  to-day? 
And  are  you  well? 

Dio.  Yes,  mother,  well  and  lusty ; 

Onlv  you  make  me  hunt  for  empty  shadows; 

Delph.  You  must  have  patience:   Ilome 

was  not  built  in  one  day ;        [currents. 

And  he  that  hopes,  must  give  his  hopes  their 

YouVe  kiird  a  mighty  boar. 

Dio.  But  I'm  no  emperor.  [lo\% 

Why  do  you  fool  me  thus,  and  make  me  fol- 
Your  ilatttring  expectatidn  hour  by  hour? 
Rise  early,  and  sleep  late?  to  feed  your 
.    appetites,  [honour? 

Forget  my   trade,  my  arms  ?  forsake  mine 
Labour  and  sweat  to  arrive  at  a  base  memory  ? 
Oppose  myself  to  hazards  of  aU  sorts. 
Only  to  win  the  barb'rous  imhie  of  Butcher? 
Delph.  Son,  you  are  wise. 
Dio.  But  yoii  are  cunning,  mother;  \yovL, 
And  with  that  cunning?,  and  the  faith  I  give 
You  lead  me  blindly  to  no  end,  no  honour. 
You  find  you're  daily  fed,  you  take  no  labour. 
Your  family  at  ease,  they  know  no  murket/ 
And  therefore,  td  maintsLiu  this,  you  speak 

darkly. 
As  darkly  still  yoU  nourish  it;  whilst  t 
(Being  a  credulous  and  obsequious  cox Tromb*) 
Hunt  daily,  and  sweat  hourly;  to  find  out 
To  clear  your  mystery,  kill^  boar  on  boar. 
And  make  your  spit^  and  pots  bow  with  my 

bqanties: 
Yet  I  still  podrer,  further  still—— 

I)e/;iA..  Be  provident, 
And  tempt  not  the  gods'  dooms ;  stop  not 
the  glory  f  therf : 

They're  ready  to  fix  on  you ;  you're  a  fool 
Chearful  ariil  grateful  takers  iKe  gods  love, 
And  such  as  wait  their  pleasures  with  full 

h(5pes ; 
The  doubtful  and  ditiirustful  iharl  Ileav'e 

frowns  at. 
What  I  have  told  you  by  my  inspiration, 
I  tell  you  once  again,  must  and  shall  find  youi4 
Dio.  But  when  ?  or  how  ? 
Detph.  Cum  Aprtim  int'erfeceris. 
Dio.  I  have  kill'd  many. 
Delph.  Not  the  Boar  they  pomt  you  ; 
Noir  miist  I  reveal  further,  'till  you  clear  It  i 
The  lots  of  glorious  rneii  are  f^rapt  in  my* 
steries: 


•  Now  holly,  Sfc.]  I  read  W/oa;  y<i.— Maximinian  did  not  believe  Delphia  Had  any  divinity 
ehout  her,  and  therefore  when  designing  to  shoot  at  her,  should  seem  £o  say,  7iow  hullot^ 
^oUy  i.  e.  render  yourself  holi/,  or  i^on  howl/or  it.  As  to  the  old  reading,  I  have  no  idea  of 
It  at  all ;  and  whkt  I  purpose  will  read  in  the  verse  as  two  syllables  only.         Seuard. 

The  whole  conversation  respecting  Delphia  turns  upou  the  question.  Whether  she  is  rcallt 
Ao/y,  or  only  pretends  to  be  sd:  Maximinian's  meaning,  therefofe,  seems  to  us  to  be;  *Now 
(you  must  be]  Italy,  or  yoU  howl  for't;'  and  then  presents  an  arrow. 

Betterton's  alteration  gives  the  line  thus : 

*  Now  shew  your  holiness,  or  yim  hotolfor^t,  beldame !  * 

7  And  vsith  that  cannon.}  Th6  amendment  in  tlie^  text  was  made  by  Bettecton,  l^iit  it 
claimed  by  Symps{/u. 
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rate  pRorafeTEss. 


[Ac*  1.  Scene  i. 


And  so  deKvcr'd ;  common  and  slight  crea- 
tures, 
That  have  tTieir  ends  as  open  as  their  actiorts, 
Easy  and  open  fortunes  follow. 

Maxi,  [cotfiin^  forward.]  I  sfiall  try 
^ow  deep  your  inspiration  KeS  hid  in  you," 
And  whether  your  brave  spirit  have  a  buckler 
To  Veep  this  arrow  off;  1 11  male  you  smoke 
else.  [punctually, 

Dio.  IJnowing  my  fortune  so  precisely, 
And  tliat  it  must  fall  without  contradiction, 
Being  a  stranger,  of  no  tie  unto  you, 
Biethinks  you  should  be  studied  in  your  own  ; 
In  your  own  destiny,  methinks,  most  perfect : 
And  every  hour,  and  every  minute,  mother, 
(So  great  a  care  should  Heav'n  have  of  her 

,    ministers) 
Methinlts  your  fortunes  both  ways  should 

appear  to  vou. 
Both  to  avoid,  and  take.  Can  the  stars  now. 
And  all  those  influences  you  receive  into  you, 
'Or  secret  inspirations  you  make  show  of. 
If  an  hfird  fortune  hung,  and  were  now  ready 
To  pour  itself  upon  your  life,  deliver  you  ? 
"Can  they  now  sav.  '  Take  heed  ? ' 

VelpL  Ha?  'fray  you  come  hither. 

Maxi.  I  would  know  thai:  J  fear  your 

devil  will  cozen  you  j  [you. 

And,  stand  as  close  as  youcan,  I  shall  be  with 

Delph,  I  find  a  present  ill. 

Vio.  Homr? 

Belph,  But  I  scorn  it. 

Maxi,  Do  you  so  ?  do  you  so  ? 

Delph.  Yes,  and  laugh  at  it,  Diodes. 

Is  it  uotitrange,  these  wild  and  foolish  men 

Should  dare  to  oppose  the  power  of  destiny  ? 

That  power  the  gods  shake  at?  Look  yonder, 

son.  >  ^  [y<>"  ^ 

Maxi.  Pave  you  spied  me  ?  then  have  at 

Delph.  Dq;  shoot  boldly! 
Hit  me,  and  spare  not,  if  thou  canst. 

Sio.  Shoot,  cousin. 
laxi.  I  cannot;  mine arm'a dead ;  I  have 
no  feeling !  , 

Or,  if  I  could  shoot,  so  strong  is  her  arm  d 
She'd  catch  the  arrow  flying.  [virtue, 

Delp/L  Poor  doubtful  people! 
I  pity  your  weak  faiths. 

Dio.  Your  mercy,  mother ! 
And,  frtSm  this  hour,  a  deity  I  crown  you. 
Delph.  No  more  of  that. 
MaxL  Oh,  let  my  pniyers  prevail  too  ! 
Here  like  a  tree  I  dwell  else :  free  me,  mo- 
ther, [t^'^e! 
And,  greater  than  great  fortune,  I'll  adoie 
Delph. .  Be  free  again,  and  have  more  pure 
droughts  in  you.,                        [staiitl/;  , 
Dio,  Now  1  believe  your  words  most  con- 
And  when  I  have  that  power  you Ve  promis'd 
to  me—                         [niece  Uruailla, 
Delph.  Remember  then  your  vow:   My 
I  mean,  to  marry  her,  and  then  you  prosper. , 
Dio.  I  shall  forget  my  life  else. 
Tklph.  I  am  a  poor  weak  woman ;  to  me 
Bo  worship. 


JBnfcr  i^lger,  Geta,  and  Soldkn. 
Geia.  And  shall  he  have  as  y^u  say,  that 

kills  this  A  per? 
Delph.  Now  niark,  and  understand. 

Niger,  The  proscription's  up,'  fit: 

r  th*  luarketrplftcfe  *tis  up ;  there  you  may  read 
He  shall  have  half  the  empire. 

Geta.  A  pretty  farm,  i' faith.      [Aufelia, 

Niger.  And   th'  emperor's  sister,  bright 
Her  to  his  wife. 

Geta.  You  say  well,  friend:  But,  hark  you; 
Who  shall  do  this  ? 

Niger.  You,  if  you  dare. 

Geta.  I  think  so  : 
Yet,  1  could  poison  hiin  in  a  pot  of  perry ; 
He  loves  that  veng'ancely.  But  when  I  \m\*e 

done  this. 
May  I  lie  with  the  {gentlewoman  ? 

Nli^er.  Lie  with  her?  what  else,  man? 

Geia.  Yes,  man; 
1  have  known  a  man  married  tihat  never  lay 

with  his  wife : 
Tliose  dancing-days  arc  done. 

Niger.  These  are  old  soldiei*s. 
And  poor,  it  seems.    I'll  try  their  appetites. 
*Skve  ye,  brave  soldiers ! 

Masi.  Sir,  you  t&lk'd  of  proscriptions? 

Niger.  Tistrue ;  there  is  one  Set  up  from 
the  cihpcror. 
Against  Volutins  Aper. 

Dio.  Aper? 

Delph.  Now! 
Now  have  you  found  the  Boar? 

Dio.  1  have  ihe  meaning; 
And,  blessed  mother 

Niger.  He  has  scorn'd  his  master, 
And  bloodily  cut  off  by  ^treachery 
The  noble  brother  to  him. 

Dio.  He  lives  here,  sir,  . 

Sickly  and  weak. 

Niger.  Did  you  see  him  ? 

Mfixi.  No. 

Niger.  He's  murdered ;  [peror, 

So  you  shall  iind  it  mentioned  from  the  cm- 
And,  honest  faitliful  soldiers,  but  believe  it; 
For,  by  tlie  Gods,  you'il  find  it  so ;  he's  raur- 
der*d !  [tion. 

The  manner  how,  read  in  the  large  proscrip- 

Delph.  It  is  most  trUe,  son,  Jind  he  cozens 
Apcr*s  a  villain  false.  [y^^i 

Dio.  I  thank  you,  mother. 
And  dare  believe  you.    Hark  you,  sir !   the 
As  you  related [recompense 

Niger.  Is  as  firm  as  faith,  sir. 
Bring  him  alive  (^r  dead. 

Maxi.  You  took  a  fit  time, 
The  general  being  oiit  o*  th'  town ;   for  tho' 

we  love  him  not. 
Yet,  had  he  known  this  first,  you  had  paid 
for't  dearly.  [Ni^cr, 

Dio.  Tis  Niger;  now  Ik  now  him;  hontt^t 
A  true  sound  man ;  and  I  believe  tiim  con- 
stantly, [hurry 
Your  business  may  be  done,  make  no  yccat 
For  your  own  safety. 
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IV^iger.  No;  I'lh  gone,  I  thank y6a;  [Exit. 

Dio,  Pray,  Maximioian,  pray. 

Muri.  1*11  pray  and  wo¥k  too.  [oflfer: 

Dio,  111  to  the  inarket-plbce,  and  read  ttfe 
And,  now  I've  found  the  Boar 

Delph.  Find  your  own  faith  too. 
And  remember  ^hatyV>a  Kav«  vow*d. 


Dio,  Oh,  mother!— 
Delph.  Prosper. 

Geta.  If  my  master  and  t  do  this,  there's 
two  emperors, 
And  what  a  show  will  that  ^ake !  ho^  we 
shall  bounce  it ! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Drusilla  and  Delphic. 

^}rus.  T  EAVE  u«,  and  not  vouchsafe  a 

-■-'    barting  kiss 
To  her,  that  m  his  hopes  of  greatness  lives. 
And  goes  alonv  with  liim  in  all  liis  dangers  f 

Dtiph.  \  grant  'twas  most  inhuman. 

Dha.  Oh,  you  a;ive  it 
Too  mild  a  name !  'twas  more  than  barbarous ! 
^  And  yoQ  a  partner  in  it. 

Delph.  I,  Drusilla? 

Drta.  Yes;    you  have  blown  his  swoln 
pride  to  that  vastness, 
As  he  believes  tlie  earth  is  in  his  fathom ; 
This  makes  him  quite  forget  his  humble  being: 
And  can  I  hope  that  he,  that  only  fed 
With  the  imagined  food  of  future  empire, 
Disdains  ev'n  those  that  gave  him  means,  and 

Hfe, 
To  nourish  such  desires,  when  he's  nosse&Vd 
'Of  his  ambitious  ends  (which  must  fall  on  tiira. 
Or  your  predictions  are  false)  will  ever 
Descend  to  look  on  me  ? 

Dclph.  Were  his  intents 
Perfidious  as  the  seas  or  winds ;  his  heart 
Composed  of  falshood ;  yet  tlie  benefit. 
The  greatness  of  the  good  he  has  from  you, 
(For  what  I  have  conferred  is  thine,  Drusilla) 
Must  make  him  firm  and  thankful:  But  if  all 
Remembrance  of  the  debts  he  stands  eugag*d 
Fmd  a  quick  grave  in  his  ingratitude,     [for. 
My  powerful  art,  that  guides  him  to  this 

height, 
Shall  make  him  curse  the  hour  he  e*er  was 
Or  sink  him  to  tha  centre.  [rais'd, 

Drus.  1  had  rather  [dour 

Yuur  art  could  force  him  to  return  that  ar- 
To  me,  I  bear  to  him ;  or  give  n«»jiower 
To  moderate  my  passions :  Yet  I  know  not ; 
I  should  repent  your  grant,  tho*  you  had 

sign'd  it 
(So  well  1  find  he's  worthy  of  all  service). 
But  to  believe  that  any  check  to  him 
In  his  main  hopes  could  yield  content  to  me, 
Were  treason  to  true  love,  that  knows  no 

pleasure, 
The  object  that  it  doats  on  ill  affected ! 

Delph.  Pretty  simplicity !  1  love  thee  for't, 
And  will  nut  sit  an  idle  looker-on, 
And  see  it  c6zen'd.     Dry  thy  innocent  eyes, 
And  cast  off  jealous  fears,  (yei  promises' 


Arc  but  lip-comforts)  and  but  fancy  aoght 
That's  possible  in  nature^  or  in  art. 
That  may  advance  thy  comtbrt^  u»d  be  hold 
To  tell  thy  soul  'tis  thine;  therefore  speak 

freely. 
Drus.  You  new-create  me!  To  conceal 

from  you 
My  virgin  loudness,  were  to  hide  ny  sickness 
From  my  physician.  Oh,  dear  aunt,  ( languish 
For  want  of  Diocles*  sight:  He  is  the  sun 
That  keeps  my  blood  in  a  perpetual  spring ; 
But,  in  his  absence,  cold  benumbing  wiotor 
Seizes  on  all  my  faculties. Woald  yoa  bind  me 
(That  am  your  slave  already)  in  more  fetters, 
And,  in  the  place  of  service,  to  iidore  you  } 
'Oh,  bear  me  then  (but  'tis  impossible, 
1  fear,  to  be  effected;  where  1  may 
See  how  my  Diocles  breaks  tiiro'hisdangers. 
And  in  what  heaps  his  honours  flow  upon  him. 
That  f  may  meet  him  m  the  height  and  ondk 
Of  all  bis  glories,  aud  thera^(as  your  gilt) 
Challenge  him  as  mine  own. 
Delph.  Flnjoy  thy  wishes : 
This  is  an  easy  boon,  which,  at  thy  years^ 
I  could  have  giv'n  to  any;  but  now  grown 
Perfect  in  all  the  hidden  mysteries 
Of  that  inimitable  art,  which  makes  us 
Equal  ev'n  to  the  gods,  and  nature's  wonders. 
It  shall  be  dtme  as  fits  my  skill  and  glory : 
To  break   thro'  bolts  and  locks,  a  schohir's 

prize  «•  [*•*'«*▼> 

F*or  thieves  and  pick -locks !  to  pass  thro'  an 
Cover'd  with  night,  or  some  dis||uise,  tha 

practice 
Of  poor  and  needy  spies !  No,  my  Dnisilla, 
From  Ceres  I  will  force  her  winged  dragons. 
And  in  the  air  hangover  the  tribunal, 
The  music  of  the  spheres  attending  on  us. 
There,  as  his  good  star,  thou  shalt  shine  upon 

him. 
If  he  prove  true,  and  as  his  angel  guard  him : 
But  it  he  dare  he  false,  I,  in  a  moment, 
Will  put  that  glorious  light  out,  with  such 

horror 
As  if  th'  eterfial  night  had  seiz'd  the  sun, 
Or  all  things  were  return'd  to  tlic  first  chaos, 
And  then  appear  like  fnries. 

Drvs.  I  will  do 
Whate'er  you  shall  command. 
Delph.  Rest  then  abbur'd, 
I  am  the  mistress  of  my  art,  and  fear  not. 

[Soft  muiick.    Exeunt. 
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[Act  9.  Seene  t. 


SCENE  n. 


Is  marching  up  a^inst  me.    *Tis  not  safe. 
Till  I  have  power  to  justify  the  act,  [cnretul 
To  shew  myself  the  author:  Be  therefore 
For  an  hour  or  two  (till  1  hare  fully  sounded 
How  the  tribunes  and  centurions  stand  af- 
fected) 
That  none  come  near  the  litter.  If  I  find  them 
Firm  on  my  part,  I  dare  profess  myself  ; 
And  then,  live  Aper's  equal ! 

Cnm,  Does  not  the  body 
Begin  to  putrify  ? 

yi/xrr.  That  exacts  ray  haste!  [it, 

When,  but  ev'n  now,  1  feign'd  obedience  to 
As  I  had  some  great  business  to  impart. 
The  scent  had  almost  choak*d  me ;  be  there* 

fore  curious', 
AH  keep  at  distance.  [Exit. 

Cam.  I  am  taught  my  parts; 
Haste  yon,  to  perfect  yours. 

1  Guard.  Va  rather  meet 
An  enemy  i*  th*  field,  than  stand  thus  nodding 
Like  to  a  rug-gown'd  watchman. 

Enter  DiocUs,  Maiiminian,  and  Get  a* 

MaxL  The  watch  at  uoon*? 
This  is  a  new  device 

Crim.  Stand! 

DU).  I  am  arm*d 
Against  all  danger. 

MasL  If  I  fear  to  follow, 
A  coward*s  name  pursue  me ! 

Dio,  Now,  my  fa tc> 
Guide  and  direct  me  ! 

Cum,  You  are  rude  and  sandy, 
With  your  forbidden  feetto  touch  this  ground, 
Sacred  to  CaeSHr  only,  and  to  these      [yt>u  ? 
That  do  atteofl  his  pcrsou  !  Speak,  what  are 

Dio.  What  thou,  nt)r  any  of  thy  faction  are| 
Nor  ever  were;  soldicrs,'and  honest  men. 

Cam,  So  blunt? 

Geta.  Nay,  you  shall  find  he's  good  at  the 
sharp  too.  [niurder, 

Dio.  No  instruments  of  craft,  en:iines  of 
That  serve  the  em  peror  on  I y  wit  h  oil'd  tongues. 
Sooth  and  appluud  his  vices,  pl.ty  the  bav^ds 
To  nil    his    appetites;   and    when  you'v«! 

wrought 
So  fur  upon  his  weakness,  that  he's  grown 
Odious  to  the  subject  and  hlmhclf, 
And  can  no  further  hHp  your  wicked  c»dt^ 
You  rid  him  out  o*  th*  way. 

Cam,  Treason! 

Dio.  Tis  truth. 
And  J  will  make  it  pood. 

Cam.  Lay  hands  upon  'em ; 
Or  k^lthem  suddenly ! 

Geta.  I  um  outnt  that; 
I  do  not  like  tlie  sf>ort. 

Dio,  Wiiat's  he  that  is 
Owner  of  auy  virtue  worth  a  Roman, 

'  CttWoi/j.J  i.  e.  cautious.        Stfmpum. 

^  Geta.  The  watch  at  noon  f'\  The  old  books  give  this  speech  to  Geta,  w'hom  we  thought 
the  most  unlikely  person  on  the  sta^c  to  make  the  remark,  before  we  consulted  BcttertonV 
edition^  which  v\e  have  followed,  in  giving  it  to  Muximiuiuii. 


Enter  Aper,  C^muriuSy  Guard,  a  Utter  co- 
vered, 

Aper.  Your  care  of  your  sick  empVor,  fel- 
low-soldiers. 
In  colours  to  the  life  doth  shew  your  love, 
And  zealous  duty  :  Oh,  continue  in  it ! 
And  tho*I  knowyou  long  tosec  and  hear  him. 
Impute  it  not  to  pride,  or  melancholy,  [vices 
That  keeps  you  from  your  wishes;  suchstate- 
(Too,  too  familiar  with  great  princes)  are 
Strangers  to  all  the  actions  ot  the  life 
Of  good  Numerinnus.    Let  your  patience 
Be  the  physician  to  his  wounded  eyes, 
(Wounded  with  pious  sorrow  for  his  father) 
Which  time  and  your  strong  patience  will  re- 
cover, 
Provided  it  prove  constant.  [Goes  to  tfic  litter. 

1  Guard.  If  he  counterfeit, 

I  w  ill  hereafter  trust  a  prodigal  heir, 
When  he  weeps  at  his  tathcr's  funenil. 

2  Guard,  Or  a  young  widow,  following  a 
bed-rid  husband 

(After  a  three-years*  groaning)  to  the  fire. 

3  Guard,  Note  his  humility,  and  with  what 
s(|ft  murmurs 

lie  does  'enquire  his  pleasures. 

1  Guard,  And  how  soon 
He  is  instructed. 

t  Guard.  How  he  bows  again  too. 

Aper,  All  JOMT  commaiuls,  dread  Caesar, 
ril  impart 
To  your  most  ready  soldier,  to  obey  them ; 
So,  takeyour  rest  in  peace. — It  is  the  pleasure 
[Turning  from  the  Utter  to  the  Guards. 
Of  mighty  Cxsar  (his  thanks  still  remeniber'd 
For  your  long  patience,  which  a  d<mative. 
Fitting  his  state  to  give,  shall  quickly  follow) 
That  you  continue  a  strict  guard  upon 
His  sacred  person,  and  admit  no  stranger 
Of  any  other  legion  to  cnn)e  near  him  ; 
You  being  most  trusted  by  him.     J  receive 
Your  answer  in  your  silence.  Now,Camurius, 
Speak  without  flutt'ry  :  Hath  iliy  Aper  acted 
This  passion  to  the  life? 

Cam,  I  would  applaud  him. 
Were  he  saluted  C»sar:  But  [  fear 
These  long-protracted  counsels  will  undo  us; 
And  'tis  beyond  mv  reason,  he  being  dtad. 
You  should  conceal  yourself,  or  hope  it  can 
Continue  undisctiverVI. 

Aper.  That  I've  kill'd  him,  »    [lives, 

Yet  feed  these  ignorant  fools  with  hopes  he 
Has  a  main  end  in*i.  The  Pannonian  cohort! 
(That are  my  own,  and  sure)  are  not  conie  up; 
The  German  legions  waver;  and  Charinus, 
Brother  lo  this  dead  dog,  (hell's  plagues  on 

Niger!) 
Is  jealous  uf  the  murder,  and,  I  hear. 
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Or  does  retain  the  memVy  of  the  oath 
He  made  to  Caesar,  that  dares  lift  his  sword 
Against  the  man  that  (careless  of  his  life) 
Comes  to  discover  such  a  horrid  treason, 
As,  when  you  hear*c,  and  understand  how  long 
You've  been  abus*cl,  wiU  run  you  mad  with 

fury  ? 
I  am  no  stranger,  but  (like  you)  a  soldier, 
Train*d  up  one  from  my  youth :    And  there 
ar«  some  fmyselO 

With  whom  IVe  serv'd,   and  (not  to  praise 
JSIust  needs  confess  they  have  >ecn  Diocles, 
In  the  late  Britain  wars,  both  dare  and  do 
Beyond  a  common  man. 
i  Guard.  Dirjcles? 
2  Guard.  I  know  him; 
Tl)c  bravest  soldier  of  the  empire. 

Cam.  Stand! 
If  thou  advance  an  inch,  thouVr  dead. 

Dio.  Die  thou,  [^'*^^*  Citmnriui. 

IMiat  dtinit  oppose  thyself  against  a  truth 
That  will  broakoiit,  tho*  mountains  cover  it! 
Ceta.  I  fear  this  is  a  sucking  pig,  no  boar, 
He  falls  so  easy. 

Dio.  Hear  me,  fellow^soldicrs; 
And  if  I  make  it  not  apparent  to  you 
This  is  an  act  of  justice,  and  no  murder, 
Cut  me  in  pieces.     Til  disperse  thcclond 
That  hath  so  long  obscur'd  a  bloody  act 
Ne'er  equalM  yet.    You  all  know  with  what 
The  good  N  umerianu^  ever  grac'd    [favours 
The  provost  A  per  ? 
Gitard.  True. 

Dio.  And  that  those  bounties        rieam'd 
Should  have  contain'd  him  (if  he  e  cr  had 
The  elements  of  honestv  and  truth) 
In  loyal  duty;  But  Ambition  never      [haste 
Looks  backward  on  Desert,  hut  with  blind 
Boldly  runs  on  :  But  t  lose  time.  You're  here 
Commanded  by  this  Aper  to  attend 
The  empVor's  person,  to  admit  no  stranc;er 
To  have  aoccss  to  him,  or  come  near  his  litter. 
Under  pretence,  forsooth,  his  eyes  arc  sore, 
And  his  mind  troubled:    No,  my  frieudb, 

you're  cozen'd  j 
The  good  Numorianus  now  is  past 
The  sense  of  wrong  or  injury. 
Guard.  How  !  dead  ? 
Dio,  Let  your  own  eyes  inform  you. 

[Opens  the  Utter. 

Geta.  An  emperor's  cabinet?       [sweeter. 

Fough  !  I  have  Icnown  a  charnel-house  smell 


If  emperor's  flesh  have  this  savour,  what  will 
When  I  am  rotten?  [mine  do, 

1  Guard.  Most  unheard-of  villamy  ! 

2  Guard.  And  with  all  cruelty  to  be  re- 
vcn;i'd. 

3  Guard.  Who  is  the  irturderer?    Name 
him,  that  we  may 

Punish  it  in  his  family. 

Dio.  Who  but  Aper? 
The  barbarous  and  most  inzrateful  Aper  ? 
His  desperate  poniard  printed  on  his  breast 
This  deadly  wound.     Hate  to  vow'd  enemies 
Finds  a  full  satisfaction  in  death. 
And  tyrants  seek  no  fiirthrr  :  He,  a  sobJ€»ct, 
And  bound  by  all  the  tics  of  lovo  and  duty, 
Ended  not  so;  but  does  deny  his  prince 
f  Whose  gliost,  forbad  a  passage  to  his  rest. 
Mourns  by  the  Stygian  shore)  his  fuueral- 
rites.  [anger; 

Nay,  weep  not ;  let  your  loves  speak  in  your 
And,  to  con6rm  you  jjave  no  snftrnge  to 
The  dumneci  plot,  lend  me  your  helping  hands 
T(i  wreak  the  parricide;  and  if  you  find 
That  there  is  worth  in  Diodes  to  deserve  it, 
Make  him  your  leader. 

Guard.  A  Diocies,  a  Diodes! 

Dio.  We'll  force  him  from  his  guards.—-  • 
And  now,  m^  stars, 
If  yon  have  anv  good  for  me  in  store. 
Shew  it,  when  I  have  slain  this  fatal  Boar ! 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  TIL 

Enter  Dclphia  and  Dnailla,  in  a  throne 
drawn  bjf  dragous. 

Ddph.  Fix  here,  and  rest  awhile  yoursail- 
fctretcird  wings  »,  '  [Heav'n 

That  have  out-stript  the  winds.    The  eye  of 
Durst  not  behold  your  speed,  but  hid  itself 
Behind  the  grossest  clourl.s;  and  the  pale  moon 
Pluck'd  in  her  silver  bonis,  trembling  for  fear 
Tliat  my  stnmg  spells  should  force  her  from 

her  sphere : 
Such  is  the  power  of  art. 

Dna.  Good  aunt,  where  are  we ! 

Del  ph.  Look  dowu,  Drusilla,  on  these  Jofty 
towers,  [house 

These  spacious  streets,  where  every  private 
Appears  a  palace  to  receive  a  king :. 
The  site,  the  wealth,  the  beauty  of  the  plai  c, 
Will  soon  inform  thee  'tis  imperious  Home, 

'  Sail'Stretch*d  wing$.]  I  cannot  forbear  transcribing  a  stanza  out  of  our  inimitable  Spenser, 
which  whether  our  poets  had  in  their  ejic  or  no  here,  the  reader  must  judge.  B.  i.  C.  xi. 
Stan.  10. 

*  His  flaggy  wings  when  forth  he  did  display, .  • 

*  Were  like  two  sails,  in  which  the  hollowwind 

*  Is  gathered  full,  and  workrth  speedy  way : 

'  And  eke  the  pens  that  did  his  pinions  bind, 

*  Were  like  main-yards,  with  flying  canvas  lin'd; 

*  With  which,  when  as  him  list  the  air  to  beat, 

*  And  there  by  force  unwonted  passage  find,  • 

*  The  clouds  before  him  fled  for  terror  great, 

'  And  al-  the  heavens  stood  full  amazed  with  his  threat.*  Sj/mpson. 
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Home,  the  gr^ at  mistress  of  the  conq\ier*d 
world. 

Dru9.  But,  witbont  Diodes,  it  is  to  nof 
LiVe  T\ny  wiiderncss  we  have  pass*d  o'er: 
bhall  I  not  see  him  ?  * 

JMlph   Yes,  and  in  full  glory, 
And  iilut  thy  greedy  eye?»  with  ]oo1ving  on 
liis  prosperous  success.     Contwiu  thyself; 
For  tho'  all  things  beneath  us  are  trnnsparent, 
The  sharpest-sighted  (were  ho  eaj;U-e>  d) 
Cannot  discover  u?.     Nor  \\')\\  we  hang 
Idle  spectators  to  behold  his  triumph  j 

Enter  DiacUsy  Marmininn,  Grla,  Guard, 

Aper^  Senators,  Officers,  with  fitter. 
But,  when  occasion  shall  present  it*elf, 
Do  something  to  add  to  it.     Sec,  he  comes. 

Drus.  ilow  god-like  he  appears!    With 
such  a  grac£. 
The  giants  that  attempted  to  scale  Heaven, 
When  they  lay  dead  on  thcPhlegrean  plain, 
lUars.did  appear  to  Jove. 

J}elph,  lorbear. 

Dio,  Look  on  this,  [deed. 

And  when  with  horfor  thou  hast  viewM  thy 
Thy  most  accursed  deed,  be  thine  '^wn  jtidge, 
And  see  (thy  guilt  consider'd)  if  thou  canst 
Persuade  thvbclf,  whom  thou  stand^'t  bound 

to  hate, 
To  hope  or  plead  for  mercy. 

Aper.  I  confess 
My  life's  a  burden  to  me. 

Dio,  Thou  art  like  thy  name, 
A  cruel  Boar,  whose  snout  hath  rooted  up 
The  fruitful  vineyard  of  the  comroorrwcalth. 
I  long  have  hunted  for  thee ;  and  since  now 
ThouVt  in  the  toil,  it  is  in  vain  to  hope 
Thou  ever  shalt  breuk  out.     Thou  dost  de- 
serve 
The  hangman's  hook,  or  to  be  puni.^hed 
More  wajorum,  whipt  with  rods  to  death, 
Or  any  way  that  were  more  terrible: 
Yet,  since  my  future.faredependsnpon  thee. 
Thus  to  fulfil  j»rear  Delphia's  prophecy, 
Aper  (thou  fatal  Boar)  receive  the  honour 

[Kills  Aper. 
To  fall  by  Diodes*  hand  !— Shine  clear,  my 

stars, 
That  usher'd  me  to  taste  this  conimon  air. 
In  n)y  entrance  to  the  world^aud  give  applause 
'Jo  this  i;reat  work  I 

Dclph,  Strike  rousick  from  the  spheres ! 

[Mustek, 

Dnis,  Oh,  now  you  honour  mc  ! 

Dio,  Ha!  in  the  air.^ 

AIL  Miraculous  I 


MasL  This  sbf  vs  ^e  gods  m^y 
The  p.erson,  apd  the  get.  T^?**  H  the 


..  thesensitf 
(For 'in  their  eyes  \  rpad  the  soldiers'  lov^) 
ThinV  Diodes  worthy  to  supply  the  pl^pc 
Opdf  j\d  Numerianua,  as  be  stands 
His  heir  ii^  (lis  rtjve^g^,  ^ith  qdc  cpps^n^ 
Saluce  him  emperor. 

Sen.  Long  live  piocles !  g 

Augustus,  Paier  Patria,  and  all  titled  1 
I'hat  are  peculiar  only  to  the  Ci^r|^  I 
We  gladly  throw  upon  hiip. 

Cu^rd.  We  epntirm  it. 
And  will  defend  his  honour  with  opr  swords 
Against  the  world.  Raise  him  to  the  tribunal, 

1  Sen,  Fetch  the  imperial  robes;  and,   as 
a  sign 

We  give  him  absolute  power  of  life  &nd  deatb^ 
Bind  this  sword  to  his  side^ 

2  Se9»  Qmit  no  cefemony 

That  may  he  fof  his  honour.  [^^6' 

Muxi.  Still  the  gods  [tion. 

Express  thut  they  ^re  pleased  with  this  elec- 

Gc((i.  My  master  isanumperqr,  and  I  feel 
A  senator's  itch  upon  me :   'Would  I  couid 

hire 
These  6ne  invisible  fidhers  (q  play  (o  me 
At  my  instalment. 

Din,  I  friphrACc  your  loves. 
And  hope  t|ie  honours  that  you  heap  upon  inf 
Shall  he  with  strength  supported  :  It  shall  be 
My  study  to  appear  another  Atlas,       Ipii'Cf 
To  stand  firm  underneath  thjs  heav'n  ot  eui- 
And  bear  it  boldly,    i  desire  no  titles. 
But  as  I  shall  deserve  'em.    I  ^^ill  keep 
The  name  |  had,  being  a  private  man, 
Only  with  soipe  small  difTereure;    I  will  add 
Jo  Diodes  hut  two  short  syllables  '®, 
And  be  calfd  Diorlesiuims* 

Get  a.  That  is  fiup  I  [nator, 

I'll  follow  the  fashiop;  aad,,  when  "I'm  a  se- 
I  will  be  DO  more  plain  Geta,  but  be  cail'd 
Lord  Ge'tianus. 

Una,  lie  ne'er  thinks  of  me, 
Nor  of  your  favour. 

Enter  Niger, 

Delph.  If  he  dares  prove  falsc,^ 
These  glories  shall  be  to  him  as  a  dream. 
Or  an  enchanted  bnnqueL  ^ 

Niger.  From  Charmus,  [heard 

From  greiit  Charinus,  who  with  joy  hath 
Of  your  proceedings,  and  con lirms  your  ho- 
nours : 
He,  with  his  beauteous  sister,  fair  Aurelia, 
Are  come  in  person, like  themselves  attended. 
To  gratulate  your  fortune.        [Luud  ttiusick. 


»• but  two  short  ti/llahles. 

And  be  cuWd  nioclesianus.j  Thus  run  all  the  copies  ancient  audmodem:  Itwasdoubt- 
less  for  want  of  attention  in  our  Authors,  or  their  editors,  that  this  passage  has  come  down 
to  us  so  incorrect:  For  if  we  must  reail,  tzeo  short  syllables,  what  must  we  do  with  DiocU' 
sianus,  which  is  certainly  an  addition  of  three .^  And  if  we  read  Dioclesian,  which  is  much 
more  agrc«^able  to  the  measure,  we  shall  be  embarrassed  with  that  unlucky  addition  ofG^/a, 
to  be  called  Getianus,  I  am,  liowever,  upon  the  whole,  for  reading  Dioclesian^  because  tfie 
Terse  will  run  better,  and  because  he  is  called  so  .through  the  rebt  of  the  play.        Sympson, 
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Enter  Charinus,  AureUa,  and  AUendants. 

Dio,  For  thy  news, 
Be  thou  in. France  pro-consul. — Let  us  meet 
The  emperor  with  all  honour,  and  chibrace 
him.  [eclipse 

Drus.  Oil,  aunt,  I  fear  this  princess  doth 
The  opinion  of  my  beauty,  tho  1  were 
Myself  to  be  the  judge! 

Deiph.  Rely  on  me. 

Char.  Tis  virtue,  and  not  birth,  that  maVes 
us  noble : 
Great  actions  speak  great  minds,  and  such 
should  govern ;  [brother, 

And  you  are  grac'd  with  both.     Thus,  as  a 
A  fellow,  and  co-partner  in  the  empire, 
I  do  embrace  you.     May  we  live  so  far 
From  difference,  or  emulous  competition, 
That  all  the  world  may  say,  altho'  two  bodies, 
We  have  one  mind ! 

Aur,  When  I  look  on  the  trunk 
Of  dear  Numerianus,  I  should  wash      [row 
His  wounds  with  tears,  and  pay  a  sister's  sor- 
To  his  sad  fate ;  but  since  he  lives  again 
In  your  most  brave  revenge,  I  bow  to  you, 
As  to  a  power  that  gave  him  second  life. 
And  will  make  good  my  promise.  If  you  find 
That  there  is  worth  in  me  that  may  deserve  you. 
And  that  in  being  your  wife,  I  shall  not  bring 
Disauiet  and  dishonour  to  your  bed, 
(Altno'  my  youth  and  fortune  should  require 
Both  to  be  sued  and  sought  to)  here  I  yield 
Myself  at  your  devotion. 

Dio,  Oh,  you  gods,  [pour'd 

Teach  me  how  to  be  thankful!    You  have 
All  blessings  on  me,  that  ambitious  man 
Could  ever  fancy:  'Till  this  happy  minute 
I  ne'er  saw  beauty,  or  believ'd  there  could  be 
perfection  in  a  woman  I  I  shall  live 
To  serve  and  honour  youi  Upon  my  knees 

*'  Or  wish  in  vain  he  were  not.  I  will  punish.'\  To  talk  thus  was  not  talking  like  a  Prophe- 
tess, or  like  a  person  of  common  sense.  *  Ue  shall  be  yours/  says  she  to  Druhula,  *or  wish  in 
vain,  he  were  not.*  Why  so?  What  occasion  for  Diodes  to  wish  in  vain  that  he  was  not  hers? 
since  'twas  fact  that  he  was  not :  The  alteration  I  have  made,  depeiuis  only  upon  the  change 
of  a  point,  and  the  addition  of  a  siugie  letter,  one  of  which  might  be  easily  overlooked,  and 
the  other  dropt. 

Mr.  Seward,  upon  my  laying  ray  6nger  on  this  passage,  agreed  it  was  corrupt,  and  offered 
to  read  now  for  note.-  The  reader  is  left  to  his  choice,  seeing  both  are  at  his  service. 

Sj/mpson, 

Sympson  reads,  *  Or  wish  in  vain  he  were.     Note,  I  will  punish,  Ike' 

The  meauing  of  the  toxt  obviously  is,  *  He  shiill  be  thine,  or  wish  he  had  no  existence; 
*  which  I  will  prevent  his  putiins,^  a  period  to.' 

»'  Mount  upf  m\f  birds.]  She  means  dragons.    Thus  what  has,  or  is  supposed  to  have, 

wiugs,  as  tl)e  dragons  here,  is  by  our  poets  called  a  bird,    Shakespear  takes  much  the  same 

'  kind  of  liberty  in  iiis  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  when  he  calls  his  aspics  worms  of  Nile;  and 

Milton,  in  imitation  of  his  great  master,  gives  the  serpent  in  FaraJise  Loi>t  the  same  namei^ 

as  coming  I  suppose  under  the  denomination  of  reptiles.        Sj^tupson. 


I  thus  receive  you ;  and,  so  you  voachsafe  it. 
This  day  I'm  doubly  married,  to  the  empire, 
And  your  best  self. 

Delph.  False  and  perfidious  villain ! 

Drus.  Let  me  fall  headlong  on  him !  Oh, 
my  stars ! 
This  I  foresaw  and  fear'd. 

Char.  Call  forth  a  Flamen. 
This  knot  shall  now  be  tied. 

Delph.  But  I  will  loose  it. 
If  art  or  hell  have  any  strength. 

iThuuder  and  lightning. 

Enter  a  Flamen* 

Char,  Prodigious! 

Muxi.  How  soon  the  day's  o'ercast! 

Flamen.  The  signs  are  fatal ;  [too 

Juno  smiles  not  upon  this  match,  and  shews 
She  has  lier  thunder. 

Dio,  Can  there  be  a  stop 
In  my  full  fortune.? 

Char,  We're  too  violent, 
And  1  repent  the  haste :  We  first  should  pay 
Our  latest  duty  to  the  dead,  and  then 
Proceed  discreetly.  Let's  take  up  the  body; 
And  when  we've  plac'd  his  ashes  in  his  urn, 
We'll  cry  the  gods  again ;  for,  wise  men  say. 
Marriage  and  obsequies  don't  suit  one  day. 

{Sen,  Ex. 

Delph,  So ;  'tis  deferr'd  yet,  in  despite  of 
falshood. 
Comfort,  Drusilla;  for  he  shall  Ije  thine. 
Or  wish,  in  vain,  he  were  not'',  I  will  punish 
His  perjury  to  tiie  height.     Mount  up,  my 

birds  '^ 
Some  rites  I'm  to  perform  to  Hecate, 
To  perfect  my  designs;  which  once  perform'd, 
l|e  shall  be  made  obedient  to  thy  call, 
Or  in  his  ruin  I  will  bury  all. 

{siscend  in  the  throne. 


voL.n. 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE  T. 
Enter  Mctximinian» 


J^fojrL  117HAT  powerful  star  shin'd  at  this 

^  '       man's  nativity, 
And  bless'd  his  homely  cradle  with  full  glory  ? 
What  throngs  of  people  press  and  buz  about 

him,  [Csesar! 

And  with  their  humming  flatteries  smg  him 
Sing  him  aloud,  and  graw  hoarse  with  valut- 

ing  him ! 
Hqw  the  fierce-minded  soldier  Steals  in  to  him, 
Adores  and  courts  his  honour  !  at  his  devo- 
tion [laying ! 
Their  lives,  their  virtues,  and  their  fortunes 
Charinus  sues,  the  emperor  entreats  him, 
And,  as  a  brigliter  Hame,  takes  his  beams 

irom  him;  [him. 

The  blessM  and  bright  Aurelia,  she  dotes  on 
And,  as  the  god  pf  love,  burns  incense  to  liim; 
All  eyes  live  on  him  :  Yet  Tm    still  Maxi- 

minian,  [servant. 

Still  the  bume  poor  and  wretched  thing,  his 
"What  have  1  ^otby  this  ?  where  lies  my  glory? 
How  am  I  rais'd  and  honoured?  1  have  gone 

as  far  [pass'd 

To  wooe;^  this  purblind  honour,    and  have 
As  many  dangerous  expeditions, 
As  noble,  and  as  high  ;  nay,  in  hb  destiny, 
Whilst  'tiras  unknown,  have   run  as  many 

liazards, 
And  done  as  much,  sweat  thro' as  many  perils; 
Only  the  hangman  of  Volutius  Aper, 
Which  I  mistook,  has  made  him  emperor,  s 
And  ine  his  slave. 

Enter  Delphia  and  Drusilla, 
Delph.  Stand  still  I  he  cannot  see  us. 
Till  I  please.     Mark  him  well ;  this  discon- 
tentment 
I've  forc'd  into  him,  for  thy  cause,  Drusilla. 

MasL  Can  the  gods  see  this. 
See  it  with  justice,  and  confer  their  blessings 
On  him,  that  never  flung  one  grain  of  incense 
Upon  their  altars?  never  bow'd  his  knee  yet? 
And  I  that  have  march'd  foot  by  foot,  struck 
equally,                            ^  [praying, 

And,  whilst  he  was  a-gleaning,  have  been 
Contemning  his  base,  covetous 


Delph,  Now  well  be  open. 

Maxi,  Bless  me !  and  with  all  r<*verenc^-« 

Delph.  Stand  up,  son, 
And  wonder  not  at  thy  ungrateful  uncle : 
I  know  thy  thoughts,  and  I  appear  to  ease  'em. 

^ari.  Oh,  mother,  did  I  stand  the  tenth 
part  to  you 
Engag'd  and  fetter 'd,  as  mine  oncle  does. 
How  would  I  serve,  how  would  1  fall  before 
The  poorer  powers  we  warship [you  I 

Delph,  Peace,  and  flatter  not ; 
Necessity  and  anger  draws  this  from  you. 
Of  both  which  I  will  quit  you.  For  your  uncle 
I  spoke  this  honour,  and  it  fell  upon  him. 
Fell  to  his  full  content :  He  has  forgot  mc, 
For  all  my  care,  forgot  me,  and  his  vow  too ; 
As  if  a  dream  had  vanished,  so  h'has lost  me^ 
And  I  him ;  let  him  now  stand  fi^st !  Come 
My  care  is  now  on  you.  [hither; 

MaxL  Oh,  blessed  mother ! 

Deiph,  Stand  still,  and  let  me  work. — So  \ 
—Now,  Mnximinian, 
Go,  and  appear  in  court,  and  eye  Aurelia: 
Believe  what  I  have  done  concerns  you  highly. 
Stand  in  her  view,  make  your  addresses  to  her; 
She  is  the  stair  of  honour,  rii  say  no  more, 
But  Fortune  is  your  servant:  Go. 

Afajri.  With  reverence, 
All  this  as  holy  truths [Exit, 

De/ph,  Believe,  and  prosper,  [much  credit^ 

Driis,  Yet- all  tins  cures  not  me !    But  as 
As  much  belief  from  Diotlesian- — 

Enter  GetCy    Lictors,  and  Suitors  with 
petitions 
Delph.  Be  not  dejected ;  I  have  warn'd  you 
often, 
The  proudest  thoughts  be  has  I'll  humble. — 
Who's  this  ?  [officen; 

Oh,  'tis  the  fool  and  knave  grown  a  graro 
Here's  hot  and  high  preferment. 

6Wa.  What's  your  bill? 
For  gravel  for  the  Appian  way,  and  pills  ? 
Is  the  way  rheumatick  ? 

1  Suit,  Tis  pjlesj  an 't  please  you.  [quiline**^ 
Geta.  Remove  me  those  piles  to  Port  Es- 
Fitter  the  place,  my  friend :  You  shall  be  paid,- 
1  Suit.  I  thank  your  worship. 
Ceta.  Thank  rae  when  you  have  it^ 


>3  Port  Esquiline.]  So  our  great  Spenser,  from  whom  this  passage  seems  to  have  been  takeO| 
\>,  ii.  c.  ix.  Stan.  32.  .     . 

*  But  all  the  liquor,  which  was  foul  and  waste, 
'Not  goj[Kl  nov  serviceable  else  for  ought, 

*  They  in  another  great  round  vessel  plac'd, 

*  Till  by  a  conduit-pipe  it  thence  were  brought : 
'  And  all  the  rest,  that  noyous  was  and  nought, 

^  *  By  secret  ways  that  none  might  it  espy, 

*  W  as  close  coiivey'd,  and  to  the  back  gate  brought', 

*  That  cleped  was  Fort  Esquiline,  whereby 

*  It  was  avoided  quite,  and  thrown  out  privily.'  Sympso^^ 


Act  S.  Scene  1C| 

Thank  me  another  way,  you  are  an  ass  else 
1  know  my  office.  Yon  are  for  the  streets,  sir; , 
Lord,  how  ye  throng !  That  knave  has  eaten 
Whip  him,  and  hrin^  him  back.       [garlick; 

S  Suit.  I  beseech  your  worship;  [sir. 

liere*s  an  old  reckoiiins;  for  the  dunj;  and  dirt, 

Geta,  It  stinks  like  tliee;  away!  Yet  let 
him  tarry;  [tions 

Plis  bill  shall  quit  his  breath.  Give  your  peti- 
In  seemly  sort,  and  keep  your  hais  off,   de- 
cently, fciticfe;' 
*  For  scouring;  the  water-courses  thro'  the 
A  fine  periphrasis  of  a  kennel-raker ! 
Did  you  scour  all,  my  friend  ?  You  tiad  some 
business;                                       [take  it, 
Who  shall  scour  you  ?  You're  to  be  paid,  I 
When  surgeons  swear  you  have  performed 
your  office. 

4  Suit.  Your  worship's  merry. 

Geta,  We  must  be  sometimes  wilty^ 
To  nick  a  knave;  'tis  as  useful  as  our  gravity, 
ril  take  no  more  petitions;  I  am  pcster'd  ! 
Give  me  some  rest.  [vou, 

4  Suit,  I've  brought  the  gold,  an't  please 
About  the  place  you  promised. 

Geta.  See  him  enter'd. 
How  does  your  daughter? 

4  Suit,  Better  your  worship  thinks  of  her. 
Geta.  This  is  with  the  least.     But  let  me 

see  your  daughter;  [y^"- — 

*Tis  a  good  forward  luaid ;    I'll  join  her  with 
I  do  beseech  ye  leave  me ! 
Ltd,  Ye  see  the  cdile's  busy. 
Geta,  And  look  t'your  places,  or  I'll  make 
ye  smoke  else  !—  ("yesterday, 

Sirrah,  I  drank  a  cup  of  wine  at  your  house 
A  Kood  smart  wine. 

Lid.  Send  him  the  piece;  he  likes  it. 
Geia,  And  cat  the  bebt  wild  boar  at  that 
same  farmer's. 

5  Suit.  I've  half  left  yet;  your  worship 
shall  command  it. 

Geia.  A  bit  will  serve.  Give  me  some  rest ! 
Gods  help  me, 
-How  shall  I  labour  when  I  am  a  senator ! 

Delpk.  Tis  a  fit  ^lace  indeed. — 'Save  your 

Do  you  know  us,  sir  ?  [mastership ! 

Geta.  These  women  are  still  troublesome. 

There  be  houses  providing  for  such  wretched 

women. 
And  soiuf  small  rents,  to  set  ye  a-spinning. 
Drvs.  Sir,  [us. 

We  are  no  spinsters;  nor,  if  you  look  upon 
So  wretched  as  you  take  us. 

Deiph,  Does  your  mightiness. 
That  is  a  great  destroyer  of  your  memory. 
Yet  undorr>tan(l  our  faces? 

Gtta.  ^Prithee  keep  ofi",  woman  ! 
It  is  not  fit  I  should  know  every  creature. 
AlthoTve  been  familiar  witli  thee  heretofore, 
1  must  not  know  thee  now  ;  my  place  neg- 
lects thee.  [brances. 
Yet,  'cause  I  deign  a  glimpse  of  your  remem- 
Give  me  your  suits^  and  wait  me  a  month 
beuc6« 
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Delpk,  Our  suits  are,sir,to  see  the  emperor, 
The  emperor  Dioclesian,  to  speak  to  him. 
And  not  to  wait  on  you.  We've  told  you  all, 
sir.  [men. 

Gtta.  I  laugh  at  your  simplicity,  poor  wo- 
See  the  emperor?  Why,  you  are  deceiv'd ;  now 
The  emperor  appears  but  once  in  seven  years, 
And  then  he  shines  not  on  such  weeds  as  yoa 

are.— 
Forward,  and  keep  your  state;  and  keep 
beggars  from  me. 
lirus.  Here  is  a  pretty  youth. 

[Exeunt  Geta,  4*^* 

knter  Diocles.    r 
Delph,  He  shall  l>e  pretty,  [slr^ 

Or  1  will  want  my  will.  Since  you're  so  high^ 
ril  raijie  you  higher,  or  my  art  shall  fail  m«« 
Stand  close ;  he  comes. 

Dio,  How  am  I  cross'd  and  tortur'd  ! 
My  most  wish'd  happiness,  my  lovely  mistresSj 
That  must  make  good  my  hopes,  and  link  mj 

greatness, 
Yet  scver'd  from  mine  arms !  Tell  me,  high 

Heav'n,  [thunder. 

How  have  I  «tin*d,  that  you  should  speak  in 
In  horrid  tliunder,  when  my  heart  was  ready 
To  leap  into  her  breast  ?  the  priest  was  ready  f 
The  joyful  virgins,  and  the  young  men  ready  f 
When  Hymen  stood,  with  ail  liis  flames  a- 

bout  him,  [sweating  ^ 

Blessing  the  bed?  the  house  with  full  joj 
And  Expectation,  like  the  Roman  eagle, 
Took  stand,  and  call'd  all  eyesf  It  was  your 

honour ; 
And,  ere  you  give  it  full,  do  you  destroy  it  f 
Or  was  there  some  dire  star,  some  devil,  tliat 

didjt? 
Some  sad  malignant  angel  to  miue  honour  ? 
With  you  I  dare  not  rage. 

Deiph.  With  me  thou  canst  not,  [ed; 
Tho*  it  was  I.  Nay,  look  not  pale  and  fright- 
rU  fright  thee  more :  With  me  thou  canst 

not  quarrel. 
I  rais'd  the  thunder  to  rebuke  thy  falshood, 
(Look  here)  to  her  thy  falshood.     Now  b« 

angry. 
And  be  as  great  in  evil  as  in  empire. 
Dio,  Bless  me,  ye  powers ! 
Delph.  Thou  hast  full  need  of  blessing. 
'TwasI  that,  at  thy  great  inauguration,  [thee 
Hung  in  the  air  unseen ;  'twas  I  that  honoured 
With  various  musicks,  and  sweet- sounding 

airs;     .  [der, 

'Twas  I  inspir'd  the  soldier  s  heart  with  won- 
And  made  him  throw  himself  with  love  and 

duty, 
I/>w  at  thy  feet;  'twas  I  that  fix*d  him  to  thee* 
But  wljy  "did  I  ali  this?  To  keep  thy  honetty^ 
Thy  vow,  and  faith  t  That  once  forgot  and 

slighted, 
Aurelid  in  regard,  the  marriage  ready, 
The  priest  and  all  the  ceremonies  preseot)  • 
Twas  I  that  thunder'd  loud,  'twas  I 

threaten'd^ 
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Twas  I  that  cast  a  dark  face  over  Heaven, 
And  smote  ye  all  with  terror. 

Drus.  Ytt  consider, 
As  you  are  noble,  as  I  have  deser\''d  you ; 
For  yet  you're  free:  If  neither  faith  nor 
promise,  [ber'd, 

The  deeds  of  elder  times,  may  he  remem- 
Let  these  new-droppiug  tears,  (for  I  still  love 

These  hands  held  up  to  Heaven [y^") 

Dio.  1  must  not  pity  you ; 
Tis  not  wise  in  me. 
Delph.  How !  not  wise  ? 
Dio.  Nor  honourable. 
A  princess  is  my  love,  and  dotes  upon  mc ; 
A  fair  and  lovely  princess  is  my  mistress: 
I  am  an  emperor.     Consider,  Prophetess, 
Kow  my  embraces  are  for  queens  and  prin- 
cesses, 
For  ladies  of  high  mark,  for  divine  beauties: 
To  look  so  low  as  this  cheap  common  sweet- 
ness [nothing. 
Would  speak  me  base,  my  names  and  glories 
I  gnmt,  I  made  a  vow  ;  what  was  I  then  ? 
As  she  is  now,  of  no  sort,  (  hope  made  me 
promise)  [strous, 
But  now  I  am  *%  to  keep  this  vow  were  nion- 
A  madness,  and  a  low  mglorious  fondness. 
Delph,  Take  heed,  proud  man  ! 
X)r«j.  Princes  may  love  with  titles. 
But  I  with  truth.  f^iny; 
Delph.  Take  heed  !  Here  stands  thy  des- 
Thy  fate  here  follows. 

Vio.  Thou  doting  sorceress !  [worthy 

Wouldst  have  mc  love  this  thing,  that  is  not 
To  kneel  unto  my  saint,  to  kiss  her  shadow  ? 
Great  princes  are  her  slaves ;  selected  beau- 
ties [ter 
Bow  at  her  beck ;  the  mighty  Persian's  daugh- 
(Bright  as  the  breaking  Eaj>t,  as  mid-day  glo- 
rious) 
Waits  her  commands,  and  grows  proud  in 
her  pleasures,  [of, 
III  see  her  honour'd ;  some  match  I  shall  think 
That  shall  advance  ye  both ;  mean  time,  Til 
favour  ye.                                        [JRxit, 
Delph.  Mean  time,  I'll  haunt  thee  !— Cry 
not,  wench ;  be  confident,                [™c) 
Ere  long,  thou  shalt  more  pity  hiui  (observe 
And  pity  him  in  trutli,  than  now  thou  scek'st 

him : 
My  art  and  I  are  jet  companions.     Come, 
girl.  \  Exeunt » 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Gtta  and  Uctort. 
Geta.  I  am  too  merciful,  I  find  it,  friends. 


Of  too  soft  a  nature,  to  be  an  officer; 
I  bear  too  much  remorse. 

1  Lict.  Tis  your  own  fault,  sir; 
For,  look  you,  one  so  newly  warm  in  office 
Should  lay  about  him  blindfold,  like  true 

justice:  [sir. 

Hit  where  it  will,  the  more  you  whip  and  hang, 
(Tho'  without  cause ;  let  that  declare  its^ 

afterward) 
The  more  you  arc  admired. 

Geta.  I  think  I  shall  be.  Hynlya 

9  Lict.  Your  worship  is  a  man  of  a  spare 
And  prone  to  anger. 

Geta.  Nay,  I  will  be  angry ; 
And  the  best  is,  I  need  not  shew  my  reason. 

2  Lict.  Ynu  need  not,  sir;  your  place  is 
without  reason ;  [portion. 

And  what  you  want  in  growth  and  full  pro- 
Make  up  in  rule  and  rigour. 
Geta.  A  rare  counsellor ! 
Instruct  me  further.    Is  it  fit,  my  friends. 
The  emperor,  my  master  Dioclesian,    [ners 
Should  now  remember  or  the  times  or  man- 
That  callM  him  plain  down  Diodes? 

1  Lict.  He  must  not; 
It  stands  not  with  his  royalty. 

Geta.  I  grant  ye. 
I  being  then  the  edile  Getianus, 
A  man  of  place,  and  judge,  is  it  held  reqaisite 
i  should  conmiit  to  my  consideration 
Those  rascals  of  remov'd  and  ragged  hours. 
That  with  unrev'rend  mouths  call'd  me  slave 
Geta? 

2  Lict.  You  must  forget  their  names ;  your 
honour  bids  you.  [natures. 

Geta.  I  do  forget ;  but  I  will  hang  their 
I  will  ascend  my  place,  which  is  of  justice; 
And,  Mercy,  I  fo^get  thee. 

Suit.  A  rare  magistrate ! 
Another  Solon  sure. 

Geta.  Bring  out  the  offenders. 

1  Lict.  There  are  none  yet,  sir;  but  no 

doubt  there  will  be.  [natures^* 

But  if  you  please  touch  some  things  of  those 

Geta.  And  am  I  ready,  and  mine  anger  too. 
The  melancholy  of  a  magistrate  upon  me. 
And  no  offenders  to  execute  my  fury? 
lla !  no  offenders,  knaves  ? 

1  Lict.  There  are  knaves  indeed,  sir; 
But  we  hope  shortly  to  have  'em  for  your 
worship. 

Geta.  No  men  to  hang  or  whip?  Are  je 
good  officers, 
That  provide  no  fuel  for  a  judge's  fury? 
In  this  place  something  must  be  done ;   thi» 

chair,  I  tell  ye. 
When  I  sit  down,  must  savour  of  severity : 

»5  But  now  I  am.']  Now  I  am  what  ?  of  no  sort.  Sec,  to  be  sure.  But  this  is  not  what  he 
meant  to  say,  but,  as  it  seems,  quite  the  contrary.  And  accordingly  I  have  reformed  the 
text. 

Mr.  Seward  offered  the  same  conjecture.         SymptonJ 

The  meaning,  we  tlnnk,  is,  *  I  was  then  of  no  rank,  hut  now  I  am  of  high  condition.' 
This  is  rather  inaccurately  expressed;  but  may  be' fairly  deduced  from  the  old  text. 

Bettcrton  reads, '  But  a«  I  am ; '    Sympson  and  Seward,  '  But  as  I'm  now.' 
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Therefore,  I  warn  je  all,  bring  me  lewd 
people,  [too) ; 

Or  likely  to  be  lewd  (twigs  must  be  cropc 
Ijet  me  have  evil  persons  in  abundance, 
Or  make  'em  evil ;  'tis  all  one,  do  but  say  so. 
That  I  may  have  fit  matter  for  a  magistrate, 
And  let  me  work.  If  I  sit  empty  once  more, 
And  lose  my  longing,  as  I  am  true  Edite, 
And  as  I  hope  to  rectify  my,country, 
You  are  those  scabs  1*11  scratch  off  from  the 

commonwealth, 
You  are  those  rascals  f)f  the  state  I  treat  of  >' ; 
And  vou  shall  find  and  feel 

2  Lict.  You  shall  have  many, 
l^anv  notorious  people. 

Geta.  Let  'em  be  people, 
And  take  ye  notorious  to  yourselves.    Mark 

me,  my  Lictors, 
And  yoif  the  rest  of  my  officials ; 
If  I  lie  angry,  (as  my  place  will  ask  it) 
And  want  ifit  matter  to  dispose  my  authority, 
I'll  hang  a  hundred  of  ye  :  1*11  not  stay  1  ^nj^er, 
Nor  enquire  no  further  into  your  offences; 
It  is  sufficieut  that  I  tind  no  criminals, 
And  therefore  I  must  make  some;  if  I  cannot, 
Suffer  myself;  for  so  runs  my  commission. 

Suit.  An  admirable,  zealous,  and  true  jus- 
tice !  [people, 

1  Lict.  I   cannot  hold !  If  there  be  any 
Of  what  de2;rec  soever,  or  what  quality. 
That  would  behold  the  wonderful  works  of 

justice 
In  a  new  officer,  a  man  conceaFd  yet,    [der 
Let  him  rejjair,  and  see,  and  hear,  and  won- 
At  the  most  wise  and  gracious  Getiauus! 

Enter  Delphia  and  Drutilla, 
Geta.  This  qualifies  a  little. — What  are 

these  ? 
Delph,   You  shall  not  mourn  still :  Times 
of  recreation. 
To  allay   this  sadness,  must  be  sought. — 

What's  here? 
A  superstitious  flock  of  senseless  people 
Worshipping  a  sit^n  in  office? 

Geta.  Lay  liold  on  her,  [Guards  seize  her. 
And  hold  her  fast. 

She  will  slip  thro'  your  fingers  like  an  eel  else ; 

I  know  her  tricks.  Hold  her,  I  say^  and  bind 

her;  [wherefore. 

Or,  hang  her  first,   and  then   Til  tell  her 

Delph,  What  have  I  done  ? 

Geta.  Th'  hast  done  enough  to  undo  thee ; 

Thou  hast  pressed  to  the  emperor's  presence 

without  my  warrant, 
I  bein«j  his  key  and  imaf^e. 

Delph.  You  are  an  image  indeed,  [ing, 
And  of  the  coarsest  sluil:',  and  the  worst  mak- 
That  e'er  I  look'd  on  yet:  111  make  as  good 
An  image  of  an  ass. 


Oeta.  Besides,  thou  art  a  vroman  of  a  lewd 
life.  [mun  fame 

Delph.  I  am  no  whore,  sir;  nor  no  corn- 
Has  yet  proclaimed  me  to  the  people  vicious. 

Geta.  Thou  art'  to  me  a  damnable  lewd 
woman, 
Which  is  as  much  as  all  the  people  swore  it. 
I  know  thou  art  a  keeper  of  tame  devils: 
And  whereas  great  and  grave  men  of  my  place 
Can  by  the  laws  be  allow'd  but  one  a- piece. 
For  their  own  services  and  recreations. 
Thou,  like  a  traiterous  quean,  keep'st  twenty 
Twenty  in  ordinary  I  [devils^ 

Delph.  'Pivay  you,  sir,  be  pacified: 
If  that  be  all,  and  if  you  want  a  servant. 
You  shall  have  one  of  mine  shall  serve  for 

nothing, 
Faithful,  and  diligent,  and  a  wise  devil  too; 
Think  for  what  end. 

Oeta.  Let  her  alone :  'Tis  useful ; 

[Gnurdi  release  her. 
We  men  of  business  must  use  speedy  ser- 
Let  me  seeyour  family.  [vants. 

Delph,  Think  but  one,  he's  ready. 

Geta.  A  devil  for  intelligence?  No,  no, 
He'll  lie  beyond  all  travellers.  A  state-devil? 
Neither ;  he  will  undo  me  at  mine  own  wea* 
For  execution  ?  He  will  hang  me  too.     [pon. 
I'd  have  a  handsome,  pleasant,  and  a  finta 

She-devil, 
To  entiTtain  the  Indies  that  come  to  me; 
A  traveled  devil  too,  that  speaks  the  tongues^ 
And  a  neat  carving  devil.  [^iusick. 

Enter  a  She-^ieoiL 
Delph,  Be  not  fearful. 
Geta.  A  pretty  brown  devil,  i' faith.  May 

I  not  kiss  her? 
Delph.  Yes,  and  embrace  her  too;  she  if 
your  servant. 
Fear  not,  her  lips  are  cool  enough. 

Geta.  She  is  marvellous  well  mounted. 

What's  her  name? 
Delph.  Lucifera. 

Geta.  Come  iiithcr,  Lucifera,  and  kiss  me. 
Delph.  Let  her  sit  on  your  knee. 
Geta.  The  chair  turns !   Hey,  boys  ! 
Pleasant,  i'  fuith  !  and  a  fine  facetious  devil. 

[Dance. 
Delph.  She  would  whisper  in  your  ear,  and 

tell  you  wonders. 
Geta.  Come  ! — What's  her  name  ? 
Delph.  Lucifera. 
Gtta.  Come,  Lucie; 
Come,  speak  thy  mindi — T  am  certain  burnt 
to  ashes  !     [Exeunt  omues  prater  Geta. 
I  have  a  kind  of  glass-house  in  my  codpiece  ! 
Are  these  the  flames  of  state?  I'm  roasted 

over,  ' 

Over,  and  over-roasted.     Is  this  office  ? 


••  I  treat  of.\  Seward  thinks  this  reading  flat,  and  therefore  substitutes,  '  I'll  tread  on.' 
We  cannot  tfiink  any  change  necessary. 

Betterton  reads,  *  You  are  those  I'ascals  of  the  state  Fll  pumslij 
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The  pleasure  of  authority  ?  FU  no  more  on't ; 
|l'|ll  I  can  punish  devils  too,  I'll  quit  it. 
Some  other  trade  now,  and  souie  course  less 

dan)Li;eroiis, 
Or  certainly  I'll  tile  again  for  two-pence. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  IIL 

£nter  Charinus,  Aurelia^  Cusiana,  Ambatsd- 
dorSy  and  Attendants. 

Aur.  Never  dispute  with  ine ;  you  cannot 

have  her.  [him. 

Nor  name  the  greatness  of  your  king ;  I  scorn 

Your  knees  to  me  are  nothing;  should  he 

bow  too,  [him  *7. 

It  were  his  duty,  and  my  port-er  to  slight 

Cfiar.  She  is  her  woman,  (never  sue  to  me) 
And  in  her  power  to  render  her  or  kfepher; 
Aud  she,  ray  bibter,   not  to  be  compell'd, 
Kor  have  her  own  snatch'd  from  her. 

AinL  We  desire  not,  [of; 

But  for  what  raubom  she  shall  please  to  think 
Jewels,  or  towns,  or  provinces. 

Aur.  Xo  ransom  ;  [upon  it, 

Ko,  not  your  king's  own  head,  hi-i  crown 
And  all  the  low  subjections  of  his  people. 

Atnb.    Fair   princes  should  have    lender 

Aurf  Is  she  too  good  .    [thouohts. 

To  wait  upon  the  mighty  emperor's  sister  ^ 
What  prmcess  of  that  sweetness,  or  that 
excellence,  '      [monarchs, 

Sprung  from  the  proudest  and  the  mightiest 
But  may  be  highly  blest  to  be  my  servant? 

Oa.  Tis  most*  true,  mighty  lady. 

Aur.  Has  my  fair  usjige  [tune. 

Made  yon  so  much  despise  me  and  your  for- 
That  you  grow  weary  of  my  entertaiiunenrs? 
Henceforward,  as  you  are,  I  wiU  command 

And  as  you  were  ordain'd,  my  prisoner, 
My  slave,  and  one  I  may  dispose  of  any  way; 
Ko  more  my  fair  companion.  Tell  your  king 

so; 
And  if  he  had  more  sisters,  I  would  have  'em. 
And  use  Vn»  as  I  please.    You  have  your 

answer. 
Amb.    We  must  take  some  other  way: 

Force  must  compel  it. 

[Exeunt  Ambassadors. 

Enter  Mariminian. 
JMfaxi.  Now,  if  thou  be'st  a  Prophetess, 
and  canst  do  [vers, 

Things  of  that  wonder  that  thy  tongue  deli- 
Canst  raise  me  too,  I  shall  be  bound  to  speak 

'  thee: 
I  half  believe;  confirm  the  other  to  me, 


And  monuments  to  all  succeeding  ages. 

Of  thee,  and  of  thy  piety ^Now  she  cyef 

nie.  [unto  me : 

Now  work,  great  power  of  art  I  She  moves 

How  bwect,  how  fair,  and  lovely  her  aspects 

arc !  [me; 

Her  eyes,  like  bright  Koan  flames,  shoot  thro' 

,Aur.  Oh,  my  fair  friend,  where  have  you 

Maxi.  What  am  I  ?  [been  t 

What  docs  she  take  me  for  ?  Work  still,  work 

strongly ! 

Aur.  Where  have  you  fled  my  loves  and 

my  embraces? 
Maxi,  I  am  beyond  my  wits ! 
'  Aur.  Can  One  poor  thunder. 
Whose  causes  are  as  common  as  his  noises. 
Make  you  defer  your  lawful  aud  free  plea^ 

sures  ? 
Strike  terror  to  a  soldier's  heart,  a  monarch's  ? 
Thro'  all  the  fires  of  angry  Heav'u,  thro' 

tempests 
That  sine  o{  nothing  but  destruction, 
Ev'n  underneath  the  bolt  of  Jove,  then  ready^ 
And  aiming  dreadfully,  I  would  seek  you. 
And  fly  into  your  arms. 

Maxi.  t  shall  be  migfity. 
And  (which  I  never  knew  yet)  I  am  goodly; 
For  certain,  a  most  handsome  man. 

Chqr.  Fy,  sister! 
What  a  foreetful  weakness  is  this  in  you !    . 
What  a  light  presence !  These  are  words  ami 

offers 
Due  only  to  your  husband,  Oioclesian  ; 
This  free  behaviour  only  his. 

Aur.  *Tis  strange. 
That  only  empty  names  compel  affections : 
This  man  you  see>  give  him  what  name  or 
title,  [ttier, 

Let  it  be  ne'er  so  poor,  ne'er  bO  despised,  bro* 

This  lovely  man 

Maxi.  Tho*  1  be  hang'd,  I'll  forward  ! 
For,  certain,  I  am  excellent,  and  knew  not-* 
Aur.  This  rare  and  bweet  young  man- 
See  how  he  looks,  sir. 
Maxi*  Til  ju>tle  hard,  dear  uncle^ 
Aur.  This  thing,  1  say, 
Let  him  be  what  he  will,  or  bear  what  fortune. 
This  most  unequall'd   man,  this  spring  of 

beauty, 
Deserves  the  bed  ofi  Juno. 

Cfiar.,  You're  not  mad  ?  [betten 

Mifxi.  1  hope  she  be ;  I'm  sure  I'm  littl* 
Aur.  Oh,  fair,  sweet  man ! 
Char.  For  shame,  refrain  this  impudence ! 
Maxi,  'Would  I  had  her  alone,  that  I  mighc 
seal  this  blessing!  [tinuei 

Sure,  sure  she  should  not  beg.     If  this  con- 
As  1  hope  Heav'u  itiwill,  uncle,  Fll  nick  yoa^ 


»7  My  power  to  slight  him.]  Sympson  xvould  read, 

* uiy  parj  ;o  slight  him;' 

but  the  text  is  much  better  than  the  pro,  )sed  variation,  and  seems  confirmed,  and  ezplaiiiedj 
hy  the  next  speech  t 

*  Aud  in  her  powtr  to  render  her  or  keep  her.' 
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Ill  nick  youy  by  this  life !  Some  would  fear 

killing 
In  the  pursuit  now  of  90  rare  a  venture : 

Enter  Diocles. 
I'm  coretous  to  die  for  such  a  beauty. 
Jdine  uncle  comes;  now  if  stie  stand,  I'm 
happy.- 
Ckar^  Be  right  again,  for  honour's  sake ! 

Dio.  Fair  mistress [fellow  ? 

j^ur.  Whatn)auis  this?  Away  !  whatsaucy 
Dare  any  such  base  groom  press  to  salute  me  ? 
'    Dio   Have  you  forgot  me,  fair  i  or  do  you 
jest  with  me?  [lovely. 

J'fl  tell  you  what  I  am.  Come,  'pray  you  look 
jNothing  but  frowns  and  scorns? 

Aur.  Who  is  this  fellow?  [husband. 

Dio.  V\\  tell  you  who  I  am ;  I  am  your 
Aur.  Husband  to  me  ? 
Dio,  To  you.    I'm  Dio^lesian. 
Maxi.  More  of  this  sport,  and  I  am  made, 
old  mother !  ' 

Effect  but  this  thou  hast  begun 

Dto.  1  am  he,  lady,  [A per; 

RevengM  youf-  brother's  death,  slew  cruel 
i'lnbc  the  soldier  courts,  the  empire  honours, 
Your  brother  loves;  am  he,  my  lovely  mis- 
IV ill  make  you  empress  of  tlie  world,  [tress, 
'   Afiiri.  Still  excellent !  ' 

^pw  J  see  too,  mine  uncle  may  be  cozen'd ; 
An  emperor  may  suffer  like  auother. 
tVell  said,  Qldtnothcr !  hold  but  up  this  mira- 
cle— 
Aur,  Thoulicst!  thou  art  not  he;  thou  a 
brave  fellow?  [women? 

Char,,  is  there  no  shame,  no  modesty,  in 
Aur,  Thou  one lof  high  and  full  mark? 
Dio,  Gods,  what  ails  she  ? 
Aur,  Generous  and  noble  ?  Fy  !  thou  liest 
riiost  basely. 
Thy  face,  and  all  aspect  upon  thee,  tells  me 
Thou  art  a  poor  Dalmatian  slave,  a  low  thing, 
j^j^ot  worth  th6  name  of  Koman :  Stand  off 
further ! 
Dio.  What  may  this  mean  ? 
Aur.  Come  hither,  my  Endymion ; 
Come,  shew  thyself,  and  all  eyes  be  bless'd 
in  thee ! 
Dio.  Ha !  what  is  this? 
Aur,  Thou,  fair  star  that  I  live  by, 
Look  lovely  on  me,  break  intr»  full  brightness! 
Look ;  here's  a  face  now  of  another  making, 
Another  mould;  here's  a  divine  proportion ; 
Eyes  fit  for  Phoebus*  self,  to  gild  the  world 
with ;  [Heaven  : 

And  there's  a  brow  arch'd  like  the  state  of 
Look  how  it  bends,  and  with  what  radiance, 
As  if  the  synod  of  the  gods  sat  under : 
Look  there,  and  wonder !  Ngw  behold  that 

fellow. 
That  admirable  tiling,  cut  with  an  axe  out. 
Maxi,  Old  woman,  tho'  I  cannot  give  thee 
recompense,  [rious — 

JTet,  certamly,  V\\  make  thy  name  as  glo- 
j)io.  Is  this  in  truth? 
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Chnr.  She's  mad,  and  you  must  parddh  her, 
Dio,  She  hnntrs  upon  him;  see! 
Char,  Her  fit  is  strong  now. 
Be  not  you  passionate. 
Dio.  She  kisses ! 
Char,  Ijex.  her; 
'Tis  but  the  fondness  of  her  fit. 
Dio.  I'm  fool'd  I 

And  if  I  suffer  this 

Chnr.  'Pray  you,  friend,  l>e  pacified* 
This  will  be  olV  anon,     bhe  goes  in. 

[Exit  Aurelia^ 
Dio.  Sirrah ! 

Mtixi,  Whiit  say  you,  sir? 
Dio,  How  dare  tliy  lips,  thy  base  lips— 
Maxi.  lam  your  kinsman,  sic,  and  no  such 
base  one. 
I  sought  no  kisses,  nor  I  had  no  reason 
To  kick  the  princess  from  me ;  'twas  no  man-y 

ners : 
I  never  yet  compcll'd  her;  of  her  courtesy 
What  she  bestows,  sir,  I  am  thankful  for.' 
Dio.  Be  gone,  villain !  [plo^T* 

Maxi,  I   will,  and  I  will  go  off  with  that 
And  magnify  my  fate.  [Exit, 

Dio.,  Good  brother,  leave  me: 
I'm  to  myself  a  trouble  now. 

Char.  I'm  sorry  for't 
You'll  find  it  but  a  woman^fit  to  try  you. 
Dio.  It  may  be  so ;  I  hope  so. 
Char.  I  am  asham'd,  and  what  I  think 

blush  at.  [ExiK 

Dio.  What  misery  hath  my  great  fortune 
bred  me !  [states^ 

And  how  far  must  I  suffer?  Poor  and  low 
Tho'  they  know  wants  and  hungers,  know  not 
these,  [them. 

Know  not  these  killing  fates :  Little  contents 
And  With  that  little  they  live  kings,  com- 
manding ^  [Honour! 
And  ordering  both  their  ends  and  lores.  Oh^ 
How  greedily  men  seek  thee,  and,  once  pur^ 
chas'd,  [thou ! 
How  many  enemies  to  man's  peace  bring'st 
How  many  griefs  and  sorrows,  that  like  sheers^ 
Like  fatal  sheers,  are  sheering  off  our  lives 

still! 
IIow  many  sad  eclipses  do  we  shine  thro* ! 

Enter  Delphia  and  Drusillaj  veiled. 
When  I  prcsura'd  I  was  bless'd  in  this  fair 
woman — 
Delph.  Behold  him  now,  and  tell  me  how 

thou  lik'st  him. 
Dio.  When  all  my  hopes  were  up,  and 
Fortune  dealt  me  [harch, 

Ev*n  for  the  greatest  and  the  happiest  mo- 
Then  to  be  cozen'd,  to  be  chelated  basel}[! 
By  mine  own  kinsman  cross'd !   Oh,  villain 

kinsman ! 
Curse  of  my  blood !  because  a  little  younger, 
A  little  smoother- fac*d !  Oh,  false,  lalse  wo- 
man, 
False  and  forgetful  of  thy  faith !  I'll  kill  him. 
But  can  I  kill  her  hatetoo?  I^o.lie  wooes  not. 
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Nor  worthy  is  of  death ;  because  she  foUows 

him,  [cent  ? 

Because  she  courts  him,  shall  I  kill  an  inno- 

Oh,  Diodes !  'Would  l  hou  badst  never  known 

this, 
Nor  surfeited  upon  this  sweet  ambition, 
That  now  lie^  bitter  at  thy  beart !  Oh,  For- 
tune, [l>ubbles, 
That  thou  hast  none  to  fool  and  blow  like 
Butkin^s,  nud  tlieir  contents  ! 

Delph,  What  think  you  now,  girl? 

Drii$.  Upon  my  life,  J  pity  his  misfortune. 
See  how  he. weeps  I  I  cannot  hold, 

Delph.  Away,  fool !  [him. — 

He  must  weep  l)loody  tears  before  thou  hast 
How  fare  yuu  now,  brave  Diocicsian  ? 
What!  lazy  in  your  loves?  Has  too  much 
Duird  your  most  mighty  faculties?  [pleasure 

JD/o.  Art  thou  there, 
More  to  torment  me?  Dost  thou  com»  to 
mock  me  ? 

Delph.  I  do;  and  I  do  laugh  at  all  thy  suf- 
ferings: [waiiings. 
I  that  have  wrought  *em,  come  to  scorn  thy 
I  told  thee  once,  *  This  is  thy  fate,  this  wo- 
man; 
'  And  as  thou  usest  her,  so  thou  shall  prosper.* 
It  is  not  in  thy  power  to  turn  this  destiny, 
Nor  stop  the  torrent  oi  those  miseries 
(If  thou  neglect'st  her  still)  shall  fall  upon 

thee. 
Sigh  that  thou  art  dishonest,  false  of  faith, 
Proud,  and  dost  think  no  power  can  cross  thy 
ThouMt  find  a  fate  above  thee,     [pleasures; 

Drui.  Good  aunt,  speak  mildly : 
See  how  he  looks  and  suffers. 

Dio.  I  find  and  feel,  woman, 
That  I  am  miserablo. 

Delph.  Thou  art  most  miserable. 

Dio,  That  as  I  am  the  most,  I  am  most 
But  didst  thou  work  this?  [miserable. 

Delph.  Yes,  and  will  pursue  it. 

Dio.  Stay  there,  and  have  some  pity.  Fair 
Drusilla,  [me) 

Let  me  persuade  thy  mercy,  (thou  hast  lov'd 
Altho*Iknow  my  suit  will  sound  unjustly. 
To  make  thy  love  the  means  to  lose  itself, 
Have  pity  on  me  I 

Drus,  I  will  do. 

Delph,  Peace,  niece! 
Altho'  this  softness  may  become  your  love, 
Your  care  must  scorn  it.  Let  him  still  con- 
temn ttiec, 


And  still  I'll  work ;  the  same  affection 
He  ever  shews  to  thee,  be*t  sweet  or  bitter, 
The  same  Aurelia  shall  shew  him ;  no  further : 
Nor  shall  the  wealth  of  all  hia  empire  free 
this. 

Dio.  I  must  speak  fair. — Lovely  youne 
maid,  forgive  me,  [too»% 

Look  gently  on  my  sorrows !  You  that  grieve 
I  see  it  in  your  eyes,  and  thus  I  meet  it. 

Drus,  ()h,aiint,  I*m  blessed  ! 

Dio.  Be  (lot  both  young  and  cruel; 
Again  I  beg  it,  thus. 

'  Enter  Aurelia. 

Drus.  Thus,  sir,  I  grant  it. 
He's  mine  ow  n  now,  aunt. 

Delph.  Not  yet,  girl ;  thouVt  eozen'd. 

Aur,  Oh,  my  dear  lord,  how  have  1  wrong'd 

your  patience  !  [tions ! 

How  wander'd  from  the  truth   of  my  affec- 

How,.like  a  wanton  fool,  shuu'd  that  I  lov*d 

most ! 
But  you  are  full  of  goodness  to  forgive,  sir. 
As  I  of  grief  to  beg,  and  shame  to  take  it: 
Sure  I  was  not  myself!  some  strange  illusion, 
Or  what  you  please  to  pardon 

Dio,  All,  my  dearest;  [thee, 

All,  my  delight!  and  with  more  pleasure  take 
Than  if  there  had  been  no  such  dream ;  for. 
It  was  no  more.  [certain, 

Avr.  Now  you  have  seaKd  forgiveness, 
I  take  my  letlve;  and  the  gods  keep  your  good- 
ness! [Exit. 

Delph.  Ycu  see  how  kindness  prospers! 
Be  but  so  kind 
To  marry  her,and  see  then  what  new  fortunes. 
New  joys,  and  pleasures,  far  beyond  this  lady, 
Beyond  her  greatness  t(»o 

Dio,  I'll  die  a  dog  first ! 
Now  I  am  reconcird,  I  will  enjoy  her 
Jn  spite  of  all  thy  spirits,  and  thy  witchcjiifts* 

Delph.  Thou  shalt  not,  fool ! 

Dio,  I  will,  old  doting  devil ! 
And  wert  thou  any  thing  but  air  and  spirit, 
My  sword  should  tell  thee 

Delph.  I  contemn  thy  threat'nings; 

And  triuu  shalt  know  I  hold  a  pQw«r  above 

thee.—  [fool  \ 

We  must  remove, Aurelia.  Come.— Farewell, 

When  thoii  sbalt  see  me  next,  thou  shalt  bow 

to  me. 

Dio.  Look  tho*]  J^ppear  oo  more  to  cross 
my  pleasures!  [Eseunt. 

'•  You  ihat  grieve  too."]  The  particle  that^  seems  to  have  no  right  of  place  here:  If  we 
must  have  a  monusyllable  to  fill  up,  it  seems,  as  if  those  was  a  more  significant  one  than  th^ 
present  that,  and  ought  to  agree  with  sorrozi:s  as  the  antecedent.  1  lowever,  as  no  great 
matter  depends  upon  it,  I  leave  it  to  every  one*s  judgement,  which  way  he  will  read.  Sjfmpson, 

That  stands  for  who; — and  the  passage  means,  *  Pity  me !  pity  me,  you  that  grieve  1  I  s^e 
*  your  grief  in  your  ey  ts,  and  meet  it  with  a  kiss,' 
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ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Chona. 


CO  full  of  matter  is  our  history, 
•^  Yet  mix'd,  I  hope,  with  sweet  Variety, 
The  accidents  not  yul^  too,  but  rare. 
And  fit  to  he  present^,  that  there  wants 
Hoom  ia  this  niUrow  sti^e,  and  time,  to  ex- 
tn  action  to  the  life,  our  Dioclesiaii    [press. 
In  his  full  lustre :  Yet  (as  the  itatuary, 
That  by  the  large  size  of  Alcides'  foot 
Quess*d  at  his  whole  proportion)  so  wc  hope 
Your  apprehensive  judgments  will  conceive 
Out  of  the  shadow  we  can  only  shew, 
liow  fair  the  body  was ;  and  will  be  pleas*d. 
Out  of  your  wonted  goodness,  to  behold, 
As  in  a  silent  mirror,  what  we  cannot, 
With  (it  cdnvcniency  of  time  allow'd 
por  such  prescntments,cloath  in  Vocal  sounds. 
Yet  with  such  art  the  subject  is  cunvey'd. 
That  every  scene  and  passage  shall  be  clear 
£v'a  to  the  grossest  understunder  here. 

[Loud  mttiick. 

Dumb  Show, 
JEhHet,  Jt  &ne  door*,  DelphiaandAmhauadort; 
thejf  wh'uper  together;  they  take  an  oath 
^pon  her  hand ;  </ie  cirrles  them^  kneeling^ 
)»ith  her  magick  rod;  they  rite  and  draw 
their  swordi.  Enter,  at  the  other  door, 
Diocletian,  Charinui,  Maximinian,  Niger, 
Aurelia,  Cattana,  and  Guard;  Char  inns 
'and  Niger  pertuading  Aurelia ;  she  offert  to 
emhrace  Maximinian;  Diocles  drawt  his 
smord,  keeus  off  Maximitii4nky  turns  to  Au- 
relia, kneels  to  her,  lays  his  sanord  at  her 
feet ;  she  scornfully  turns  away :  Delphia 
gives  a  sign;  the  Ambassadors  and  Soldiers 
¥ush  upon  than,  seize  on  Aurelia,  Cassana, 
Charinus,  and  Maximinian;  Dioclesian  and 
others  offer  to  rescue  them ;  Delphia  raises 
a  mist.  Exeunt  Ambassadors  and  Ftisuners 
and  the  rest  discontented. 

The  skilful  Delphia  finding,  by  sure  proof^ 
The  presence  of  Aurelia  dmi*d  the  beauty 
Of  her  Dru^illa;  and,  in  spite  of  charms, 
The  emperor  her  brother,  great  Charinus, 
Still  urg'd  her  to  the  love  of  Dioclesian, 
Deals  witli  the  Persian  Legalesj  that  were 

boUnd 
For  the  rans<)m  of  Cassano,  to  remove 
Aurelia,  Maliminian,  and  Chnrinuso 
Out  of  the  sight  of  Itome;  but  takes  their 

oaths  . 
(In  lieu  of  her  assistance)  that  they  shall  not, 
On  any  terms,  jvhen  they  were  in  their  power, 
Presume  to  touch  their  lives:  This  yielded  to, 
They  he  in  ambush  for  *em.    Dioclebian, 
3t\\\  mad  for  fair  Aurelia,  that  doted 
As  much  on  Maximinian^  twice  had  kill'd  him, 

\oL.  II.  a 


But  that  her  frown  restrained  bim :  He  puN 

sues  her 
With  all  humility,  but  she  coDtinues 
Proud  and  disdainful.    The  sigo  givea  by 

Delphia, 
The  Persians  break  thro',  and  seize  upon 
Charinus  and  his  sifter,  with  Maximinian, 
And  free  Cassana.   Fur  their  speedy  rescue. 
Enraged  Dioclesian  draws  his  sword,  [weak 
And  bids  his  Guard  ttsist  him:  Then  too 
Had  been  all  opposition  and  resistance 
The  Persians  could  have  made  against  their 

If  Delphia  by  her  .cunning  had  not  rais*d 
A  foggy  mist,which  as  a  cloud  concealed  tbem^ 
Deceiving  their  pursuers.    Now  be  pleas'd. 
That  your  imaginations  may  help  you 
To  think  them  safe  in  Persia,  and  Dioclesian  , 
For  this  disaster  circled  roUnd  with  sorrow. 
Yet  mindful  of  the  wrong.  Their  future  for« 

tunes 
We  will  present  in  action ;  And  are  bold. 
In  thdt  which  follows,  that  ^e  most  shall  say» 
Twas  well  began,  but  the  end  crownVi  th« 

play.  [Exiti 

SCENE  IL 
Eiiter  Diocles,  Niger,  Senatoti,  and  Guard* 

Din.  Talk  nut  of  comfort !  I  have  broke 
my  faith,  [mani4 

And  tlie  gods  fight  against  me :  And  proud 
However  magnified,  is  but  as  dust 
Before  the  raging  whirlwind  of  their  justice. 
What  /s  it  to  be  great,  ador*d  on  earth. 
When  the  immortal  powers  that  are  above  as 
Turn  all  our  blessings  into  horrid  corses. 
And  laugh  at  our  resistance,  or  prevention. 
Of  what  they  purpose !  Oh,  the  furies  that 
I  feel  within  me!  whippMdn,by  their  anocrs. 
For  my  tormentors !  Could  it  else  have  been 
In  nature,  that  n  few  poor  fugitive  Persians, 
Unfriended,  and  unarm*d  too,  oOuld   have 
robb'd  me  [glory; 

(In  Rome,  the  World's  metropolis,  aiKl  Iier   \ 
In  Rome,  where  I  commaiidxejiviron'd  round    ' 
Witli  such  invincible  troops  that  know  no  fear. 
But  want  of  nob!e  enemies)  of  those  jewels 
(  prit'd  above  mv  life,  and  I  want  power 
To  free  them,  it^'those  gods  I  have  provok'd 
Had  not  giv*n  spirit  to  the  undertakerS| 
And  in  their  deed  protected  *em^ 

Niger.  Great  Cssar, 
Your  safety  does  confirm  yon  are  their  care; 
And  th:it,huwc'cr  their  practices  resch  others, 
You  stand  above  their  malice. 

1  Sen.  Rome  in  us 
Qflersi  fas  mcrans  to  further  your  revMgs)     \ 
The  lives  of  her  best  citiaens,  and  an  i 

They  stand  posses^M  of. 

1  Guard.  Do  but  lesiU  us  on 
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With  that  invincible  and  undaunted  courage 
Which  waited  bravely  on  you,  when  you  ap- 
peared 
ITie  minion  of  Conquest,  married  rather 
To  glorious  Victor^;  and  we  will  drag 
(Tho'  all  the  enemies  of  life  ponspire 
i\gainst  our  undertakings)  the  proud  Persian 
Out  of  his  strongest liold. 

U  Guard.  Be  but  yourself, 
And  do  not  talk,  but  do. 

3  Guard.  YouVe  hands  and  swords, 
Limbs  to  make  up  a  well-proportion'd  array. 
That  only  want  in  you  an  head  to  lead  us. 
Dio.  The  gods  reward  your  goodness !  and 
believe, 
Howe'er  (for  some  great  sin)  I  am  fnark'd  out 
The  object  of  their  hate,  tho*  Jove  stood 

read^ 
To  dart  his  three>fold  thunder  on  this  l)ead. 
It  could  not  fright  me  from  a  fierce  pursuit 
\     Of  rtiy  revenge.     I  will  redcerft  my  friend  % 

And,  with  my  friends,  mine  bonoar;  at  least, 
/    Like  to  myself,  a  soldier.  [fall 

Niger.  Now  we  hear 
Great  Dioclesian  speak. 

Dio.  Draw  up  our  legions : 
And  let  it  be  your  care,  ray  niuch-lov'd  Niger, 
To  hasten  the  remove.  And,  fellow-soldiers. 
Your  love  to  me  will  teach  you  to  endure 
Both  long  and  tedious  marches. 

1  Guard,  Die  he  accurs'd 
That  thinks  of  rest  or  sleep  before  he  sets 
His  foot  on  Persian  earth  ! 
I       .  Niger*  We  know  our  glory, 
f    Tlie  dignity  of  Rome,  and,  what's  above 
All  can  be  urg^d,  the  quiet  of  your  mind. 
Depends  upon  uur  haste. 
Dao.  Remove  to-night ; 
Five  days  shall  bring  me  to  you. 

AIL  Happiness 
To  Caesar,  and  glorious  victory !      [Exefint. 
Dio,  The  chearfulnessof  my  soldiers  gives 
assurance 
Of  good  success  abroad,  if  first  I  make 
My  pea6e  at  home  here.  There  is  something 

chides  mc, 
And  sharply  tells  mfe,  that  my  breach  of  faith 
To-  Delphia  and  Drusilla  is  the  ground 
Of  my  misfortunes:  And  I  must  remember. 
While  I  was  lov'd,  and  in  great  DelphiaV 

grace, 
She  was  as  my  good  angel,  and  bound  Fortune 
Tp  prosper  nty  designs:  1  must  appease  her. 
Let  otliers  pay  tlicir  knees,  their  vows,  tlieir 

prayers. 
To  weak  imagin'd  powers ;  she's  my  all, 
And  thus  1  do  invoke  her.— Knowing  Delphia, 
Thou  uuire  tiian  \\  oman !  and,  tho*  thou  vouch- 

safest 
To  grace  the  earth  with  thy  celestial  steps, 
And  taste  this  grosser  air,  thy  heavenly  spirit 
Ha^lLJke  access  to  all  the  secret  counsels 
Whiflim  full  sewatc  of  the  gods  determine 
When  they  consider  man;  the  hrass-leav'd 
honk  i 


Of  fate  lies  open  to  thee,  where  thou  readNt, 
And  fashionest  tlte  destinies  of  men     [ture. 
At  thy  wish'd  pleasure ;  ]o6k  upon  thy  crea-* 
And,  as  thou  twice  hast  pleased  to  appear 
To  reprehend  my  falshood,  now  voucnsafe 
To  see  my  low  submission ! 

Delphia  mnd  DrutiUa  appear, 

Delph.  What's  thy  will  ?  fio| 

False,  and. unthankful,  (and  in  that  deserv-» 
All  human  sorrows)  dar'st  thou  hope  from  me 
Relief  or  comfort? 

Dio.  Penitence  docs  appease 
Th'  incensed  powers,  and  sacrifice  takes  oft 
Their  heavy  angers :  'Hms  I  tender  both  ; 
The  master  of  great  Rome,  and,  in  that,  lord 
Of  all  the  sun  gives  heat  and  being  to. 
Thus  sues  for  mercy.  Be  but  as  thou  wert. 
The  pilot  to  the  bark  of  my  goo<i  fortunes. 
And  once  more  steer  my  action*)  to  the  port 
Of  glorious  Honour,  and  if  I  fall  off 
Hereafter  from  my  faitli  to  this  sweet  vii^in, 
Join  witli  those  powers  that  punihli  perjury 
To  make  me  an  example,  to  deter 
Others  from  being  false ! 

Drus.  Upon  my  soul,  [pose 

You  may  believe  him !  Nor  did  he  e'er  pur* 
To  me  but  nobly ;  he  made  trial  how 
I  could  endure  unkindness ;  I  see  truth 
,  Triumphant  in  his  sorrow.     Dearest  aunt. 
Both  credit  him,  and  help  him  !  and,  on  ai^* 

sunimoe 
That  what  i  plead  for  you  cannot  deny, 
I  raise  him  thus,  and  with  tliis  willinj;  kiss 
I  seal  his  pardon. 

Did.  Oh,  that  1  eVrlook'd 
Beyond  this  abstract  of  all  woman's  goodness! 

Delph.  I'm  thine  again ;  thus  I  confirm  our 
leagoe.  [fer*?t 

I  know  thy  wishes,  and  how  much  thou  siif- 
In  honour  for  thy  fricudb ;  thou  shalt  repair' 
For  to  thy  fieet  TH  give  a  fore  right  wind  [all, 
To  pass  the  Persian  Gulf;  remove  all  lets 
That  may  molest  thy  soldieis  in  their  march 
That  pass  by  land ;  and  Destiny  is  fjilse, 
If  thou  prove  not  victorious.  Yet  remember, 
When  thou  art  rais*d  up  to  the  highest  point 
Of  human  happiness,  such  as  move  beyond  it 
Must  of  necessity  descend.    Think  on't; 
And  use  those  blessing  that  the  gods  pour  oa 
With  moderation !  [you 

Dio,  As  their  oracle, 
I  hear  you  and  obey  you,  and  will  follow 
Your  grave  directions. 

Delph,  You  will  not  repent  it.     [Kreunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Niger,  Geta,  Guard,  and  Soldiere,  with 
entigm. 
Niger,  How  do  you  like  your  entrance  t» 
3ie  war  ? 
When  the  whole  body  of  tlie  army  moves, 
Shews  it  not  gloriously  ? 

Geta»  'lis  a  fine  Aiay-gamc; 


Act  4.  Scene  4.] 


THE  PROPHETES?. 


971 


j^uc  eftCing  and  drinking  I  think  are  forbad 

in't; 
(I  mean,  with  leisure)  we  walk  on,  and  feed 
Like  huns;ry  boys  that  bast^  to  school ;  or,  as 
We  carried  fish  to  the  city,  dare  stay  no 

where, 
'For  fear  our  ware  should  stink. 

1  Guard.-  Tfiat's  the  necessity 
Of  our  speefiy  march. 

Get  a.  Sir,  I  do  love  "my  ease. 
And  tho*  I  hate  all  seats  of  judicature, 
I  mean  i'  th'  city,  for  conveniency, 
I  sull  will  be  a  justice  in  the  war,      /  [tain 
And  ride  upon  my  foot-cloth.  1  hope  a  ca;)- 
(And  a  go wn*d  captain  too)  may  bedispens*d 
with.  [poor, 

I  tell  you,  (and  don't  mock  me)  when  [  was 
•I  cr>uld  endure,  like  others,  cold  and  hunger; 
But  since  I  grew  rich,  let  but  my  hnj^er  ache, 
Or  feel  but  the  least  pain  in  my  great  too, 
Unless  I  have  a  doctor,  mine  own  doctor, 
Thac  may  assure  me,  J  am  gone. 

Niger,  Come,  fear  not; 
You  shall  want  nothing. 

1  Guard.  We  *viU  make  you  6ght 
As  you  were  mad. 

Geta,  Not  too  much  of  fighting,  friend ; 
It  is  thy  .trade,  that  artacufumou  soldier; 
We  officers,  by  our  place,  may  share  the  spoil. 
And  never  sweat  for't. 

3  Guard,  You  shall  kill,  fur  practice, 
But  yuur  dozen  or  two  u-day, 

Geta.  Thou  talk*st  us  if 
Thou  wert  lousing  thyself;  but  yet  I  will 

make  danger ; 
If  I  prove  one  o'  ih*  worthies,  so:  Ilowe%'er, 
,  I'll  have  the  fear  of  the  god*  before  my  eyes, 
And  do  no  hurt,  I  warrant  you. 

Niger.  Come,  march  on, 
^nd  humour  liim  for  our  mirth. 

1  Guard.  Tis  a  line  pea-gotise'^. 

Niger.  But  one  that  fools  u>  the  emperor, 
and,  in  that, 
^  wise  man,  and  a  soldier^ 

1  Guard.  True  morality !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

tenter  Coxroe,  Cassana,  Pertianx;  undCh/i^ 
rinus,  Maximniun,  Aurelia^  bound ;  with 
Sulditrs. 

Cosroe.  Now,  by  tlie  Persian  gods,  most 
truly  welcoiut? ! 
Encompassed  thus  with  tributary  kiofrs, 
I  entertain  you.    l.eiid  your  helpi^ig  hands 


To  seat  her  by  me ;  and,  thus  raisM,  bow  all^ 
To  do  her  honour.    Oh,  my  best  Cassana, 
Sister,  and  partner  of  my  liFe  and  empire. 
Well  teach  (heeto  foi^et,  with  present  plea* 

sures, 
Thy  bite  captivity ;  and  this  proud  Roman^ 
Th^t  us'd  the«  as  a  slave,  and  did  disdain 
A  princely  ransom,  shall,  \(  she  repine. 
Be  forc'd  by  various  tortures  to  adore 
What  she  of  late  contemn'd. 

Cm.  All  greatness  ever 
Attend  Cosroe  !  Tho*  Persia  be  stiPd  -  T 

The  nurse  of  pomp  and  pride^  well  leave  ta   | 
Rome  I 

Her  native  cruelty.     For  know,  Anrelia,        J 
(A  Roman  princess,  and  a  Ciesar*s  sister) 
Tho*  late  (like  thee)  captivM 'i,**!  can  forget 
Thy  barbVous  usage ;  and  tho*  thou  to  me, 
When  1  was  in  thy  power,  didst  shew  thyself 
A  most  insulting  tyranness,  I  to  thee 
May  prove  a  gentle  mistress. 

Aur.  Oh^  my  stars! 
A  mistress  ?  Can  i  live,  and  owe  that  name 
To  flesh  and  blood  ?  I  was  born  to  command, 
Train*d  up  in  sovereignty ;  and  I,  in  death, 
Can  quit  the  name  of  slave:  She  that  scorns 
Ma\'  mock  captivity..   *  [life, 

thar.  Rome  will  be  Rome 
When  we  are  nothing;  and  her,  power's  the 
Which  you  once  quak'd  at.  [same, 

Maxi,  Dioclesian  lives; 
(Hear  it,  and  tremble !)  lives,  thou  king  of 

Persia, 
The  master  of  his.  fortune,  and  bis  honour: 
And  tlio*  by  devilish  arts  we  weresurpriz'd,. 
And  made  the  proy  of  magiok  and  of  theft, 
And  not  won  nobly,  we  shall  be  redeemed. 
And  by  a  ^nian  war ;  and  every  wrong        j 
We  suffer  here,  with  interest  be  returu*d 
On  the  insulting  doer  ! 

1  Pen.  Sure  these  Romans 
Are  more  than  men. 

'2  Pers,  Their  great  hearts  will  not  yield; 
They  cannot  bend  to  any  adverse  fate, 
Such  is  their  conBdcnce. 

Connie.,  They  then  shaU  break  \ 
Why,  you  rebellious  wretches,  dare  you  still 
Coutcndjwhen  tlie  least  breath  or  nod  of  mine 
Marks  you  out  for  the  fire  "**,  or  to  be  made 
The  prey  of  wolves  or  vultures?  The  vain 

name 
Of  Roman  legions  I  slight  thus,  and  scorn.; 
And  i'ov  that  boasted  bugbear,  Dioclesiau^ 
Which  you  presume  ou,  'would  he  were  the 

master 
But  of  the  spirit  to  meet  me  in  the  field ! 

«•  Pea-gooie.]  i  e.  a  silly  creature.     .    Sympson. 

•*  Tho'  now    tike  thee  captivd.]    So  first  tolio;  the  second  says,  '  tho'  laU;  which  i, 
clearly  right.    >»ymps<»n  and  Seward  se»-iiii;  the  corruption  of  the  first  book,  and^overlookine 
the  second  (though  mfimtely  t»ie  best.^  edition,  exhibit  this  nonsense : 
•  Though  woa?,  like  me  captiv'd.* 

V  Murks  you  out /or]  Seward,  unwarrantably,  a&  we  think,  varies  the  text  to,  «  Marks 
you  or  lor,  &c.  ' 
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He  soon  should  fipd^  that  our  Immortil  Sqaa* 

drons^', 
TKat  with  fall  numbers  ever  are  supplied, 
(Could  it  be  possible  tbey  3bould  decay) 
Dare  front  his  boldest  troops,  and  scatter  'em, 
As  an  liigh-tow'ring  Adcon  on  her  stretches^ 
Severs  the  fearful  fowl.     And,  by  tlic  suu. 
The  moon,  the  winds,  the  nonrishers  of  life. 
And  by  this  swoi*d,  the  instrument  of  death. 
Since  that  you  %  not  humbly  to  our  mercy, 
But  yet  dare  hope  yoiw  liberty  by  force, 
if  Diociesian  dare  notatteinpt 
To  free  yon  with  his  sword,  all  slavery    [ed, 
That  cruelty  cau  find  out  to  make  you  wretch- 
Palls  heavy  on  you  I 

MaxL  if  the  sun  keeps  his  course. 
And  the  earth  can  bear  hb  soldiers'  march, 
I  fear  not. 

Aur.  Or  liberty,  or  revenge ! 

Char,  On  that  I  build  too.      [A  truvtpet, 

Attr,  A  Roman  trumpet? 

Mdxi.  Tis :  Comes  it  not  like 
A  pardon  to  a  man  condemned  ? 

^nter  Niger, 

Co$roe,  Admit  him. 

The  purpose  of  thy  coining  ?         % 

Niger,  My  greiit  master,  .  P^*") 

>Tlie  lord  of  Rome,  (in  tliat  all  power  is  spo- 
Hopini^  tha^  tUou  wilt  prove  a  noble  enemy, 
And  (m  t4iy  bold  resistance)  worth  his  cour 

Defies  thee,  Cosroe. [quest, 

'  Maxi,  There  is  fire  in  this. 
Niger,  And  to  encourage  thy  laborious 
powers 
To  tug  for  empire,  dares  thee  to  the  field. 
With  this  assurance;  if  thy  Siwoxd  can  win 

him, 
Or  force  his  legions  with  thy  barbed  horse 
!$ui  to  forsake  their  ground,  that  not  alone 
Wing'd  Victory  shall  take  stand  on  tliy  tent, 
Sut  all  the  provinces  and  kingdoms  held 
J3y  the  Roman  garrisons  in  this  eastern  world 
Shall  be  delivered  up,  and  he  himself 
Acknowledge  thee  nis  sovereign.     In  return 
Of  this  large  offer,  he  asks  only  tins. 
That  'till  the  doubtful  die  of  war  determine 
Who  has  most  power,  and  should  command 
the  Oliver,  [births. 

Thou  wouldst  entreat  tliy  prisoners  like  their 
And  not  their  present  fortune;  and  to  bring 

'em 
Guarded,into  thy  tent,with  thy  bAt  strengths. 
Thy  ablest  mcp  of  war,  and  thou  thyself 
Sworn  to  make  good  tlie  place.  And  if  he  fail 
(Maugre  all  oppositii^n  cau  be  made) 

■9  Immortal  squadrons,]  Tlie?e  were  a  body  of  Persian  soldiers,  whose  number,  Herodotus 
says,  was  never  more  or  less  tlfan  ten  tJiousand.  The  reason  of  tlic  name  our  authors  give 
themselves;  ,  ,,, 

'  Thaf  with  full  numbers  ever  are  supply  d.  ^fmpson. 

••This  oi/r  strong  comfort.]  This  slight  alteration  restores  the  verb  here,  without  wfaicH 
tlie  sentence  would  be  harsh  and  elliptical.        Sympson,       ^ 

The  alteration  is  'tis  for  this;  but  the  old  reading  is  much,  much  b^st,  and  most  elegant. 


In  his  own  person  to  compel  his  way. 

And  fetch  them  safely  off,  the  day  is  thine^ 

And  he,  like  tlicse,  tliy  prisoner. 

Cosroe,  Tho'.  I  receive  this  ^  k 

9ut  as  a  Roman  brave,  I  do  embrace  it,       1 
And  love  the  sender.    Tell  him,  I  will  bring 
My  prisoners  to  the  field,  and,  without  odds^ 
Against  his  single  force,  alone  defend  'em ; 
br  else  with  equal  numbers. — Cc^urage^  nobla 

princes! 
And  let  posterity  record,  that  we 
This  memorable  day  restor'd  to  Persia 
That  empire  of  the  world  great  Philip's  so^ 
Ravish'd  from  us,  and  Greece  gave  up  to. 

liome.  [fall 

This  our  strong  comfort  *\  that  we  cannot 
Ingloriously,  since  we  contend  for  all. 

[Exeuiif,    flouri^y  alarms^ 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Geta,  Quardy  and  Soldiers. 
Geta.  I'll  swear  the  peace  against  'em !  X 
am  hurt: 
Run  for  a  surgeon,  or  I  faint ! 

1  Onard,  Bear  up,  man; 
1»  but  a  scratch. 

Geta.  Scoring  a  man  o'er  the  coicomb 
Is  ^ut  a  scratch  with  you.  Pox  o'  ytfiir  oc- 
cupation, [fore, 
Your  scurvy  scuffling  trade  \  I  was  told  bo- 
My  fare  was  bad  enough ;  but  now  I  look 
Like  Bloody-Bone,  and  Raw-Head,  to  friglit 
I  am  for  ho, use  else.                     '[children: 

2  Guard.  Thou  shalt  fright  men. 

1  Guard.  You  look  so  terrible  now !  Bu^ 
se^  your  face 

r  th*  pummel  of  my  sword. 
Geta.  I  die  \  Vm  gone ! 
Oh,. my  sweet  physiognomy ! 

J^ttter  three  Persians. 

2  Gvard.  They  come ; 
Now  fight,  or  die  indeed; 


4iat  would  yott 


Geta.  I  will  'scape  this  way. 
I  cannot  hold  my  sword :  Wh 
Of  a  maim'd  man? 

1  Guartf,  Nay,  then  I  have  a  goad     ' 
To  prick  you  fonn-ard,  ox. 

2  Guard.  Fight  like  a  man, 
Or  die  like  a  dog. 

•  Geta.  Shall  I,  like  Caesar,  fall  X 

Among  my  friends?  no  mercy?  Mi  f  u,  Brute  Iff 
You  shall  not  have  the  honour  of  my  deafli ; 
111  fall  by  the  enemy  first. 
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1  Guard.  Ob,  brave,  brsre  Geta ! 

[PertUau  drivtn  off. 
He  plays  the  de\'il  now. 

'Enter  Niger, 
Niger.  Make  trt)  for  honour! 
The  Persians  shrink ;  the  passage  is  laid  open; 
Great  Dio<^sian,  like' a  second  Mars, 
CHis  strong  arm  govern*d  by  the  tierce  Bel- 
lona)  [fuU«5 

yerforras  more  than  a  man :  His  shield  stuck 
Of  Persian  darts,  which  now  are  his  defence 
Against  the  enemies'  swords,  still  leads  the 

way. 
Of  all  the  Persian  forces,  one  strong  squa- 
dron, [Alarms  continued. 
Jn  which  Cosroc  in  his  own  person  fights. 
Stands  firm,  aud  yet  anrovited :  Break  thro* 

that, 
The  day  and  all  is  ours.  [Retreat. 

'  All-  Victory,  victory !  [IU:eunL  flourish, 

SCENE  VI. 

fnter  (in  triumph,  with  Rnktan  ensigns) 
Qvard,  Dioclesian,  Charimts,  Aurelia, 
Mqximiniany  Niger^  Geta;  Cosroe,  Cos- 
sanuy  PersianSy  as  prisoners;  Delphia  and 
JDrusHla  privately. 

Dio,  I  an;i  rewarded  in  the  apt ;  your  free- 
dom [share 
To  roe*s  ten  thousand  triumphs:  You,  sir. 
In  all  my  glories.     And,  unki!\d  Aurelia, 
from  being  a  captive,  still  command  the 

victor. 
Nephew,  remember  by  whose  gift  you're  free. 
Ton  I  afford  my  pity;  baser  minds 
Insult  on  (he  afflicted :  You  shall  know, 
Virtue  and  courage  are  admirM  aud  lov*d 
In  ci\emies  ;  but  morjp  of  that  hereafter, 
't'hanks  to  your  valour ;  to  your  swords  I  owe 
lliis  wreath  triumphant.  Nor  be  thou  forgot, 
IVf  y  first  pooi^ bondman  !  Ge^i^  I  am  glai4     ' 
Thou'rt  turn'd  a  fighter. 

Gcfa.  Twas  against  my  will; 
^ut  now  I  am  content  with't. 

Char,  But  imagine  [these, 

What  honours  can  be  don^  to  you  ]i>eyond 
Transcending  all  example ;  'tis  in  you 
To  will,  in  us  to  serve  it. 

Niger,  We  will  have 

IHis  statue  of  pure  gold  set  in  the  capitol, 
Atid  he  that  bows  not  to  it  as  a  god, 
flakes  forfeit  of  his  head* 

Maxi.  I  burst  with  envy !  [me, 

And  yet  these  tionours,  which,  confcrr'd  on 
Woafd  make  me  pace  on  air,  seem  not  to 
move  him. 


Dio.  Suppose  tliis  done,  or  were  it  possible 
I  oould  rise  higher  still,  I  am  a  man ; 
And  all  these  glories,  empires  heap'd  upon 
me,  fn;uards. 

Confirmed  by  constant  friends  and  faithful 
Cannot  defend  me  from  a  shaking  fever, 
Or  bribe  the  uncorrupted  dart  of  Death 
To  spare  me  one  short  minute.  1'hus  adorn'd 
In  these  triumphant  robes,  my  body  yields  not 
A  greater  shadtiw  than  it  did  when  I 
Liv'd.both  poor  and  obscure;  a  sword's  sharp 

point 
Enters  my  flesh  as  far ;  dreams  break  my  sleep. 
As  when  1  was  a  private  man ;  nay  passions 
Are  stronger  tyrants  on  me ;  nor  is  greatness 
A  saving  antidote*  to  keep  me  from 
A  traitor's  poison.  Shall  1  praise  my  fortune. 
Or  raise  the  building  of  my  happiness 
On  her  uncertain  favour?  or  presume 
She  is  my  own,  and  sure,  that  yet  was  never 
Constant  to  any  ?  Should  my  reason  fajl  me> 
(As  flatt'ry  oft  corrupts  it)  here  is  an  example 
To  speak,  how  far  her  smiles  are  to  be  trusted: 
The  risin;'  sun,  this  morning,  ^aw  this  man 
The  Persian  monarch,  and  tliusc  subjei;ts 
I  proud 

That  had  the  honour  but  to  kiss  his  feet ; 
And  yet,  ere  his  diurnal  progress  ends, 
He  is  the  scOrn  of  Fortune.     But  you'll  say. 
That  she  forsook  him  for  his  want  of  courage, 
But  never  leaves  the  bold :  Now,  by  my  hopes 
Of  peace  and  quiet  here.  T  never  met 
A  braver  enemy  !  And,  to  make  it  good, 
Cosroe,  Cassana,  and  the  rest,  be  free, 
And  ransomles&  return ! 

Cosrde.  To  sec  this  virtae 
Is  more  to  me  than  empire ;  and  to  be 
Overcome  by  you,  a  glorious  victory. 
Maxi.  What  a  devil  means  he  next! 
JJUo.  I  know  that  glory 
Is  like  Alcides'  shirt,  if  it  stay  on  us 
Till  pride  hatli  mix'd  it  with  our  blood ;  nor 
can  we  [case, 

Part  with  it  at  pleasure ;  when  we  would  un- 
it brings  along  with  it  both  flesh  and  sinews, 
And  leaves  us  living  monsters. 
MaxL  'Would  't<vere  come 
To  my  turn  to  put  it  on !  I'd  run  the  hazard. 
Dio.  No;  I  will  not  be  pluck'd  out  by  the 
ears 
Out  of  this  glorious  castle;  uncompell'd, 
I  will  surrender  rather :  Let  it  suffice, 
I've  touch'd  the  height  of  human  happiness, 
And  here  I  fix  nil  ultra.    Hitherto 
I've'livM  a  servant  to  ambitious  thoughts. 
And  fading  glories ;  what  remains  of  life, 
I  dedicate  to  Virtue;  and,  to  keep 
My  faith  untaiated,  farewell,  pride  and  pomp! 


•*  Struck /«//.]  So  the  former  editions. 

*  A  saving  antidote  to  keep  7?ie,  S^c]  *  A  saving  antidote,  to  save  or  krep  me,'  &c.  seems  te. 
be  too  inaccurate  (not  to  say  tautological)  an  expression,  for  such  correct  authors  as  ourSj, 
1  with  submission  would  read  thus, 

i  A  sffcereign  antidote,'  &c.  Sympson, 

*  Saving  antidote '  ^tvy  properly  defines  *  a  preservative,^ 


// 


374 


TIIE  PR0PHETBS5. 


[Act  5.  Scene  %* 


And  circumstance  of  glorfoas  majesty, 
Farewell  forever! — Nephew,  I  have  noted. 
That  you  have  long  w  ith  jM»re  eyes  lookM  upon 
My  flourishing  furtuuc  ;  you  shall  have  po&- 

sessioH 
Of  my  felicity:  I  deliver  up 
My  empire,  nnd  this  gem  I  priz'd  above  it, 
And  all  things  else  that  made  mc  worth  your 

envy, 
Freely  unto  you. — Gentle  sir,  your  suffrage, 
To   strengthen  this.     The  soldiers'  love  J 

doubt  not :  Jvonrs, 

His  valour,  gentlemeil,  \vill  deserve  your  fa- 
Which  let  my  prayers  ftjrthcr.  All  is  yours. — 
But  I  have  been  too  liberal,  and  given  that 
I  must  beg  hack  a^tiiu. 

Max'u  What  am  I  falfn  from! 

Dio.  Nay,  start  not :  It  is  only  the  poor 

Grange, 
The  patrimony  which  my  father  left  mc, 
\  would  be  tciiant  to. 


MaA.  Sir,  T  am  yours : 
I  will  attend  you  there. 

Dio.  No  ;  keep  the  court ; 
Seek  you  in  Rome  for  honour :  I  will  labour 
Tu  6nd  content  elsewhere.  Dissuade  me  not; 
By  Heaven,  I  am  resoly'd !— And  now,  Drun 

silla, 
Bcincr  as  poor  as  when  I  vow*d  to  make  thet 
My  wife,  if  thy  love  since  hath  felt  no  change, 
i'nj  ready  to  perform  it. 

Drnt.'X  still  lov'd 
Your  person,  not  your  fortunes ;  in  a  cottage. 
Being  yours,  I  am  an  empress. 

Deljfh.  And  I'll  make 
The  change  most  happy. 

Dio.  Do  me  then  the  honour, 
To  see  my  vow  performM.   You  but  atteucl 
My  glories  to  the  urn;  where  be  it  ashes. 
Welcome  my  mean  estate!  and^  as  a  due, 
Wish  rest  to  me,  I  honour  unto  you. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Chorvu 


CWtif.  nPHE  war  with  glory  ended,  and 

■'-      Cosroe, 
Acknowledging  his  fealty  to  Charinus, 
Dismissed  in  peace,  returns  to  Persia  s 
The  rest,  arnviuii^  safely  unto  Home, 
AreeptertainM  «^ith  triumphs:  Mnximinian, 
By  the  ^race  and  intercession  of  his  uncle, 
Saluted  Caesar:  But»o<>d  Dioclesian, 
Weary  of  pomp  and  state,  retires  himself. 
With  a  small  train,  to  a  most  privatv  Grunge 
)u  Lombardy*';    where  the  glad   country 

strives 
With  rural  sports  to  give  him  entertainment: 
With  which  delighted,  he  with  ease  forgets 
All  specious  trifles,  and  securely  tastes 
I'he  certain  p)eai>urcs  of  a  private  life. 
But  oh,  Ambition,  that  eats  into, 
With  venom*d  teeth,  true  thankfulness  and 

honour, 
And,  to  support  her  greatness,  fashions  fears, 
Doubts,  and  preventions  to  decline  all  dan- 

Which,  in  the  place  of  safety,  prove  her  ruin  ! 
AH  which  be  pleas'd  to  see  in  Mnximinian, 
To  whom  his  conferr'd  sov'reignly  was  like 
A  large  sail  fllTd  full  with  a  fore-rit;ht  wind, 
That  drowns  a  smaller  bark:  And  he  once 

falfn 
Into  ini^ratitude,  makes  no  stop  in  mischief, 
But  violently  runs  on.  Allow  Maximinian  all, 


Honour,  anci  empire,  absolute  command  ^ 
Yet  being  ill,  long  great  he  cannot  stand. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Mnximinian  and  Aurelia, 

A,yr,  Why  droops  my  lord,  my  love,  mj 

life,  myCa?sar?  [nesst 

How  ill  this  dullness  doth  comport  with  gi  eat<^ 

Does  not,  with  open  arms,  your  fortune  court 

you? 
Rome  know  you  for  her  master  ?  I  myself 
Confess  you  for  my  husband  ?  love  and  serve 
you?  [curses. 

If  you  contemn  not  tliese,  and  tliinK  then^ 
[  know  no  blessings  that  ambitious  flesfi 
Could  wish  to  feel  beyond  *em. 

Maxi*  Best  Aurelia, 
The  parent  and  the  nurse  to  all  my  dories, 
*ris  not  that,  thus  embracing  you,  I  think 
There  is  a  heaveu  beyond  it,  that  begets 
These  sad  retirements  ;  but  the  fear  tu,lo«e 
What  it  is  h^ll  to  part  with.     Better  to  hav^ 

liv*d 
Poor  ami  .obscure,  and  never  scal'd  the  top 
Of  hilly  empire,  than  to  die  uith  fear 
To  be  tnrown  headlontr  down,  almost  as  soon 
As  we  have  reach'd  it ! 

Aur,  These  are  panic  terrors 
You  fashion  to  yourself.     Is  hot  my  bfbther 
(Your  equal  and  co-parincr  in  the  empire) 
Vow*d  and  conflrm'd  -your  friend  ?  the  soldier 
constant  ? 


•7  In  Lombardy.]  Dalmatia  was  the  real  country  to  which  Dioclrsian  retired  :  But  Lom- 
bardy  being  a  finer  climate  for  a  farmer,  was^  i  suppose,  the  rctut^n  why  qur  Poets  have 
chose  to  tix  him  there.        Sj/mptoJi, 


Act  5.  Sccn«  5i]^ 


THE  PnOPHETES*. 


8rS 


Hath  not  your  uncle  Dioclesian  taken 

Hi»  last  farewell  o'  th*  world  ?  What  then  can 

fihake  you  ? 
Alari.  The  thought  I  may  be  shaken,  and 

assurance 
That  what  we  do  possess  is  not  our  own. 
But  has  depending  on  another's  favour : 
For  nothing's  more  uncertain,  my  Aurelia, 
Than  power  that  stands  nut  ou  his  proper 

basis,  ^ 

But  borrows  his  foundation.  I'll  make  plahi 
My  cause  of  doubts  and  fears;  for  what 

should  I 
Conceal  from  you,  that  are  to  be  familiar 
With  my  roost  private  thoughts  ?  Is  not  the 

empire 
My  uncle's  gift  ?  and  may  he  not  resume  it 
Upon  the  least  distaste?  Does  not  Charinus 
Cross  me  in  my  designs  ?  and  what  is  majesty 
VVbdn  'tis  divided?  Docs  not  the  iuioleut 

soldier 
Call  my  command  his  donative?  and  what 

can  take 
More  from  our  honour  ?  No,  my  wise  Aurelia, 
U I  to  you  am  more  than  all  the  world, 
As  sure  you  are  to  me;  as  we  desire 
To  be  secure,  we  must  be  absolute,      [rows 
And  know  no  equal ;  when  your  brother  bor- 
Tlie  little  splendor  tlmt  he  has  from  us, 
And  we  are  serv'd  for  fear,  not  at  Entreaty, 
We  may  live  safe ;  but  'till  then,  we  but  walk 
With  heavy  burdens  on  a  sea  of  glass, 
And  our  own  weight  will  sink  us. 
AuK  Vour  mother  brought  you 
Into  the  woi'Id  an  emperor;  you  persuade; 
But  what  I  would  havecounseU'd.  Nearuess 

of  blood, 
Respect  of  piety,  and  thankfulness. 
And  all  the  holy  dreams  of  virtuous  fools, 
Must  vanish  into  nothing,  when  Ambition 
(The   maker  of  great  minds,  and  tiunc  of 

honour) 
Puts  in  for  empire.     On  then,  ami  forsjet 
Your  simple  oncle;  think  he  was  the  muster 
(III  being  once  an  emperor)  of  a  jewel, 
Whose  worth  and  use  he  knew  not.     For 

ChariuuSy 
(No  more  my  brother)  if  he  be  a  stop 
To  what  you  purpose,  he  to  me's  a  stranger, 
And  so  to  be  remov'd. 

Ma.ti,  Thou  more  than  woman  ! 
Thou  masculine  greatness,  to  wtfose  soaring 

spirit 
To  touch  the  stars  seems  but  an  easy  flight, 
Ob,  hdw  I  glory  in  tliee !  Those  great  women 
Antiquity  is  proud  of,  thou  but  naniM, 
Shall  be  no  more  remember'd.  Biit  persevere, 
And  thou  sbalt  shine  among  tliose  lesser  ligiits. 

Enter  Charlnut,  Niger,  and  Guard, 
To  all. posterity,  like  another  Phoebe, 
And  so  ador'd  as  she  is. 


Aur.  Here's  ChaHnuS, 
His  brow  furrow'd  with  anger. 

Mali.  Let  him  storm ! 
And  you  shall  hear  me  thunder. 

Char.  He  dispose  of 
My  provinces  at  his  pleasure?  and  confer 
Those  honours,  that  are  only  mine  to  giye^ 
Upon  his  rreatures? 

Niger,  Mighty  sir,  ascribe  it 
To  bis  assurauce  of  your  love  and  favour^ 
And  not  to  pride  or  malice. 

Char,  No, i;ood  Niger; 
Courtesy  shall  not  fool  me;  he  shall  k:io\r 
I  lent  a  band  to  raiie  him,  and  defend  him^ 
While   he  continues  good  ;   but  tiie  ftAm# 

strength, 
If  pride  make  him  usurp  upon  my  right. 
Shall  strike  hiiu  to  the  centre— You're  well 
met,  sir.  [heaf 

Mfixi,  As  you  make  the  encounter.  Sir,  I 
That  you  repine,  and  hold  yourself  mucb 

griev'd, 
In  that,  without  your  good  leave^  I  bestow'd 
The  Gallian  proconsulship  upon 
A  foWower  of  mine. 

Char.  Tis  true;  and  wonder 
You  durst  attempt  it. 

Mu  xi.  D  u rst,  C  harin u s  ? 

Chur.  Durst; 
Again  I  speak  it.    Think  you  me  so  tame, 
S<)  leaden  and  unactive,  to  sit  down 
VVitb  such  dishonour?  Bat,  recall  your  grant. 
And  speedily;  or,  by  the  Koman  gods, 
Thou  trip'st  thine  own  heels  up,  and  liast 

no  part 
In  Rome,  or  in  the  empire. 

Maxi.  Thou  hast  none. 
But  by  permission.     Alas,  poor  Charinus, 
Thou  shadow  of  an  emperor,  I  scorn  thee, 
Thee,  and  thy  foolish  threats !  The  gods  ap* 

point  him 
The  absolute  disposer  of  the  earih. 
That  has  the  sharpest  sword :  I'm  sure,  Cha- 
riuus,^  [Aper 

Thou  wenr'st  one  without  edgc^  When  cruel 
Hadkill'd  Numerianus,  thy  brother, 
(An  act  tiiat  would  have  made  a  trembling 

coward 
More  daring  tljan  Alcides)  thy  base  fear 
Made  tliee  wink  at  it;  then  rose  up  my  uncIc; 
For  the  honour  of  the  empire,  and  of  Rome, 
Against  the  traitor,  and,  amonj;  his  guards, 
Puiiisird  the  treason.      This  bold  darinij  act 
Got  him  the  soldiers*  suifnii^es  to  be  C«sai'i* 
And  howsoever  his  too-i;entie  nwture 
Allow'd  thee  the  name  only,  as  his  gift, 
I  ciiullenge  the  succession. 

Char.  Thou  art  cozcn'd. 
When  the  receiver  of  a  ootirtesy 
Cannot  sustain  the  weight  it  carrier  with  it, 
'  ris  but  a  trial**,  not  a  present  act. 
Thou  hast  ia  a  few  days  of  tliy  short  reign, 

*  T  is  but  a  tryaL]  Tbe  sense  desisnod  15  certainly,  not  at  present,  or  as  ^et  mn  irrevocdbft 
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[Act  5.  ficetieS, 


In  over- weening  pride,  riot,  and  lusts, 
Shani*d  nobl^ Dioclesian,  and  bis  gift; 
Nor  doubt  •,  when  it  shall  arrive  unto 
His  certain  knowledue,  how  the  empire  grOftns 
Under  thy  tyranny,  but  he  will  forsake 
His  private  life,  and  once  again  resume 
Hislaid-by  majesty;  or,  at  least,  make  choice 
Of  such  an  Atlas  as  may  bear  this  burden, 
Too  heavy  for  thy  shoiil<iiT^.    To  effect  this, 
Lend  your  assistance,  gentlemen;  and  then 

duubt  not 
But  that  this  mushroom,  sprung  up  in  a  night, 
Shall  as  soon  wither.  And  foryou*  Aurelia, 
If  you  esteem  ytiur  honour  more  than  tribute 
Paid  to  your  loatli&ome  appetite,  as  a  fury 
Fly  from  his  loose  embraces.  So,  farewell  I 
Ere  long  you  shall  hear  more.  [Ejvtint. 

Aur,  Arc  you  struck  dumb, 
That  you  make  no  reply  ? 

Ma.rL  Sweet,  J  will  do, 
And  after  talk:  1  will  prevent  their  plots, 
And  turn  them  on  their  own  ncnus^'d  heud.s* 
My  uocle?  good  !  I  must  not  know  the  names 
Of  piety  or  pity.     Steel  my  heart. 
Desire  of  empire^  and  instruct  luc,  that 
The  prince  that  over  others  would  bear  sway, 
Checks  at  no  let  that  stops  him  in  his  wny  ! 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  in, 

/'  Enttr  three  Shepherds  and  two  Countrymen, 
1  Shop.  Do  you  think  this  great  man  will 

continue  here  ? 
ftShep.  Continue  here?  wliatelsc?  h'has 

bought  the  great  farm ; 
A  great  man,  with  a  great  inheritance^ 
And  all  the  ground  about  it,  ail  the  woods  too, 
And  stock *d  it  like  an  emperor.  Now,  all  our 

sports  again, 
And  all  our  merry  gambols,  our  May-^Iadies, 
Our  evening  dances  on  the  green,  our  son«:s. 
Our  holiday  good  cheer,  our  bagpipes  now, 

boys, 
Shall  make  the  wanton  lasses  skip  again,' 
Our  sheep-shearings,  and  all  our  kuacks. 


3  Shep,  But  baric  yon, 
We  must  nut  call  him  emperor. 

1  Omntr.  That's  all  one  ;  [son; 
He's  the  king  of  good  fellows,  that's  no  trea- 
And  so  ril  call  him  still,  tho'  I  be  hang'd  for't. 
I  grant  yoti  h'  has  giv'n  his  honoar  to  another 

mah,  [1®% 

He  cannot  give  his  humour  ;  he's  a  brate  fel- 
And  will  love  ns,  and  we'll  love  hihi.  Come 

hither,  Ladon; 
What  new  k>ngs,  and  what  geers  ? 

3  Shep.  Enongh.    I'll  tell  ye ; 
He  comes  abnuid  anon  to  View  his  grounds, 
And,  with  the  help  of  Thirsis,  and  old  Egonj 
(If  his  whor^on  cold  begone)  and  Aiharyllisi 
And  some  fiew  more  o'  th*  wenches,  we  will 

mbct  him^ 
And  strike  him  such  new  springs^,  atid  such 

t*n  e  welcomes, 
Shall  make  him  scorn  an  eihpire,  fbri»et  ma- 

jr?ty,  fhappy. 

And  make  him  bless  the  hour  he  liv  d  here 

2  Omntr.  And  we  will  second  ye^  we  ho^. 
nest  carters, 

We  lads  o'  th'  lash,  with  some  bluh tenter^ 

tainment ; 
Our  teams  to  two-pence,  xve'U  give  him  some 
Or  we'll  bawl  feartully  !  [cont4.'nt, 

3  S/tep,  He  can't  expect  now  f sicks, 
His  courtly  entertainments,  and  his  rare  mu" 
Aird  ladies  to  delight'bim  with  their  voices; 
Honest  and  cheerful  toys  from  honest  mean- 
ings, 

And  the  best  hedrts  they  have.   We  must  be 

neat  all ; 

On  goes  my  russet  jerkin  with  bine  button! 

1  S/icp,  And  my  green  slops  I  was  married 

in;  riiy  bonnet,  [boys; 

With  my  carnation  point  with  silver  tags; 

You  know  where  I  won  it. 

1  Omntr,  Thou  wilt  ne'er  be  oldj  'Alexis. 
1  Shep,  And  I  shall  find  some  toys  that 
have  been  favours, 
And  nosegays,  and  Such  knacks;  for  thert 
be  wenches. 


net  or  deed.    If  the  words  do  not  seem  to  the  reader  Ui  convey  this  sense>  a  slight  changt 
will  t  He  may  read 

*  —not  a  perfect  act,* 
But  I  would  not  have  the  text  disturbed.  Seacard. 

Betterton  reads, 

*  Tis  but  a  trial,  not  a  confirmed  act»* 
The  word  pretent^  in  the  text,  bc^ars  the  same  scnne  as  confirmed  or  perfect ^  in  the  variation^ 
of 'Seward  and  Betterton. 

«9  Springs  here  means  tunes.    So  bishop  Douglass  in  his  Translation  of  Virgil,  book  vi 
{Mige  167 : 

*  Gif  Orpheus  mycht  reduce  agane  I  gess 

*  I'rom  lleil  his  spouse's  goist,  with  liis  sueit  stringeis, 

*  Playtmd  on  his  harp  of  Trace  sa  pleasand  spr'mgis.* 
So  Cbanccr^  in  bis  House  of  Fame,  book  iii.  line  143,  &c. 

'  Tiicrc  saw  I  famous  old  and  young 

*  Piperis  all  of  the  Duche  long, 

*  To  lerning  love  dauncis  and  springit, 

*  Reyis  and  the  struung^  thuigis.'  Sympson, 


Act  5*  Scene  3.] 


THE  PROPHETESS. 


3?f 


3  Shep.  My  m^tle  goes  on  too  I  play*d 
young  Paris  in. 

And  the  new  garters  Amarjllis  sent  me. 

4  Countr.  I  es,  yes;  well  all  be  handsame, 
^  and  wash  Our  faces. 

Neighbour,  I  see  a  remnant  of  March  dust 
Thai's  hatch*d  into  your  chaps :  I  pray  you 

be  careful^ 
And  mundify  your  muzzle  3**. 

Unttr  Geta, 

2  Countr,  I'll  to  the  barbers ; 
It  shall  cost  me  I  know  what — Who*s  this? 

3  Shep.  Give  room,  neighbours  ! 
A  great  man  in  our  state.    Gods  bless  your 

worship! 

2  Countr.  Encrcasc  your  mastership ! 
Geta.  Thanks,  my  good  people.  fit, 

Stand  oflT,  and  know  your  duties ! — As  I  take 
You  are  the  labouring  people  of  this  village, 
And  you  tliat  keep  the  sheep.  Staud  further 

off  yet. 
And  mingle  not  with  my  authohty; 
1  am  too  mighty  for  your  company. 

3  Shep.  Wc  know  it,  sir;  and  we  desire 
your  worship 

To  reckon  us  amongst  your  humble  servants; 
And  tha^  out*  country  sports,  sir — ^-- 
,   Geta,  For  your  sports,  sir,  [venient^ 

They  may  be  seen,  when  1  shall  think  con- 
When,  out  of  my  discretion,  I  shall  view 'em. 
And  hold  'em  fit  for  licence. — Ye  look  upon 

me. 
And  look  opon  me  seriously,  as  you  kne«^  me  : 
TTis  true,  I  ve  been  a  rascal,  as  you  are, 
A  fellow  of  no  mention,  nor  no  mark^ 
Just  such  another  piece  of  dirt,  so  fashion'd; 
But  tinie,  that  purifies  all  things  of  rtierit, 
Has  set  another  Stamp.    Come  nearer  now^ 
And  be  not  fearful  (I  takeoff  my  austerity) ; 
And  know  me  for  the  great  and  mignty 

steward 
Under  this  man  of  honour;  know  ye  for  my 

vassal5^ 
And  at  my  pleasure  I  can  dispeople  ye,  ("try: 
Can  blow  you  and  your  cattle  out  o*  ih'  coun- 
But  fear  me^  and  have  favour.    Come,  go 

along  with  me,  ['em. 

And  T  will  hear  your  songs,  and  perhaps  like 
3  Shep.  I  hope  you  will,  sir. 
Geta.  Tis  noi  a  thint;  imposbible. 
Periiaps  I'll  sinj^  mysolfj  the  more  to  grace  ye; 
And  if  I  like  your  wouKn 

8*  Mundify  your  muzrle.]  i  ^.  Cledn  your  mouth,  your  chaps. 

»®  Lpt  out.]  ProhaLiy  we  sliOuid  read,  ■  Set  out.' 

*»  Enter  Diodes  and  Dr?/«i//tf.j'ihrough  the  emperor  had  quitted  His  imperial  dignity,  jld(i 
tetired  to  his  farm,  it  does  not  appear  by   Rny  acrouuts  that  he  ever  reduced  his  name,  aS 
our  editors  have  don  •  lur  him  lierc,  to  pine  plain  Diodes.     I  say  the  editors,  not  the  poetSj 
because  in  the  c).ich»sio  i  of  t'lis  aut  the  soldiers  i»ive  him  his  imperial  addition, 
*  Iionj:  live  the  ^;ood  and  gracious  Diocleiian.*  Sympson, 

These  cavils  at  the  staae  dircctDn^*  are  not  only  idle,  but  ridiculous;  and,  bedid«i  thisi 
Sympsoii  suiFlts  hira,  in  tiie  Dumb  Show  at  the  beginning  of  the  fourth  act)  to  be  called 
biith  OioCiCH  and  Du>cit$uin  :  Tliis  prohably  proceeded  frooi  oversight  in  him;  in  us  it  prf^' 
ceeds  fro  a  our  tiiiukiugit  too  insigniticautior  attentiout 

Vol.  IL  5C 


3  Shep.  We'll  hare  the  best,  sif, 
Handsome  young  girls. 

Geta»  The  handsomer  the  better. 

Enter  Delphia, 
'May  bring  your  wives  too;  'twill  be  all  one 

charge  to  ye ; 
For  I  must  know  your  families. 

pelph.  'Tis  well  said,  [hatching 

'Tis  well  said,  honest  friends.  I  know  ye're 
Some  pleasurable  sports  for  your  great  land- 
lord ; 
.Fill  him  with  joy,  and  win  him  a  friend  toyc, 
And  make  this  little  Grange  seem  a  large 
empire^  [favour. 

Let  out 30  with  home  contents :   111  work  his 
Which  daily  shall  be  on  ye. 

8  Shep.  Then  we'll  sing  daily, 
And  make  him  the  best  sports 

Delph.  Instruct  'cm,  Geta, 
And  be  a  merry  man  again. 

Geta.  Will  you  lend  me  a  devil, 
That  we  m^y  dance  awhile? 

Delph.  ru  lend  thee  two ; 
And  bag-pipes  that  Shall  blow  alone. 

Geta,  I  thank  you;  [plexion  first 

But  I'll  know  ^our  devils  of  a  cooler  cora- 
Come,  follow,  follow ;  VW  go  sit  and  sec  ye. 

Delph.  Do;  and  be  ready  an  hour  hence, 
and  bring  'em ; 
For  in  the  grove  you'll  find  hini.      [Ejcetmt* 

Enter  Dioeles »»  and  Drutilla*  - 

Dio.  Come,  Dnisilla, 
The  partner  of  my  best  contents !  I  liopendi^ 
You  dare  believe  me. 

Drui.  Yes,  and  dare  say  to  you, 
I  think  you  now  most  happy. 

Dio.  You  say  true,  sweet ; 
For,  by  my  soul,  I  find  now  by  e\petiet\cie^ 
Content  was  never  courtier. 

Drus.  I  pray  you  walk. on^. sir; 
The  cool  shades  of  the  grove  invite  yoil. 

D'u},  Oh,  my  dearest!  [nessj 

When  man  has  Cast  off  his  ambitious  great* 
And  sunk  into  tlie  sweetness  of  himself ; 
Built  his  foundation  upon  honest  thoughts; 
Not  great,  but  good,  desires  hisdaily  servants; 
Ho\^  quietly  lie  sleeps !  How  joyfully 
He  wakes  ai^ain,  and  looks  on  his  possessions^ 
And  from  his  willing  labouis  feeds  with  ple^ 

sure ! 
Here  hang  no  comets  in  the  shapes  of  crowM 
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To  shake  oar   sweet  contents;  nor  here, 

DrusJlIa, 
Cares,  Hkc  eclipses,  darken  our  endeavours: 
We  love  here  without  rivals,  kiss  with  inuo- 
cencc:   >  [dren 

Our  thoughts  as  gentle,  as  our  lips,  our  chii- 
Tbe  double  heirs  both  of  our  forms  and  faiths. 
Drus,  Vm  ^lad  ^e  make  tliis  right  use  of 
this  sweetness, 
This  sweet  retiredncss. 

Dio,  *Tis  sweet  indeed,  love, 
And  every  circumstance  about  it  shews  it. 
How  liberal  is  the  spring  in  every  place  here  ! 
Tlie  artificial  court  shews  but  a  shadow, 
A  painted  imitation  of  this  glory,  [cellence ; 
Smelt  to  this  flower;  here  Nature  has  her  ex- 
Let  all  the  perfumes  of  the  empire  pass  this. 
The  carefuU'st  lady's  cheek  shew  such  a  co- 
The/re  gilded  and  adulterate  vanities. [lour; 
And  here  in  poverty  dwells  uoble  nature. 
What  pains  we  take  to  cool  our  wines,  to  al- 
lay us, 
And  bury  quick  the  fuming  God  to  quench  us! 
[Mustek  heltm, 

Methinks ^ this  chrystal  well Ha!  what 

strange  musick  ? 
Tis  underneath,    sure ! — How  it  stirs  and 

joys  me! 
How  all  the  birds  set  on !  the  fields  redouble 
Their  odoriferous  sweets!    Hark  how  the 
echoes 

Enter  a  Spirit  from  the  toelL 
Dru$,  See,  sir«  those  flowers  [ment. 

From  out  the  well,  spring  to  your  entertain- 

l^nter  Delphitu 
Dio,  Bless  me  I 

Drta.  Be  not  afraid;  'tis  some  good  angel 
That's  come  to  welcome  you. 

Deiph,  Go  near,  and  hc»ir,  son.       [Song, 
Dio,  Oh,  mother,  tiiaiik  you,  thank  you  ! 

this  was  your  will. 
Delph,  You  shall  not  want  delights  to  bless 
your  presence.  [uour  you. 

Now  you  are  honest,  all  the  stars  shall  ho- 

Enter'Shepherdt  and  Dancer». 
Stay;  here  are  country  shepherds;   here's 

some  sport  too, 
And  you  must  grace  it,  sir;  'twas  meant  to 

welcome  you.  [sun. 

A  king  shall  never  feel  your  joy:  Sit  down, 

A  dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdesses;  Pan 

leading  the  men,  Ceres  the  maids,    . 
Hold,  hold  I  my  messenger  appears.  Leave 

off,  friends,  ' 

Leave  off  a  while,  and  breathe. 

Dio.  What  news?  YouVe  pale,  motlier. 
Dciph,  No ;  I  am  careful  of  thy  safety,  son. 
Be  not  affrighted,  but  sit  still ;  I*m  with  thee. 

Enter  Maximinian,  Aurelia,  and  Soldiers. 
And  now,  dance  out  youc  dance. — D'  you 
know  that  person  r 
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Be  not  amaz'd,  but  let  him  sliew  his  dread« 

fullest.  [pleasures, 

Maxi.  How  confident  he  sits  amongst  bis 

And  what  a  cheerful  colour  shews  in's  face! 

And  yet  he  sees  roe  too,  the  soldiers  with  me. 

Anr,  Be  speedy  in  your  work,  (you  will  be 
stopt  else) 
And  then  you  are  an  emperor  f 

Maxi.  rU  about  it. 

Dio,  My  royal  ooiisin,  how  I  joy  to  see  you. 
Yon  and  your  royal  empress ! 
Maxi,  You're  too  kind,  sir. 
I  come  not  to  eat  with  yuu,  and  to  surfeit 
In  these  poor  clownish  pleasures;  but  to  tell 
I  look  upon  you  like  my  winding-sheet,  [yoo, 
The  comn  of  my  greatness,  nay,  my  grave: 
For  whilst  you  are  alive 

Dio,  Alive,  my  cousin? 

Maxi.  I  say,  alive — I  am  no  emperor; 
I'm  nothing  but  mine  own  disquiet* 

Dio,  Stay, sir! 

Maxi^  1  cannot  stay.    The  soldiers  dote 
upon  you.  [rity 

I  would  fain  spare  you ;  but  mine  own  secu- 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  arc  my  uncle, 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  made  me  Caesar; 
For,  whilst  you  are  remembered,  1  am  buried. 

Dio.  Did  not  I  make  you  emperor,  dear 
cousin? 
The  free  gift  from  ray  special  grace  ? 

Delph.  Fear  nothing.  [you? 

Djp.  Did  not  I  chuse  this  poverty,  to  raise 
That  royal  woman  gave  into  your  arms  too  ? 
Bless'd  you  with  her  bright  beauty  ?   Gave 
the  soldier,  [you? 

The  soldier  that  hung  to  me,  fix'd  him  on 
Gave  you  the  world's  command  ?    , 

Modi,  This  cannot  help  you. 

Dio'  Yet  tliis  »hall  ease  me.    Can  you  be 
so  base,  cousin. 
So  far  from  nobleness,  so  far  from  nature. 
As  to  forget  all  this?  to  tread  diis  tie  out? 
Raise  to  yourself  so  foul  a  monument 
That  every  common  foot  shall  kick  asunder? 
Must  my  blood  glue  you  to  your  peace? 

Maxi.  It  must,  uncle ; 
I  stand  too  loose  else,  and  mv  foot  too  feeble: 
You  gone  once,  and  their  love  retir'd,  I'm 
rooted. 

Dio,  And  cannot  this  remov'd  poor  state 

obscure  me  ?  [tiousir 

I  do  not  seek  for  yours,  nor  enquire  ambi- 

After  your  growing  fortunes.  Take  heed,  my 

kmsnum ! 
Ungratefulness  and  blood  mingled  togetlier, 
Will,  like  two  furious  tides 

Maxi,  I  must  sail  thro'  'em; 
Let  'em  be  tides  of  death,  sir,  1  must  stem  up. 

Dio.  Hear  but  this  last,  and  wisely  yet  con- 
sider ! 
Place  round  about  my  Grange  a  garrison. 
That  if  I  ofler  to  exceed  my  limits. 
Or  ever  in  my  common  talk  name  emperor, 
Ever  converse  with  any  greedy  soldier. 
Or  look  fur  adoration,  nay,  for  courtesy. 
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Above  tbe  daj*8  salute— Think  who  has 

fed  yoa ;  (^misery  ? 

Think,  cousin,  who  I  am.    D*yoa  slight  my 

Nay,  then  I  charge  thee !  Nay,  I  meet  thy 

cruelty. 

Maxi,  This  cannot  serve ;  prepare.    Now 

fall  on,  soldiers. 

And  all  the  treasure  that  I  have 

[Tftunder  End  lightning, 
t  Sold.  The  earth  shakes ;         '  [sir ; 

We  totter  up  and  down;  we  cannot  stand, 
Methiuks  the  mountains  tremble  too. 

3  Sifld.  The  flashes. 
How. thick  and  hot  they  come!  We  shall  be 
burnt  all! 
Delph,  Fallon,  soldiers!  [bravely! 

You  that  sell  innocent  blood,  fall  on  full 
1  StUd,  We  cannot  stfi*. 
Delphi  You  have  your  liberty ; 
So  have  you,  lady :  One  of  you  come  do  it. 

J  A  hand  with  a  bolt  appean  above, 
amaz*d?    Look  o'er  thy  head, 

Maxim  in  ian, 
Look,  to  thy  terror,  what  overhanij^s  tliee ; 
Nay,  it  will  nail  thee  dead:  Look  how  it  theat- 

ens  thee !  [es ; 

*  The  bplt  for  vengeance  on  ungrateful  wretch- 
'  The  bolt  of  innocent  blood :'  Head  those  hot 
^        characters,  [l&dv, 

And  spell  the  will  of  IIeav*n.  Nay,  lovely 
You  must  take  part  too^  as  spur  to  Ambition. 
Are  you  humble?  Now  speuk*  my  part  is 
Does  all  your  f;lory  shake  ?  [ended. 

Mast,  Hear  us,  great  uncle, 
Good  and  great  sir,  be  pitiful  unto  us  ! 
Below  your  feet  we  lay  our  lives;  be  merciful! 
Begin  you,  Heaven  will  follow. 
2ur.  Oh,  it  shakes  still !  [knowledge 

Majci.  And  dreadfully  it  theatens.  We  ac- 
Our  base  and  foul  intentions:  Stand  between 

us !  [given : 

Por  faults  confessed,  they  sav,  are  half  for- 
WcVe  sorry  for  our  sins.  Take  from  us,  sir, 
That  glorious  weight  that  made  us  swell,  tiiat 

poison 'd  us ; 
That  mass  of  majesty  I  ]al)Our'd  under, 
(Too  heavy  and  too  mighty  for  my  manage) 


That  my  poor  innocent  days  may  tarn  aj^in. 

And  my  mind,  pure,  may  purge  me  of  these 

curses.  ["?-" 

By  your  old  love,  the  blood  that  runs  between 

[The  hand  taken  in. 

Aur,  By  that  love  once  you  bare  to  me ! 

by  that,  sir, 

Tliat  blessed  maid  enjoys—  ' 

Dio.  Rise  up,  dear  cousin,  [y^^- 

And  be  your  words  ^our  judges!  I  forgive 

Great  as  you  are,  enjoy  that  greatness  ever. 

Whilst  I  mine  own  content  make  mine  owu 

empire. 
Once  more  Igr(reyoa  all;  learn  to  deserve  it. 
And  live  to  love  your  good  more  than  your 
greatness.-^  [ror. 

Now  shew  your  loves  to  entertain  thiseiupe- 
My  honest  neighbours !  Geta,  see  all  hand- 
some, [little; 
Your  Grac^  must  pardon  qs;  our  house  is 
But  such  an  ample  welcome  as  a  poor  man 
And  his  true  love  can  make  you  and  your 
Madam,  we  have  no  dainties.      [empress — 

Avr,  Tis  enough,  sir;  ' 

We  shall  enjoy  the  riches  of  your  goodness. 
Sold.  Lone  live  the  good  ajid  gracious  Dio- 
clesian  I  [rashness. 

Dio,  I  thank  you,  soldiers;  I forgivX' your 
And,  royal  sir,  long  may  they  love  aud  ho- 
nour you ! 

[  Drums  beat  a  march  afar  off. 
What  drums  are  those? 

Delph,  Meet  'em,  ray  honest  son  ; 
They  are  thy  friends, .  Chariiius  and  the  old 

soldiers, 
That  come  to  rescue  thee  from  thy  hot  cousin. 
But  all  is  well ;  and  turn  all  into  welcomes ! 
Two  emperors  you  must  entertain  now. 

Dio.  Oh,  desir  mother, 

I've  will  enough,  but  I  wantroom^and  glory. 

Delph.  That  shall  be  my  care.  Sound  your 

pipes  now  merrily,  [welcomes! 

And  all  your  handsome  sports:  Sing 'em  full 

Dio   And  let  'em  know,    ou^   true  love 

breeds  more  stories, 

And  perfect  joys,  than  kings  do,  and  their 

glories.  [Exeunt, 
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A  TRAGI.COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Hills  tasiffi  this  Play  wholly  to  Fletcher,  It  was  first  printed 
jii  the  folio  of  1647.  We  do  not  know  of  any  altemtion  that  has  been  made  to  it,  nor 
has  it  been  acted  these  many  years. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Agevor,  Prinee  qf  Jreoi, 

Xheanor,  Son  qf  the  Queen  of  Corinthy  a 

vicioui  Prince. 
Leonidas,  the  Corinthian  General^  Brother 

to  Merione, 
BUPHAKES,  0  noble  young  Gentleman^  Fo' 

jpourite  to  the  Queen, 
Crates,  elder  Brother  to  Euphanet,  a  mu'- 

licious  beaut efeu  >. 
CoKOK,  Euphanet  $  Confidant ^  and  Fellow* 
Neantiies,^  [traveller, 

BosiCLEs,     V   Courtiert. 

JiRATON,       ) 


Ox  OS  or  Lamprias,  a  very  foolish  Traveller^ 
Uncle'  1  ^^  ^^^»  twofoolUh  Knaves. 
Gentlemen,  Servants  to  Agenor.      , 
A  Page  to  Lord  Euphanes. 

Marshal,  Vintner,  and  Drawers, 

Queen  of  Corinth,  a  wise  and  virtitou$ 

Widori). 
Merione,  a  virtuous  Lady,  honourably  so* 

licited  by  Prince  Agenor. 
Beuza,  a  noble  Lady,  Mistress  to  Euphann^ 


SCENE,  Corinth. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Neanthes,  Sondes^  and  Eraton, 

Eraton.  ^HE  general  is  returned  then  ? 
-*■    Neun.  With  much  honour. 
Sos,  And  peace  concluded  with  the  prince 

of  Ar^os  ? 
Nean.  To  the  Queen's  wishes :  The  con- 
ditions sign'd 
So  far  beyond  her  hopes,  to  the  advantage 
Of  Corinth,  and  the  good  of  all  her  subjects. 
That  tho'  Leonidas,  our  brave  general. 
Ever  came  home  a  fair  and  ^eat  example^ 
He  never  yet  returned  or  with  less  loss 
Or  more  deserved  honour. 

Era,  Have  you  not  heard 
The  motives  to  this  general  good  ? 

Nean.  The  main  one 
Was  admiration  first  in  young  Agenor 
(For  by  that  name  we  know  the  prince  of 

Argos) 
Of  our  Leonidas'  wisdom  and  his  valour; 
Which,  tbo'  an  enemy,  first  in  him  bred  won- 
der. 


That  liking,  love  succeeded  that,  which  was 
Followed  by  a  desiif  to  be  a  friend, 
Upon  what  terms  soever,  to  such  guodness. 
They  had  an  interview ;  and,  tliat  tlieir  friend- 
ship [eluded. 
Might  witli  our  peace  be  ratified,  it  was  cun- 
A^enor,  yielding  up  all  such  strung  pUccs 
As  he  held  in  our  territories,  should  receive 
(With  a  sufficient  dower  paid  by  the  Queen) 
The  fair  Merione  for  his  wife. 

Era.  But  how  [know, 

Approves  the  Queen  of  this  ?  since  we  well 
Nor  was  her  highness  ignorant,  that  her  f:on 
The  prince  Theanor  made  love  to  this  lady, 
And  in  the  noblest  way. 

Nean.  Which  she  allow'd  of, 
And  I  have  beard  from  some  familiar  with 
Her  nearest  secrets,  she  so  deeply  priz'd  her. 
Being  from  an  infant  train*d  up  in  her  service, 
(Or,  to  speak  better,  rather  her  own  creature^ 
She  once  did  say,  that  if  the  prince  should 

steal 
A  marriage  without  her  leave,  or  knowledge. 
With  this  Merione,  with  aiittle  suit 
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She  should  great  both  their  pardons ;  whereas 

now. 
To  shew  herself  forsooth  a  Spartan  lady. 
And  that  'tis  in  her  power,  now  it  concerns 
The  common  gomf ,  not  alone  to  subdue    / 
Her  own  affections,  but  command  her  son's, 
She  has  not  only  forc*d  him  with  rough  threats 
To  leave  his  mistress,  but  compel)  *d  him,when 
A8;enor  made  bis  entrance  into  Corinth, 
To  wait  upon  his  rival. 

Soc,  Can  it  be 
The  prince  should  sitdowa  witH  this  wrong? 

Nean.  I  know  not ; 
J  am  sure  I  should  not. 

Era.  Trust  me,  nor  I : 
A  mothet  is  a  name ;  but,  put  in  balance 
With  a  young  wench,  'tis  nothing.    Where 
did  you  leave  him  ? 

Nean,  Near  Vesta*s  temple  (for  there  he 

dismisb'd  me) 

And  full  of  troubled  thoughts,  calling  for 

Crates:  [purpose, 

He  went  with  him,  but  whither,  or  to  what 

J  am  a  stranger. 

Enter  Theanor  and  Cratet, 

Era.  ThfyVc  come  back,  Neanthes. 

The,  I  like  the  place  well. 

Cra.  Well,  sir?  it  is  built 
As  if  the  architect  had  been  a  prophet. 
And  fashion'd  it  alone  for  this  night's  action ; 
The  vaults  so  hollow,  and  the  walls  so  strong, 
A^  Dian  there  might  suffer  violence, 
And  with  loud  shrieks  in  vain  call  Jove  to 

help  her ; 
Or  should  he  hear,  his  thunder  could  not  find 
An  entrance  to  it. 

The.  I  give  up  myself 
Wholly  to  thy  direction,  worthiest  Crates : 
And  yet  the  desp'ratecurc  that  we  must  prac- 
Is  in  itself  so  foul,  and  full  of  danger,    [tise 
That  I  stand  doubtful  whether  'twere  more 

manly 
To  die  not  seeking  help,  or,  that  help  being 
So  deadly,  to  pursue  it. 

Cra.  To  those  reasons 
I  have  already  urg'd,  1  will  add  these  : 
For,  but  consider,  sir [Thcjf  talk  opart » 

Era.  It  is  of  weight  [don 

Whate'er  it  be,  that  with  such  vehement  ac- 
Of  eye,  hand,  foot,  nay,  all  his  body*is  motion, 
Crates  incites  the  prince  to. 

Nean.  Then  observe,  • 

With  what  variety  of  passions  he  [shakes 
3^ceives  his  reasons:  Now  he*s  paie,  and 
For  fear  or  anger ;  now  hfs  natural  red 
Copies  back  again,  and  with  a  pleasing  smile 
He  seems  to  entertain  it.  'Tis  resolv*d  on. 
Be  it  what 'twill :  To  his  ends  may  it  prosper, 
Tho*  the  state  sink  for't! 

Cra.  Now  you  are  a  prince 


Fit  to  rule  others,  and,  in  shaking  off 
The  bonds  in  which  your  mother  fetters  yoo. 
Discharge  your  debt  to  Nature :  3hc*s  yoor 
Follow  her  boldly,  sir.  [guide; 

The.  1  am  confirm'd. 
Fall  what  may  fail. 

Cra.  Yet  still  disguise  your  malice 
In  vour  humility. 

tfre.  I  am  instructed. 

Cra.  Tho'  in  your  heart  thcije  ragem  thoa<« 
sand  tempests. 
All  calmness  in  your  looks. 

The.  1  shall  remember. 

Cra.  And  at  no  h^nd,  tho*  these  are  tts*d 
as  agents,  [instout 

Acquaint  them  with  your  piu-pose,  'till  the 
That  we  employ  them;  'tis  not  fitlhey  have 
Time  to  consider:  When  'tis  done,  reward 
Or  fear  will  keep  them  silent.  Yet  you  may 
Grace  them  as  you  pass  by;  'twill  make  them 
And  greedier  to  deserve  you  *.  [sorer. 

.The.  I'll  move  only 
A  s  you  would  have  me.  Good  dav,gentlemen! 
Nay,  spare  this  ceremonious  form  of  duty 
To  fiim  that  brings  love  to  you,  equal  love. 
And  is  in  nothing  happier  than  in  Knowine 
It  is  rttum'd  by  jrcMi;  we  are  as  one. 

Sot.  J  am  o'erjoyed  !  I  know  not 
How  to  reply ;  but- 

Era.  Hang  9\\buts  ! — ^My  lord. 
For  this  your  bounteous  favour— ▼ 

A>(/n.  Let  me  speak.  ^ 

If  to  feed  vultures  here,  after  the  halter 
Has  done  his  part,  or  if  there  be  a  hell 
To  take  a  swinge  or  two  there^  may  deserve 

Sii%.  We're  ready,  [thisr^ 

Era.  Try  us  any  way. 

AVon.  Put  us  to  it. 

The.  VVhat  jewels  I  have  in  you  \ 

Cfa.  Have  these  souls. 
That  for  a  good  look,  and  a  few  kind  words. 
Part  with  I  heir  essence? 

The.  Since  you  will  compel  m© 
To  put  that  to  the  trial  which  I  doubt  not. 
Crates,  may  be  suddenly,  will  instruct  you 
How,  and  in  what,  to  shew  your  loves;  Obey 
As  you  wuuld  hind  me  to  you.  [Iiiua 

Cra.  *Tis  well  grounded ; 
Leave  me  to  rear  the  building. 

Nean.  We  will  do 

Cra.  I  know  it. 

Era.  Any  thing  youll  put  us  to.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Leonidas.^  Merionty  and  Belixtu 

Leo.  Sister,  I  reap  the  harvest  of  my  1»* 
hours  ' 

In  your  preferment;  be  j'ou  worthy  of  it. 
And  with  an  opea  bosom  entertain       [for  f 
A  greater  fortune  than  uiy  love  durst  nope 


»  To  deserve  yofi.]  Sympson  and  Seward  chusc  ta  read,  «en?f  instead  of  deteroe:  W© 
ink  the  latter  word  genuine,  if  not  preferable.  *  To  deserve  you '  signifies  *  to  mtrityour 


think 
favour.' 


Act  1.  Scene  3.] 


THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINtlL 


S^ 


Be  wife,  and  welcome  it:  Play  not  the  coy 
And  foolish  wanton,  with  the  offer'd  bounties 
Of  him  that  in  a  prince.  I  was  woo*d  for  you, 
And  won,  Merione;  then,  if  yon  dare 
Believe  the  object  that  took  me  was  worthy, 
Or  trusLmy  jud^ent,  in  me  think  you  were 
Courted,  sued  to,  and  conquer'd. 

Mer,  Noble  brother, 
I  have  and  still  esteem  you  as  a  father, 
And  will  as  far  obey  you ;  my  heart  speaks  it : 
Aud  yet,  without  your  anger,  give  me  leave 
To  say,  that  in  the  choice  of  that  on  which 
All  my  life's  joys  or  sorrows  have  dependance. 
It  had  been  tit,  ere  you  had  made  a  full 
.  And  absolute  grant  of  uie  to  any  other, 
T  should  have  usM  mine  own  eyes,  or  at  least 
Made  you  to  understand,  whether  it  were 
Within  ray  power  to  make  a  second  gift 
Of  my  poor  self. 

Leo.  I  know  what  'tis  you  point  nt, 
The  prince  Theanor's  love ;  let  not  that  cheat 
you;  [service 

liis  vows  were  bnt  mere  courtship ;  all  his 
But  practice  how  to'cntrap  a  credulous  lady. 
t  Or,  grant  it  serious,  yet  you  must  remember^ 
He's  not  to  love,  but  where  the  Queen  his 
mother  [up ; 

Must  give  allowance,  which  to  you  is  barr*d 
And  therefore  study  to  forget  that  ever 
You  cherish'd  such  a  hope. 

Mer.  I  would  i  could  1  [person 

Lev.  But  brave  Agenor,  who  is  come  in 
To  celebrate  this  marriage,  for  your  love  . 
Forgives  the  forfeit  of  ten  thousand  lives, 
That  must  have  fallen  under  the  sword  of  war 
Had  not  this  peace  been  made;  which  gene- 
ral good 
Both  countries  owe  to  his  affoction  to  you. 
Oh,  happy  sister,  ask  this  noble  Indy, 
Your  bosom  friend  (since  I  fail  in  my  credit) 
What  palmAgenor's  name,  above  all  princes 
That  Greece  is  proud  ot\  carries,  ^md  with 
lustre.  [ccllent; 

Be/.  Indeed,  fame  gives  him  out  for  ex- 
And,  friend,  I  doubt  not  but  when  you  shall 
jsee  him, 

Enter  a  Servuiiif  who  whispers  RelUa  \ 
He'll  so  appear  to  you. — Art  sure  'tis  he  } 

Ser.  As  1  live,  madam 

Bel.  V  irtue  enable  me  to  contain  my  joy ! 
Tis  my  Euphaues  ? 

Ser.  Yes. 

Bel.  And  he's  in  health? 

Ser.  Most  certainly,  madam. 

Bel.  I'll  see  him  instanily. 
So,  'prirnee,  tell  him.  [Exit  Servant. 

Mer.  I  yield  my^^.lf  too  weak 
In  argumeiu  to  op(;o&e  you ;  you  may  lead  me 
WliJtiier  you  piease. 

Leo.  Tis  auswer'd  like  my  sister; 
And  if  in  him  you  fitid  not  ample  cause 


To  pray  for  me,  and  daily,  on  yoar  knees. 
Conclude  I  have  no  judgment. 

Mer.  May  it  prove  so ! 
Friend,  shall  we  have  your  company? 

Bel.  Two  hours  hence 
I  will  not  fail  you. 

Leo.  At  your  pleasure,  madam. 

Exeunt  Leo.  and  Mer. 

Enter  Euphanes. 

Bel.  Could  I  in  one  word  speak  a  tliou- 
^nd  welcomes,  [hand.^ 

And  hearty  ones,  you  have  'em.    Fy!  my 
We  stand  at  no  such  distance :  By  my  life, 
The  parting  kiss  you  took  before  your  travei 
Is  yet  a  virgin  on  my  lips,  preserved 
VVtth  as  much  care  as  I  would  do  my  fame^ 
To  entertain  your  wish'd  return. 

Euph.  Best  lady,  [reason 

That  I  do  honour  you,  and  with  as  much 
As  ever  man  did  Vii  tne ;  that  I  love  you. 
Yet  look  upon  you  with  that  reverence 
As  holy  men  behold  the  sun,  the  stars. 
The  temples,  and  their  gods,  they  all  caa 
witness;  ,     '  -    fme. 

And  that  you  have  deserv'd  this  duty  fmm 
The  life,  and  means  of  life,  for  wliich  I  owe 
you,  [tune 

Commands  me  to  profess  it,  since  niy  for- 
Affnrds  no  other  payment. 

Bel.  I  had  thought. 
That  for  the  trifling  courtesies,  as  I  call  them» 
(Tho'  you  give  them  another  name)  yon  had 
Made  ample  satisfaction  in  th'  acceptance; 
And  therefore  did  presume  you  had  brought 
Some  other  language.  [home 

Euph.  No  one  1  have  learn'd 
Yields  words  sutiicient  to  express  your  good- 
Nor  can  I  ever  chuse  anotiier  theme,  |^e»s; 
And  not  be  thought  uuthaukful. 

Bel.  'Pray  you  no  more. 
As  you  respect  me. 

iluph.  That  charm  is  too  powerful 
For  me  to  disobey  it.     'Tis  your  pleasure, 
And  not  my  boldness,  madam.    • 

Bel.  Good  Euphanes, 
Believe  1  am  not  one  of  those  weak  ladies, 
lliat  (barren  of  all  inward  worth)  are  proud 
Of  what  they  cannot  truly  call  their  own. 
Their  birth  or  fortune,  which  are  things  with- 
out them : 
Nor  in  this  will  I  imitate  the  world. 
Whose  greater  pare  of  men  think  when  they 
give  [Iriends: 

They  purchase  bondmen,  not  make  worthy 
By  all  that's  good  I  swear,  I  never  thought 
My  great  estate  wiis  an  addition  to  me, 
Or  that  your  wants  took  from  you. 

Euph.  There  are  few 
So  truly  understanding  or  themselves  or  what 
1  hey  do  possess. 

Bel.  Good  Euphanes,  where  benefits 


>  Enter  a  Servant.]  Without  the  addition  I  have  made  to  this  direction,  every  reader  per- 
haps would  not  tiike  the  abrupt  question,  *  Art  sure  ^tis  he  ? '  in  a  proper  light,        Sj/mpion. 


tu 


ttJE  iaUEEN  Ot  CORINTH. 


[Act  1*  Scene  e. 


Are  ill  conferred,  as  on  unworthy  men*, 
^1iat  turn  them  to  bad  uses,  the  bektower, 
For  wnntinK  judgment  how  and  on  whom  to 

place  them. 
Is  partly  guilty :  But  when  we  do  favours 
To  such  as  make  them  grounds  on  which  they 
build  [fortunes 

Their  noble  actions,  there  we  improve  our 
To  the  most  fair  advantage.    If>I  speak 
Too  much,  tho*  1  confess  I  speak  not  well', 
'Prithee  remember  'tis  a  woman  s  weakness, 
Aoid  then  thou  wilt  forgive  it. 

Euph:  You  speak  nothing; 
But  what  would  well  become  the  wisest  man : 
And  that  by  you  deliver*d  is  so  pleasing 
That  I  could  hear  you  ever. 

Bel.  Fly  not  from 
Vour  word,  for  I  arrest  it ;  and  will  now 
Express  myself  a  little  more,  and  prove 
That  whereas  you  profess  yourself  my  debtor. 
That  I  am  yours. 

Euph.  Your  ladyship  then  must  qse 
Some  sophistry  1  never  heard  of. 

Bel,  By  plain  reasons ; 
For,  look  you,  had  you  never  sunk  beneath 
Your  wants,  or  if  those  wants  bad  found 
supply  [ther, 

From  Crates,  your  unkind  and  covetous  bro- 
Or  any  other  man,  I  then  had  mis8*d 
A  subject  upon  which  I  worthily 
Mij^ht  exercise  my  bounty:  Whereas  now, 
By  having  happy  opportunity 
To  furnish  you  before,  aud  m  your  travels, 
With  all  conveniencies  that  you  thoudit  nse- 
ful,  fcoffers, 

Tliat  gold  which  would  have  rustea  in  my 
Being  thus  employ 'd,  has  render^  me  u  part- 
ner 
In  all  your  glorious  actions.    And  whereas^ 
Had  you  nut  been,  I  should  have  died  a  thiug 
Scarce  known,  or  soon  forgotten ;  there's  no 

trophy 
In  which  Euphanes  for  his  worth  is  mention'd, 
But  there  vau  have  been  careful  to  remember. 
That  all  tnc  good  you  did  came  from  Beliza. 

Euph,  That  was  but  thankfulness. 

Bei  Twas  such  an  honour. 
And  such  a  large  return  for  tlie  poor  trash 
I  ventur*d  with  you,  that,  if  I  should  part 
With  all  that  I  possess,  and  myself  too, 
In  satisfaction  fur  it,  'twere  still  short 
Of  your  deservings. 

Euph.  You  o*cr-prize  them,  madnm. 

Bel.  The  Queen  herself  hatli  given  roe  gra- 
cious thanks  f  nes, 
In  your  bclialf;  for  she  hath  heard,  Eupha- 
How  gallantly  you  have  maintained  her  ho- 
nour 
In  all  the  courts  of  Greece :  And  rest  assurVl 
(Tho*  yet  uuknown)  when  I  present  you  to 
her. 


\yhich  I  will  do  this  evebing,  you  shall  fiM 
That  she  intends  good  to  you. 

Euph,  Worthiest  lady. 
Since  all  you  labour  for  is  the  advancement 
Of  him  that  will  live  ever  your  poor  servant^ 
He  must  not  contradict  it. 

JBe/.  Here's  your  brother; 
Tis  strange  to  see  him  here. 

Enter  Grata, 

Cm,  You're  welcome  home,  sir ! 
(Your  pardon,  madam,)  I  had  thought  my 
house,  [wortliy 

Considering  who  I  am,  might  liave  beea 
Of  your  first  visit. 

Euph,  Twas  not  open  to  me 
When  last  I  saw  you ;  and  to  me  ^is  wonder 
That  absence,  which  still  renders  men  for» 

gotten. 
Should  make  my  preseuce  wish'd  for. 

Bel.  That's  not  it;     . 
Your  too- kind  brother,  understanding  that 
You  stand  in  no  need  of  him,  is  bold  to  ofiei* 
His  entertainment. 

Cru.  He  had  never  wanted 
Or  yours,  or  your  assistance,  had  he  practised 
The  way  he  might  have  took,  to  have  coin- 
Whatever  1  call  mine.  [manded 

E^ph.  I  studied  many, 
But  could  find  none. 

Cra,  You  would  not  find  yourself,  ftir, 
Or  in  yourselfj what  was  due  tome  from  you} 
The  privilege  my  birth  bestowed  upon  me 
Might  challenge  some  regard. 

Euph.  You  had  all  the  land,  sir; 
What  else  did  you  expect?  And  I  am  certain 
You  kept  such*  strong  guards  to  preserve  it 
I  could  force  nothing  from  you.  [yours^ 

Cra.  Did  you  ever 
Demand  help  from  me? 

Euph.  My  wants  have,  and  often. 
With  open  mouths,  but  you  nor  heard  not 

saw  them. 
May-be,  you  look'd  I  should  petition  to  you. 
As  you  went  to  your  horse ;  flatter  your  ser^ 

vants, 
To  play  the  brokers  for  my  furtherance ; 
Sooth  your  worst  humours,  act  the  parasite 
On  all  occasions ;  write  ray  name  with  theirs 
That  are  but  one  degree  removed  from  slaves; 
Be  drunk  when  you  would  have  me,  then 

wench  with  you, 
Or  play  the  pandar;  enter  into  quarrels, 
Altho'  unjustly  grounded,  and  defend  thcm^ 
'Cause  they  were  yours:   These  are  the  ty- 
rannies. 
Most  younger  brothers  groan  beneath;  yet 

bear  them 
From  the  insulting  heir,  selling  their  freedoms 
At  a  less  rate  than  what  tlie  state  allows 
The  salary  of  base  and  common  strumpets : 


«  As  to  nimorthy  men.]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

s  I  speak  well.]  The  insertion  of  the  word  not  is  recommended  by  Sympson.    The  osswe^ 
•f  Kuphanes,  and  all  that  follows,  proves  it  to  be  the  original  reading. 


Act  L  8c«ie  3.] 


THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTfL 


d85 


No  conference  in  your  OMcby  which  is  not 

paid  with 
A  scarlet  suit :  This  the  poor  people*  mutter, 
TW  I  believe,  for  I  am  bound  to  do  so, 
A  lady  of  your  youth,  that  feeds  high  too. 
And  a  most  exact  lady,  may  do  all  this 
Out  of  a  virtuous  love,  the  last*bougbt  vizard 
That  lechery  purchas'd- 

Eupfu  !Nota  word  beyond  this! 
The  reverence  I  owe  to  that  one  womb 
In  which  we  both  were  embrions,  makes  me 
What's  past;  but  if  continued— -—     [suffer 

BeL  Stay  your  baud ! 
The  Queen  shall  right  my  honour. 

Cra,  Let  him  do  it; 
It  is  but  marrying  him.  And^for  your  anger* 
Know  that  i  slight  at !  When  your  goddess 

here 
Is  weary  of  your  sacrifiee,  as  she  will  be, 
You  know  my  house,  and  there  amongst  my 

servants 
Perhaps  you'll  find  a  lirery.  [Exit 

BeL  Be  not  mov*d ; 
I  know  the  rancor  of  his  disposition, 
And  turn  it  on  himself  by  laughing  at  it; 
And  in  that  let  me  teach  you* 

JEtt/;A.  I  learn  gladly.  [Ereunt* 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Neantkes,  Sosicles,    arid  Eraton, 

severally, 
Nean.  You^e  met  unto  my  wishes;  if  you 
ever 
Dcsir'd  true  mirth  so  far  as  to  adventure 
To  idle  witli  the  extremity  of  laughter, 
I  come  before  tlie  object  that  will  do  it ; 
Or  let  me  live  your  fool. 
Sot.  W^ho  is  t,  Ncanthes? 
Nean,  Lamprias  the  usurer's  6on« 
Era,  Lamprias?  the  youth 
Ofsix  and  fifty? 

Sot.  That  was  sent  to  travel 
By  ricb  Beliza,  'till  he  came  to  age 
And  w{is  fit  for  a  wifeJ^ 

Aeon.  The  very  same. 
This  gallant,  with  his  Guardian  and  his  Tutor, 
(/Vnd,  of  the  Uiree^  who  is  most  fool  I  know 
not)  [them 

Are  newly  come  to  Corinth :  Til  not  stale 
By  giving  up  their  characters 7;  but  leave  you 
To  make  your  own  discoveries.    Here  they 
are,  sir. 

Enter  Onos,  Uncle,  and  Tutor* 
I       Tutor.  That  leg  a  little  higher;  very  well, 

^  Poor  people.]  I  have  a  strong  suspicion  that  most  is  the  reading  wc  ought  to  follow,  but  I 
have  not  ventured  to  disturb  the  tei^t.         Sj/mpson,  . 

The  text  is  best. 

7  Btfpving  up  their,  &c.]  The  particle  up  I  have  left  out  of  the  present  text,  though  it 
stands  in  all  the  other  copies,  because  it  confounds  the  sense :  *  Giving  up  u  character*  is 
2t,  phrase  of  a  quite  diflR^rent  import  to  what  he  would  say  here,  as  the  least  attention  will 
make  evident  enough.        Sympton. 

•  To  give  up'  is  right.  Jt  does  not  here  signify  to  renounce,  in  the  modern  acceptation, 
but  to  describe. 

Vol.  II.  3D 


For  my  part,  erp  on  sddi  low  terms  I  feed 
Upon  a  Dfother's  trencher,  let  me  die 
Tne  beggar's  death,  and  starve ! 

Cra.  Tis  bravely  spoken, 
Did  what  you  do  rank  with  it. 

BeL  Why,  what  docs  be 
You  would  not  ivish  were  yours? 

Cra.  ril  t;ell  yoti,  lady. 
Since  you  rise  up  his  advocate,  and  boldly 
(For  now  I  find,  and  plainly,  in  whose  favour 
My  love  and  service  to  you  was  neglected). 
For  all  your  wealth,  nay,  add  to  that  your 

beauty, 
And  put  your  virtues  in,  (if  you  have  any) 
i  would  not  yet  be  pointed  at,  as  he  is, 
For  the  fine  courtier,  the  woman's  man, 
That  tells  my  lady  stories,  dissolves  riddles, 
Ushers  her  to  her  coach,  lies  at  her  feet 
At  solemn  masques,  applauding 'what  she 

laughs  at; 
Reads  her  asleep  a-nights,  and  takes  h«  oath 
Upon  her  pantoiles,  that  all  excellence 
In  other  madams  docs  but  cany  hers:      [not 
These  you  are  pcrftct  in,  and  yet  these  take 
Or  from  your  birth  or  freedom. 

Euph.  Should  another  • 
NSay  this,  my  deeds,  not  looks  should  shew— 
Bel.  Contemn  it: 
ilis  envy  fains  this,  and  he's  but  reporter, 
WitivDut  a  second,  of  his  own  diy  fancies. 
Cra.  Yes,  madam,  the  whole  city  speaks  it 
with  me; 
And  tho'  it  may  distaste,  'tis  certain  you 
Are  brought  mto  the  scene,  and  with  him 

censur'd ; 
For  you  are  given  out  for  the  provident  lady, 
That,  not  to  be  unfurnish'd  for  her  pleasures, 
{As,  without  them,  to  what  vain  use  is  great- 
ness !) 
Have  made  choice  of  an  able  man,  a  young 

man, 
Of  an  Herculean  back,  to  do  you  service;. 
And  one  you  may  command  too,  that  is  active. 
And  does  what  you  would  have  him. 
Bel.  You  are  foul-mouth'd  ! 
Cra.  That  can  speak  well,   write  verses 
too,  and  good  ones,  [with 

Sharp  and  conceited,  whose  jwit  you  may  lie 
When  his  performance  fails  him ;  one  you 
have  [you; 

Maintain'd  abroad  to  learn  new  ways  to  please 
And,  by  the  gods,  you  well  reward  him  for  it. 
No  night  in  which,  while  you  lie  sick  and 

panting, 
He  watchtis  by  you,  but  is  worth  a  talent ; 
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[Act  1.  Scene  i^. 


Nov  put  your  face  into  the  traveller's  posture; 
Exceeding  good. 

Uncle,  Do  you  ramrk  how  they  admire  him? 

Tutor.  They  will  be  all  my  scholars,  when 
they  know 
And  understand  hira  truly. 

Era,  nraebus  guard  me 
From  this  new  Pydion ! 

So$.  How  they  have  trim'd  liin  up 
Like  an  old  reveller! 

Nean.  Curl'd  him  and  perfura*d  him ; 
But  that  was  done  wi|b  judgment,  for  he  looks 
Like  one  that  purg*d  |>erpetually.  Trust  me, 
That  witch's  face  of  his  is  painted  too. 
And  every  ditch  upon  it  buries  more 
Than  would  set  off  ten  bawds  and  all  their 
tenants ! 

Sos.  See  how  it  paoves  towards  us. 

Nean,  There's  a  salutation !— •  [to'avel 
H'rotb,  gentlemen,  you  have  bestow'd  much 
In  training  up  your  pupil. 

Z\i/or.  Sir,  great  buildinp  [not, 

Require  great  labours ;  which  yet  we  repent 
Since  for  the  country's  good  we  have  brought 
An  absolute  man.  [home 

Uncle,  As  any  of  his  years, 
Corinth  can  shew  yoir. 

Era,  He's  exceeding  meagre.. 

Tutor,  His  contemplation^— 

Uncle.  Besides,  'tis  fit 
Learners  should  be  kept  hungry. 

Nean.  You  all  contemplate ;  [mine 

For  three  such  wretched  pictures  of  lean  fa- 
I  never  saw  together. 

Uncle.  We  have  fat  minds,  sir, 
And  travell'd  to  save  charges.  Do  vou  think 
rTwas  fit  a  youne  and  hopeful  gentleman 
Should  be  brought  up  a  glutton  f    He's  my 

ward; 
Nor  was  there  ever,  where  I  bore  the  bag. 
Any  superfluous  waste. 

Era,  'Pray  you  can  it  speak? 

Tutor,    He  knows  all  languages,  but  will 
use  none ; 
They 're  all  too  big  for's  mouth,  or  else  too  little 
To  express  his  great  conceits.    And  yet  of 

late, 
With  some  impulsion,  he  hath  set  down, 
in  a  strange  method,  by  the  way  of  question, 
And  briefly  too  %  all  business  whatsoever, 
That  may  concern  a  gcntlcmap. 

Nean.  Good  sir,  let's  hear  him. 

Tutor,  Come  on,  sir.  ^ 

Nean,  They  have  taught  him,  like  an  ape^ 
To  do  his  tricKS  by  signs.    Now  he  begins. 

O/iot.  When  shall  we  be  drunk  together  ? 

Tutor.  That's  the  first. 

Onoi.  Where  shall  we  whore  to-night? 

Uncle.  That  ever  follows. 

Era,  'Ods  me,  he  now  looks  angry. 

Onoi,  Shall  we  quarrel? 

Nean,  With  me  at  no  hand,  sir. 


Onof.  Then  let's  protest. 

Era.  Is  this  all  ? 

T«for.  These  are^  sir,  the  four  new  virtues 
That  are  in  fashion ;  many  a  mile  we  measured 
Before  we  could  arrive  unto  this  knowledge. 

Nean.  You  might  have  spar'd  that  labour, 
for  at  home  here 
There's  little  else  in  practice.  Ila!  the  Queen? 
Good  friends,  for  half  an  hour  remove  your 

motion'; 
Tomorrow  willingly,  when  we've  more  leisure. 
We'll  look  on  him  again. 

Onos.  Did  I  not  rarely  ? 

Uncle.  Excellent  well. 

T\itor.  He  shall  have  six  plumbs  for  it. 

[kxeunt  Onoe,  ^c. 

Enter  Agenor^  Leonidat^  jyteanor.   Queen, 

Meriancy  Beliza^Euphanes^  Cratety  Ladies 

and  Attendant'iy  with  lights. 

Queen,  How  much  my  court  is  hononr'd, 
princely  brother,  [sence, 

In  your  vouchsafing  it  your  long'd- for  pr^ 
Were  tedious  to  repeat,  since  'tis  already 
(And  heartily)  acknowledg'd.  May  the  gods^ 
That  look  into  kings'  actions,  smile  up6n 
The  lea^  "we  have  coududed ;  and  their 

justice 
Find  me  out  to  revenge  it,  if  I  break 
One  article ! 

Age,  Great  miracle  of  queens. 
How  happy  I  esteem  myself,  in  being 
Thought  worthv  to  be  number'd  in  the  rank 
Of  your  confed'rates,  my  love  and  best  service 
Shall  teach  the  world  hereafter;  but  this 

With  which  you  have  confirm'd  it,  is  so  far  ■ 
Beyond  my  hopes  and  means  e'er  to  return^ 
That  of  necessity  I  must  die  oblig'd 
To  your  unanswer'd  boanty. 

The.  The  sweet  lady      *. 
In  blushes  gives  your  highness  tlianks. 

Queen.  Believe  it, 
On  the  Queen's  word,  she  is  a  worthy  one ; 
And  I  am  so  acquainted  with  her  goodness, 
That  but  for  this  peace  that  hath  chang'd  my 
purpose,  [gladly 

And  to  her  more  advancement,  I  ^lould 
Have  call'd  her  daughter. 

r/ie.  Tho'  I  am  depriv'd  of 
A  blessing,  'tis  not  in  the  fates  to  equal, 
To  shew  myself  a  subject  as  a  son. 
Here  I  ^ve  up  my  clium,  and  willingly 
With  mine  own  hand  deliver  you  what  once 
I  lov'd  above  myself;  and  from  this  hour, 
(For  my  affection  j^ields  now  tg  my  duty) 
Vow  never  to  solicit  her. 

Cra.  Tis  well  cover'd. 
Neanthes,  and  the  rest ! 

[Exeunt  Cra.  Nean.  So$.  Erm. 

Queen.  Nay,  for  this  night 
You  must  ^for  'tis  our  country  fashion^  sir) 


*  And  bri^tf  to  all.]  Corrected  by  Mr«  Svmpson. 

*  Motion!]  I.  e.  Puppet.    See  note  *'  on  Rule  a  Wife  and  Have  a  Wife. 
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Leave  her  to  her  derodmis;  in  the  morning 
We'll  bring  you  to  the  temple. 

Leo,  How  in  this 
Your  highness  honours  me! 

Mer.  Sweet  r^st  to  all !  • 

Age.  This  kiss,  and  I  obey  yoa. 

BeL  Please  it  your  highness. 
This  is  the  gentleman. 

Queen,  You're  welcome  home,  sir.— > 
Now,  as  I  live,  one  of  a  promiMng  presence.--^ 
I've  heard  of  you  before,  and  you  shall  find 
I'll  know  you  better;  find  out  something 

that 
May  do  you  good,  and  rest  assured  to  have  it. 
Were  you  at  Sparta  lately  ? 

Euph,  Three  days  since,  madam, 
I  came  from  thence. 

Queen,  Tis  very  late. 


Good  night,  my  lord  i  Do  you,  «ir,  follow  me; 
I  must  talk  further  with  you. 

Jge,  AH  rest  with  you !  \Ex€uni* 

Enter  Crates,  Neantkei,  Eraton,  and  Soiicles^ 
disguised. 
Cra.  She  must  pass  thro'  this  cloister;  sud- 
And  boldly  seize  upon  her.  [dcnly 

Nean.  Where's  the  prince?  * 
Cra.  He  does  expect  us  at  the  place  I 
shew'd  you. 

Enter  Merione  and  Servant. 
I  hear  one's  footing;  peace,  'tis  she. 

Aler.  Now  leave  me;  [Exit  Servant. 

I  know  the  way ;  tho',  Vesta  witness  with  me, 

I  never  trod  it  with  such  fear.— Help,  help ! 

Cra,  Stop  her  mouth  close;  out  with  the 

light;  rU  guide  you.  [ExeutU. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Theanor  and  Crates,  toith  vizards. 
My  shame  still  follows  me,  and  still  proclaims 

me. 
He  turns  away  in  scorn !  I  am  contemn'd  too ; 
A  more  unmanly  violence  tlian  tlie  t>tber : 
Bitten,  and  flung  away  ?  Whatever  you  are. 
Sir,  YOU  that  have  abus'd  me,  and  now  most 

basely 
And  sacrilegiously  robb*d  this  fair  temple, 
I  fling  all  these  behind  me,  but  look  upon  me. 
But  one  kind  loving  look,  be  what  you  will, 
So  from  this  hour  you  wUl  be  mine,  my  hus- 
band, [too. 
And  you,  his  hand  in  mischief,  Fspeak  to  you 
Counsel  him  nobly  now ;  you  know  the  mis- 
chief, 
The  most  unrighteous  act  he  has  done ;  per- 
suadie  him,                                 [science 
Persuade  him  like  a  friend,  knock  at  nis  con- 
Till  fair  Repentance  follow.   Yet  be  worthy 
of  me,                                             [you : 
And  shew  yourself,if  evergood  thoughtguided 
You've  had  your  foul  will ;  make^  yet  fair 

with  marriage ; 
Open  yourself  and  take  me,  wed  me  now. 

[^raa;s  his  dagger. 
More  fruits  of  villainy  ?  Yourdagger?  Come ; 
You're  merciful ;  I  thank  you  for  your  medi- 
cine. 

Enter  the  rat  disguised. 
Is  that  too  worthy  too  ?  Devil !  thou  with  him ! 

••  Sflteeter  flame,]  Though  I  have  not  disturbed  the  text,  I  suspect  we  should  read  fume 
'^Sympson.  ^ 

XI  These  stick  like  comets.']  To  compare  tears  to  tomeU,  fire  to  water,  is  so  strange  an  al« 
Insion,  that  we  cannot  help  thinking  a  line  has  been  dropt  here;  and  the  two  following  liner 
almost  prove  that  the  curses  and  execrations  of  the  sufferiug  innocent  (n  ot  tho  tears  whicb 
abe  sprinkles)  are  what  she  means  by  saying, 
'      '^  «  These  stick  like  comets,  blaze  eternally. 

3D2 


Enter  Merione,  as  newly  ravisVd. 
Mer.  ^rO  whom  now  shall  I  cry?  What 

*    pow'r  thus  kneel  to, 
And  beg  my  ravish'd  honour  back  upon  me? 
Deaf,  deaf,  you  gods  of  goodness,  deaf  to 

me, 
Deaf  Heav'n  to  all  my  cries ;  deaf  hope,  deaf 

justice ! 
I  am  abus'd,  and  vou,  that  see  all,  saw  it. 
Saw  it,  and  smil'd  upon  «he  villain  did  it; 
Saw  it,  and  gave  him  strength ;  Why  have  I 

pray'd  to  ye,  [slumbers  ? 

When  all  the  world's  eyes  have  been  sunk  m 
Why  have  I  then  pour'd  out  my  tears  ?  knecl'd 

to  ye? 
And  from  the  altar  of  a  pure  heart  sent  ye 
Thoughts  like  yourselves,  white,  innocent, 

TOWS  purer  fodours? 

And  of  a  sweeter  flame  >*  than  all  earth's 
Why  have  I  sung  your  praises,  strew'd  your 

temples,  .    [roses? 

And  crown'd  your  holy  priests  with  virgin 
Is  it  we  hold  ye  powerful,  to  destroy  us  ? 
Beheve  and  Iwnour  ye,  to  see  us  rum'd  ? 
These  tears  of  anger  tlius  I  sprinkle  toward  ve. 
You  thatdare sleep  secure  whilst  virginssuffer; 
These  stick  like  comets  »>,  blaze  eternally, 
*riil,  with  the  wonder,  they  have  wak'd  your 

justice. 
And  forc'd  ye  fear  our  curses,  as  we  yours. 


tBE  QUEEN  OF  COBINTIfe 


[Act9.ScfA^ 


Thou  penny  tiawd  to  his  lust!  Will  not  that 
stir  thee  ?  [not. 

Do  jou  work  by  tokens  now  }  Be  sure  1  live 

For  your  own  safeties,  knaves.  I  will  sit  pa- 
tiently: [servants, 

But,  as  you  are  true  villains,  the  devil's  own 

And  those  he  loves  and  trusts,  make  it  as 
bloody 

An  act,  ot  such  true  horror,  Heav'n  woul^ 
shake  at ; 

TTwill  shew  the  braver.  Goodness,  hold  my 
hope  fast, 

And  in  thy  mercies  look  upon  my  ruins, 

Enter  six  ditguised,  tin^ng  and  dancing  to  a 
horrid  musick,  and  ipriukling  water  on  her 
face, 
.  And  then  I'm  right! — My  eyes  grow  dead 
and  heavy. 
Wrong  rac  no  more,  as  ye  are  men. 
The.  She's  fast. 
Cra,  Away  with  her.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL 
Enter  Agenor  and  Gentlemen,  with  torches. 
Age*  Now,  Gentlemen,  the  time's  come 

now  t* enjoy  [for. 

That  fruitful  happiness  my  heart  has  long*d 
This  day  be  happy  call'd  ";  and  when  old 

Time  [sweetness 

Brings  it  about  each  year,  erown'd  with  that 
It  gives  me  now,  see  eve^y  man  observe  it, 
And,  laying  all  aside  bears  show  of  bdsiness, 
Give'thi^  toT  joy  and  triumph.    How  sit  my 

cloaths? 

1  GentkHandsome,'afid  wondrous  well,  sir. 
Age.  Do  they  shew  richly  ? 

For  to  those  curious  eyes  even  Beauty  envies, 
I  must  not  now  appear  poor,  or  low-fashion'd. 
Methinks  I  am  younger  than  I  was,   far 

younger; 
And  such  a  promise  in  my  blood  I  feci  now. 
That,  if  there  may  be  a  perpetual  youth 
Bestow'd  on  man,  lam  that  soul  shall  win  it. 
Does  my  hair  stand  well  ?  Lord,  how  ill-fa- 

vour'dly 
You  have  dress'd  me  to-day!  how  baldly! 

Why  this  cloak? 

2  Gent.  Why,  'tis  the  richest,  sir. 
Age.  And  here  you  have  put  me  on 

A  pair  of  breeches  look  like  a  pair  of  bag- 
pipes. 
1  Gent.  BelieTe,  sir,  they  shew  bravely. 
Age,  Why  these  stockings?. 
.  ^  Gent.  Your  leg  appears— r     [colour; 
Age,  Vq\\  !    I  would  have  had  'em  peach- 
All  young  and  new  about  roe.  And  this  scarf 
here,  [puppet. 

A  goodly  thing !  you  have  trick'd  me  like  a 


t  Gtnt,  111  undertake  lo  rig  forth  a  whole 
navy,  » 

And  with  less  labour,  than  one  man  in  lore: 
They're  never  pleased. 

8  Gent,  Methinks  be  look^  well. 

1  Gent,  Well  [wonder 

As  man  can  lopk,  as  handsofne.    Now  do  I 
He  found  not  fault  his  nose  was  put  on  ugly. 
Or  his  eyes  look'd  too  grey,  and  rail  at  us: 
They  are  the  way  ward'st  things,  these  lover$. 
"    2  GetU,  All  will  be  right 
When  once  it  coones  to  th'  push. 

1  Gent.  I  would  they  were  at  it, 
For  our  own  quiet  sake. 

Age^  Come,  wait  upon  ipe; 
And  hear  yourselves  like  mipe,  my  friends, 
and  nobly.  [Ex^nt. 

SCENE  HI. 

Enter  Tkeanor^  Crates,  and  Eratan^  bring- 
ing Merione,  , 
Erat„  This  is  her  brother's  dooir. 
Cra.  There  lay  her  down  then ;; 
Lay  her  along.    She*s  fast  still  f 
Erat,  As  forgctfulness «»; 
CVfl.  Be  not  you  stirr'd  now,  but  away  to^ 
your  mother, 
Give  all  attendance,  let- no.  stain  appear 
Of  fear,  or  doubt  in  your  face;  carry  your- 
self con6dently. 
The.  But  whither  run^  your  dri/t  now  ? 
Cra,  When  she  wakes. 
Either  what's  done  will  sliew  a  mere  dream, 

to  her, 
And  carry  no  more  credit ;  or,  ^ay  shefiadit. 
Say  she  remember  all  the  circumstances. 
Twenty  to  one  the  shapes  in  which  they  were 
acted,  [her. 

The  horrors,  and  the  ^till  aflfrights  we  shew'd 
Rising  in  wilder  figures  to  her  memory. 
Will  run  her  mad,  and  no  man  guess  the 

reason: 
[fall  these  fail,  and  thacshe  rise  up  perfect. 
And  so  collect  herself,  believe  this,  sir, 
Not  knowing  who  it  was  that  did  this  to  heiV 
Nor  having  any  power  to  gues^ ;  the  tbiu^ 

done  too 
Being  the  utter  undoing  of  her  honour 
If-it  be  known,  and  to  the  in^orld's  eve  pub- 
lish'd,  '    [her. 

Especially  at  this  time  when  Fortune  courts 
She  must  and  will  conceal  it,  nay,  forget  it: 
The  woman  is  noLucrece.  Get  you  gone,  sir; 
And)  as  you  would  have  more  of  this  sport, 
fear  not. 
TVic.  I  am  confirm'd.    Farewell ! 
Cra,  Farewell!  Away,  sir. 
Disperse  yourselves;  and  as  you  love  his 
favour^ 


>*  Thjs  d/Qf  he  happy  caWd,  &c.]  Rowe  has  closely  copied  tliis  speech,  in  the  beginning  ol^ 
The  Fair  Penitent.  ^  '      • 

»»Ser.  Asforgetfulness.]  As  there  is  no  Servant  present^  nor  any  person  whuse  nam^bfi*] 
gins  in  this  manner,  we  have  given  this  speech  to  Eraton, 


Act  9.  Scene  3»} 
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And  that  that  crowns  it,  gold,  no  toogves 

amongst  ye ! 
You  know  jour  charge;  this  way  goes  no 

suspicion  ^*,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Agtnor  and  Lenoidas^  with  two  Gen- 
tlemen^ with  lights. 
Age.  You  are  stirring  early,  sir. 
Leo.  It  was  my  duty 
To  wait  upon  Tour  Grace. 

i4ge.  How  fares,  your  iislcr,  [.T®^^ 

My  beauteous  mistress?  What,  is  she  ready 

Leo.  No  doubt  siie*U  lose  no  time,  sir : 

Young  maids  iu  her  way 

Tread  upon  thorns,  and  think  an  hour  ana^e, 

rrill  the  priest  has  done  his  part,  that  theirs 

may  follow. 
I  saw  her  not  since  yesterday  i'  th'  evening ;  • 
But,  sir,  Fm  sure  s)ie  is  not  slack :  Believe 
Your  Grace  will  find  a  loving  soui.         [me, 

Age,  A  sweet  one; 
And  so  much  joy  I  carry  in  the  thought  of  it, 
80  great  a  happmess  to  know  she  is  mine, 
(Believe  me,  noble  brother)  that  to  express  it 
Methinks  a  tongue's  a  poor  thing,  can  do  no- 
thing, [there  ? 
imagination  less'^.    \Vho*s  that  that  lies 
Leo.  Where,  sir?  [man. 
Age.  Before  the  door ;  it  looks  like  a  wo- 
Leo.  This  way  I  came  abroad,  but  then 
there  was  nothhig. 
One  of  tlie  maids  o'erwatch'd  belike. 

Age.  It  may  be.  [sleep  in. 

Leo.  But  methinks  this  is  no  fit  place  to 
1  Gent,  rris  sure  a  woman,  sir;  she  has 
jewels  00  too : 
She  fears  no  foul  play  sure. 

Leo.  Bring  a  torch  hither ;        [garments. 
Yet  'tis  not  perfect  day.  I  should  know  those 
Age.  How  sound  slie  sleeps ! 
Leo.  Fm  sorry  to  see  this ! 
Age.  Do  you  know  her  ? 
Leo.  And  you  now,  I  am  sure,  sir. 
Age.  My  mistress  ?  How  comes  this? 

Enter  Queen,  Theanor,  Belize,  Euphana, 
Neanthes,  and  Attendants. 

Leo.  The  Queen  and  her  train? 

Queen.  You  know  my  pleasure. 

Euph.  And  will  be  most  careful.    - 

Queen.  Be  not  long  absent; 
The  suit  you  preferred  is  granted. 

Nean.  This  fellow  mounts 
Apace,  and  will  tower  o*er  us  like  a  falcon. 


Queen,  Good  morrow  to  ye  all !  Why  stand 

ye  wond'ring?  [tress; 

Enter  the  house,  sir,  and  bring  out  your  mis- 

You  must  observe  our  ceremonies.     What's 

the  matter? 
What's  that  ye  stand  at?  How!  Mcrione? 
Asleep  i*  th'  street?  Belike  some  sodden  palsy, 
As  she  stept  out  last  night  upon  devotion. 
To  take  her  farewell  of  her  virgin  state. 
The  air  being  sharp  and  piercing,  struck  her 
See  if  she  breathe.  [suddenly. 

Leo.  A  little. 
Queen.  Wake  her  then; 
Tis  sure  a  fit. 
Age.  She  wakes  herself:  Give  room  to  her. 
Queen.  See  how  tlie  spirits  struggle  to  re« 
cover,  [certain. 

And  strongly  reinforce  their  strengths;  for 
This  was  no  natural  sleep. 

The.  Fm  of  your  mind,  madam. 
Queen.  No,  son,  it  cannot  be. 
T/ie.  'Pray  lieav'n,  no  trick  in't ! 
Good  soul,  she  little  merits  sudi  a  mischief. 
Queen.  She's  broad  awake  now,  and  her 
sense  clears  up ; 
Twas  sure  a  fit.    Stand  oflT. 

Mer,  The  Queen,  my  love  here, 
And  all  my  noble  friends?  Why,  where  am  I  ? 
How  am  I  tranc'd,  and  mop'J !  I*  th*  street  ^ 
Heav'n  bless  itie !  [remember—^ 

Shame  to  my  sex !  o'  tli*  ground  too  ?— Oh,  I 
Leo.  How  wild  she  looks ! 
Age.  Oh,  my  cold  heart,  how  she  trembles! 
Mer.  Oh,  Iremen^er,  I  remember! 
Queen.  What*s  that? 

Aler.  My  shame,  my  shame,  my  shame ! 
Oh,  I  remember, 
My  never-dying  shame ! 
The.  Here  has  been  villainy. 
Queen.  1  fear  so  too. 
Mer.  You  are  no  furies,  are  ye  ? 
No  horrid  shapes  sent  to  affright  me  ? 

Age.  No,  sweet; 
We  are  your  friends.  Lookup;  lamAgenor, 
(Oh,  my  Merione !)  that  loves  you  dearly, 
And  come  to  marry  you. 

Leo,  Sister,  what  ail  you? 
Speak  out  your  griefs,  and  boldly. 

Age.  Something  sticks  here 
Will  choak  you  else. 
Mer.  I  hope  it  will. 
Queen.  Be  free,  lady; 
You  have  your  loving  friends  about  you. 
Age.  Dear  Merione, 


N  Goes  no  suspicion.]  Though  this  may  be  understood,  it  is  such  alow  and  stiff  expression, 
that  I  can  scarce  think  it  genuine.  The  word  gives,  instead  of  goes,  makes  clearer  English, 
but  I  believe  tlie  original  inigfat  be 

/  *  ■        .    this  way  go- — no  suspicion;'  i.  e.  be  sure  ye  take  care,  not  to  give  the 
least  suspicion  "by  your  conduct.        Seward, 

We  think  the  text  needs  no  change. 

>s  Imagination  lessj  ^ympson  proposes  to  read, 

'  •  Imagination Bless  us,  who's  that,'  &c. 

Seward,  'Imaginivtipn  foifCQ;'  and  they  jointly  have  another  reading,  '  imaginationless/ 
one  word.    Wc  think  the  text  unexceptionable,  and  their  objectk>DS  futib  and  triflings 
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[Att  S.  Scene  5/ 


By  the  unspotted  love  T  erer  bore  you. 
By  thine  own  goodness**— 

Mer.  Oh,  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  sir ; 
Vm  now  I  know  not  what;  'pray  ye  look  not 

on  me; 
No  name  is  left  me,  nothing  to  inherit. 
But  that  detested,  base,  and  branded 

Age.  Speak  it, 
And  how :  Diseases  of  most  danger. 
Their  causes  once  discovered,  are  easily  cur'd. 
My  fair  Merione-! 

Mer.  I  thank  your  love,  sir : 
When  I  was  fair  Merione,  unspotted, 
Pure,and  unhiaste«l  in  the  bud  you  hooonr'd'*. 
White  as  the  heart  of  truth,  then,  prince 

Agenor, 

Even  then  I  was  not  worthy  of  your  favour. 

Wretch  that  I  am,  less  worthy  now  of  pity  ! 

Let  no  good  thing  come  near  me ;  Virtue  fly 

me;  [me; 

You  that  have  honest  noble  names,  despise 

For  I  am  nothins  now  but  a  main  pestilence, 

Able  to  poison  all !  Send  those  unto  me 

'  That  have  forgot  their  names,  ruin*d  their 

fortunes,  [virgins 

De<:{NS*d  their  honours;  those  that  have  been 

Ravish*d  and  wrong'd,  and  yet  dare  live  to  tell 

T/ie.  Now  it  appears  too  plain.  [it. 

Mer,  Send  those  sad  people 
That  hate  the  light,  and  curse  society ; 
Whose  thoughts  are  graves,  and  from  whose 
eyes  continually  [me ; 

Tlieir  melting  souls  drop  out,  send  those  to 
And  when  their  sorrows  are  most  excellent, 
So  full  that  one  grief  more  cannot  be  added, 
Mystor^  like  a  torrent  shall  devour  'em. 
Hark!  it  must  out:  But  *pray  stand  close 
And  let  not  all  the  world  hear,      [together, 

Leo,  Speak  it  boldly. 

ilfer.  And,  royal  lady,  think  but  charita- 
Your  Grace  has  known  m3r  breeding,   f  bly ! 

Queen.  'Prithee,  speak  it. 

Afer.  Is  tlierc  no  stranger  here  ?  Send  off 
your  servants. 
And  yet  it  must  be  known. — I  shake. 

Jge,  Sweet  mistress !  f g^^ss  yet  ? 

Mer,  I  am  abus*d,  basely  abas'd !  do  you 
Come  close;  I'll  tell  ye  jjlaiiicr;  I  amwhor'd, 
Ravish'd,  and  robb*d  of  honour ! 

Leo.  Oh,  the  devil! 

Jge.  What  hellish  slave  was  this? 

7%e.  A  wretch,  a  wretch,  pad^  ? 

A  damned  wretch !  Do  you  know  the  villam, 

Mer.  No. 

The.  Not  by  guess  ? 

Mer,  Oh,  no. 

The,  It  must  be  known. 

Queen,  Where  was  the  place  ? 

Mer,  I  know  not  neither. 


Afe.  Ob, Heaven! 
Is  this  the  happy  time  ?  my  hope  to  this  come  f 

Leo,  Neitner  the  man  nor  circumstances? 

The,  His  tongue, 
Did  you  not  hear  his  tongoe  ?  no  voice  ? 

Mer.  None,  none,  sir: 
All  I  know  of  him  was  his  violence. 

Age.  How  came  you  hither,  sweet? 

Mer,  I  know  not  neither. 

The,  A  cunning  piece  of  villainy. 

Mer,  All  I  remember 
Is  only  this :  Going  to  Vesta's  tempi r. 
To  give  the  goddess  my  last  virgin  praypr?. 
Near  to  that  place  I  was  suddenly  sui  pris'd 
By  five  or  six  disguis'd,  and  from  thence 

violently 
To  my  dishonour  hal*d :  That  act  ncrform*d» 
Brought  back ;  but  how,  or  whither,,  'till  I 
wak'd  here 

The.  l*his  is  so  monstrous,  the  gods  cannot 
suffer  it ; 
I  have  not  read,  in  all  the  villainies 
Committed  by  the  most  obdurate  rascals. 
An  act  so  truly  impious. 

Leo,  'Would  I  knew  him! 

The,  He  must  be  known;  the  devil  cannot 
hide  him.  [do  it. 

Queen,  If  all  the  art  I  have,  or  power,  can 
He  shall  be  found ;  and  such  a  way  *'  of  justice 
Inflicted  on  him— A  lady  wrongM  in  my  court? 
And  this  way  robb*d,  and  ruin'd  ? 

The,  Be  contented,  madam ; 
If  he  be  above  ground,  I  will  have  him. 

Age,  Fair  virtuous  maid,  take  comfort  yet, 
and  flourish,  [j^u. 

In  my  love  flourish ;  the  stain  was  forc'd  upon 
None  of  your  wilKs,  nor  yours.    Rise,  and 
rise  mine  stUI,  [lov'd  ye; 

And  rise  the  same  white,  sweet,  fair  soul  I 
Take  me  the  same; 

Mer.  I  kneel  aud  thank  yon,  sir ; 
And  I  must  say  you  are  triuy  honourable,^ 
And  dare  confess  my  will  yet  still  a  virgiu: 
But  so  unlit  aud  weak  a  cabinet 
To  keep  your  love  and  virtue  in  am  J  now» 
That  have  been  forc*d  ^d  broken,  lost  my 

lustre ; 
I  mean  this  body,  so  corrupt  a  volume. 
For  you  to  study  goodness  m,  and  honou^r, 
I  shall  entreat  your  Grace,  confer  that  hap* 

piness 
Upon  a  beauty  Sorrow  never  saw  yet. 
And  when  this  grief  shall  kill  me,  (as  it 

must  do) 
Only  remember  yet  you  had  such  a  mistress  ■*; 
And  if  you  then  dare  shed  a  tear,  yet  honour 

me. 
Good  gentlemen,  express  your  pities  to  me. 
In  seeking  out  this  villainy.  And  my  last  sui^ 


'•  You  honour*d.'J  Seward  reads,  *  You  honour'd  mcJ* 
>'  A  way  of  justice,]  Probably  we  should  read,  weight;  way  is  very  flat. 
"  Yetyoti  had  mch  a  mistreu; 
'■  yet  hotumr  me.]  Sympsoo  substitutes  that  for  ytt  in  these  places ;  bf t  th« 

old  reading  is  much  best. 
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It  to  your  Grace,  dint  I  may  bfure  your  favour 
To  live  a  poor  recluse  nun  with  this  lady, 
From  court  and  company,  'till  Heaven  shall 
bear  me,.  [sery. 

Anil  send  nie  comfort,  or  death  end  my  mi* 
Queen,  Take  your  own  will ;  my  very  heart 
.  bleeds  for  thee.  [thee, 

Age.  Farewell,  Meriooe !  since  I  have  not 
ni  wed  thy  goodness,  and  thy  memory. 
Leo.  And  i  her  fair  revenge. 
The,   Away ;  let's  follow  it; 
For  he's  so  rank  i'  th*  wind  we  cannot  miss 
him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Crates  and  Canon. 

Cra.  Couon?  You're  welcome  home !  you're 
wondrous  welcome ! 
I<  this  your  first  arrival  ? 

Om,  Sir,  but  now 
I  reach'd  the  town. 

Cru,  YouVe  once  more  welcome  then. 

Can,  1  thank  you,  nuble  sir. 

Cra.  Tray  you  do  me  the  honour 
To  make  my  poor  house  first 

Con.  'Pray,  sir,  excuse  me ;  [py 

I  have  not  seen  mine  own  yet ;  nor  made  hap- 
These  longing  eyes  with  those  I  love  tlicre.— 
What  is  this  ?  a  tavern  ? 

Cra.  It  seems  so  by  the  outside. 

Con.  Sfiep  in  here  then ; 
And  since  it  offers  itself  so  freely  to  us, 
A  place  made  only  for  liberal  entertainment. 
Let's  seek  no  further,  but  make  use  of  (his. 
And,  after  the  Greek  fashion,  to  our  friends 
Crown  a  round  cup  or  two. 

Enter  Vintner  and  Drawer, 

Cra.  Your  pleasure,  sir. 
Drawers !  who  waits  witiun  ? 

lyraw.  Anon,  anon,  sir.  [there ! 

Vint.  Look  into  the  Lilly-pot.  Why,  Mark, 
You're  welcome,  gentlemen  !  heartily  wel- 
My  noble  friend  i  [come, 

Cra.  Let*s  have  good  wine,  mine  host, 
And  a  fine  private  room. 

Vint.  Will  you  be  there,  sir?  [myself. 
What  is't  you  U  drink  }  I'll  draw  your  wine 
C4Mhions,  ye  knaves !  Why>  when  ? 

Me^nter  Draper. 

Dram.  Aoon,  anon,  si^ 

Vint.  Chios,  or  Lesbos,  Greek  ? 

Cra,  Your  best  and  neatest. 

Vint.  I'll  draw  ye  that  shall  dance. 

Cra,  Away;  be  quick  then.  [Exit  Vintner. 

Con.  How  does  your  brother,  sir,  my  noble 
friend,  [travfl, 

The  good  Euphanes?  In  all  my  course  of 
I  flftBt  not  with  a  gentleman  so  t'urnish'd 
In  gentleness  and  courtesy ;  believe,  sir, 
fio  many  friendly  otfices  1  received  from  him, 


So  great  and  timely,  and  enjoy  *d  his  company 
In  such  an' open  and  a  liberal  sweetness, 
Thiit  when  I  dare  forget  him     ■ 

Cra.  He  is  in  good  health,  sir; 
But  you  will  find  him  a  much-alter'd  man ; 
Grown  a  great  courtier,  sir. 
Con.  He  is  worthy  of  it. 
Cra.  h  man  drawn  up,  tliat  leave^no  print 

behind  him  [of 

Of  what  be  was.  Those  goodnesses  you  speak 
That  have  been  in  him,  those  that  you  call 

freedoms. 
Societies,  and  sweetness,  look  for  now,  sir. 
You'll  find  no  shadows  of  them  left,  no  sound ; 
The  very  air  he  has  liv'd  in  alter'd.    Now 

behold  him, 
And  you  shall  see  a  thing  walk  by,  look  big 

upon  you. 
And  cry  for  place :  '  I  am  the  Queen's ;  give 

room  there ! '  [net. 

If  yoa  how  low,  may-be  he'll  touch  the  bon« 
Or  fiing  a  forced  smile  at  you,  for  a  favour. 
Con,  He  is  your  brother,  sir. 
Cra.  These  forms  put  off,  [on  him. 

Which  travel  and  court  holy-water  sprinkle 
r  dare  accept  and  know  him.  You'll  think  it 

strange,  sir. 
That  ev'n  to  me,  to  me,  bis  natural  brother. 
And  one  by  birth  he  owes  a  little  honour 

too— ^- 

Enter  Vintner  wUh  wine. 
But  that's  all  one. ,  Come,  give  me  some 

wine,  mine  host. 
Here's  to  your  fair  return ! 

Con.  1  wonder  at  iti 
But  sure  h'  has  found  a  nature*  not  worth 
owning  [ried.— • 

In  this  way  *• ;  else  I  know  he  is  tender  car- 
I  thank  you,  sir.  And  now  durst  I  presume, 
For  all  you  tell  me  of  these  alterations 
And  stops  in  his  sweet  nature  (which  'till  I 

find  so, 
I  have  known  him  now  so  long,  and  look'd 
so  thro*  him,  [less) 

You  must  give  me  leave  to  be  a  little  faith* 
I  say,  for  all  these,  if  you  please  to  venture, 
I'll  lay  the  wine  we  drink,  let  me  send  for  him 
(Ev'n'l,  that  am  the  poorest  of  liis  fellowship) 
But  by  a  boy  o*  th'  house  too,  let  him  have 
business,  [tress 

Let  him  attend  the  Queen,  nay,  let  his  mis- 
Hold  hun  betwixt  her  arms,  ne  shall  conie 
tome,  [heartily; 

And  shnM  drink  with  me  too,  love  me,  and 
Like  a  true  honest  man,  bid  me  welcome 
I  'm  confident.  [home ; 

Cra.  You'll  lose. 
Con.  You'll  stand  to  th'  wager  ? 
Cra.  Witli  all  my  htarl. 
Con.  Go,  Boy,  and  tell  Euphanes— ^ 
Boy.  lie's  now  gone  up  tiie  streat,  sir,  with 
a  great  train  of  gallants. 


*9  Jn  lAif  way.]  Seward,  we  tbkik  injudicionslyi  rtads  man  for  ^^ay. 
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Cra,  What  think  you  now,  sir? 
Cofi.  Goy  and  overtake  him :  fnoo) 

^  Commend  my  love  unto  him,  (my  name  s  Co- 
Tell  him  iWnew  arrived,  and  where  I  am. 
And  would  request  to  sec  him  presently. 
You  see  I  use  old  dudgeon  phrase  to  draw 
him.  [him  hither. 

Cra,  111  hang  and  quarter  when  you  draw 
Con,  Away,  Boy. 

Boi^  I  am  gone,  sir.  [Exit. 

Con,  Here's  to  you  now !  [him. 

And  you  shsUl  find  his  travel  has  not  stopt 
As  you  suppose,  nor  altered  any  freedom ; 
But  made  him  far  more  clear  and  excellent. 
It  draws  tlie  grussnessoff  the  understanding, 
And  renders  active  and  industrious  spirits : 
He  tluit  knows  most  men*s  manners,  must  of 
necessity  [ample. 

Best  know  his  own,  and  mend  those  by  ex- 
^fis  a  dull  tliing  to  travel  like  a  miU-hor;e, 
Still  in  the  place  he  was  born  in,  lam*d  and 
blinded;  [spirits, 

'  Living  at  home  is  like  it.    Pure  and  strong 
That,  like  the  fire,  still  covet  to  fly  upward. 
And  to  give  fire,  as  well  as  take  it,  cas'd  up 

and  raew'd  here, 
I  mean  at  home,  like  lusty  mettled  horses. 
Only  tied  up  in  stables  *f,  to  please  th^eir 

masters. 
Beat  out  their  fiery  lives  in  their  own  litters. 
Why  don't  you  travel,  sir ! 
Cra,  IVc  no  belief  in*t, 
I  see  so  many  htrange  things,  half  unhatch'd 
too  '•,  .  [men. 

Return,  those  that  went  out  men,  and  good 
They  look  like  poach*d  eggs,  witli  the  soul 

suck'd  out, » 
Empty  and  full  of  wind  :  All  their  affections 
Are  bak*d  in  rye-crust,  to  hold  carriage 
From  this  good  town  to  t'other ;  and  when 

they  are  open*d. 
They're  so  ill-cook'd  and  mouldy— 
Coti,  You  are  pleasant. 
CriL  1*11  shew  you  a  pack  of  these :  I  have 
'em  for  you. 
That  have  been  long  in  travel  too. 
Can,  Please  you,  sir. 

Cm,  You  know  tlie  Mercliants'  Walk,  Boy } 
3  Bot/,  Very  well. 

Cra.  And  you  remember  those  gentlemen 
were  here 
The  other  day  with  me  ? 
2  Boy.  Yes. 
Cra,  Then  go  tliither. 
For  there  I  abisure  they  are ;  pray  'em  come 

hither, 
(And  use  my  name) I  would  be  glad  to  see  *em. 


Enter  First  Bo^. 

1  Boy,  Your  brother's  coming  in,  sir. 

Vint,  Odds  my  passion !  [cushions, 

Out  with  the  plate,  ye  knaves;  brin^  the  new 
And  wash  those  glasse3 1  set  by  for  high-days; 
Perfume  the  rooms  along.    Why,  sirrah ! 

1  Boy,  Here,  sir. 

Vint,    Bid  my  wife  make  herself  ready 
handsomely. 
And  put  on  her  best  apron ;  it  may  be, 
The  noble  gentleman  will  look  upon  hen 

Enter  Euphanet  and  two  Gentlemat, 

Euph,  Where  is  he,  Boy  ? 

Vint,  Your  worship's  heartily  welcome! 
It  joys  my  very  heart  to  sec  you  bere,  sir. 
The  gentleman  tliat  sent  for  your  honour-** 

Euph.  Oh,  good  mine  host  f 

Vint,  To  my  poor  liomely  house,  an*t  like 
your  honour- 

Euph.  I  thank  thine  honour,  good  mino 
host.     Wliereishe?  [phanes! 

Con,  What  think  you  now? — My  best  Eu- 

Euph,  Coaou*  [is  it? 

Welcome,  my  friend!  ray  noble  friend,  how* 
Are  you  in  safety  conic,  m  health? 

Qon,  All  health,  all  safety,  [piness. 

Richer  and  all  that  makes  content  and  hap- 
Now  I  am  here,  I  have;  How  have  you  far'd, 
sir?   . 

Euph,  Well,  I  thank  Heaven;  and  never 
nearer,  friend. 
To  catch  at  great  occasion. 

Con,  Indeed  I  joy  in't.  [fortunes; 

Euph,  Nor  am  I  for  myself  born  in  these 
In  truth  I  love  my  friends. 

Con,  You  were  noble  ever.     ^ 

J  Euph,  salutes  Crom 
not  known  me. 
Euph,  Yes;" you  are  my  brother. 
My  elder  brotber  too :  'Would  your  aflections 
Were  able  but  to  ask  that  love  I  owe  to  you. 
And  as  I  give,  preserve  it ! — Here, friend'Co- 
To  your  fair  welcome  home  !  [non, 

Con.  Dear  sir,  I  thank  you. 
Fill  it  to  th'  brim,  boy.    Crates ! 
Cra,  I  will  pledge  you ; 

But  for  that  glorious  comet,  lately  fir'd 

Con.  Fy,  fy,  sir,  fy ! 
Eui}h.  Nay,  let  him  take  his  freedoms; 
He  stirs  not  nie,  I  vow  to  you ;  much  less 
stains  me. 
Cra.  Sir,  I  can't  talk  with  that  neat  tra- 
velling tongue. 
Con.  As  I  live,  he  has  the  worst  belief  in 
men  abroad ! 


••  Up  in  stables.]  Mr.  Seward  Joined  with  me  in  reading  stalls  for  stables,  which,  though 
no  great  improvement  to  the  scnso,  is  to  that  of  the  measure.        Sytnpson. 

Variations  for  the  sake  of  measure  only,  are  inadmissible.    Our  Authors,  and  all  others 
of  their  time,  were  verv  licentious  in  that  respect. 

*9  Strange  things  half  unhatch*dy  to  ^ 

licturriy  those  that  went,  Ike]  There  is  probably  some  omission  here :  however,  the  va- 
riation-we  have  made  a^Tords  a  more  plausible  reading  tluin  the  former  editions. 


Act  f .  Scene  4.] 
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*^  Enter  Second  Boy* 

l*m  p;Ud  I  am  come  home. 

2  Boy.  Here  are  the  gentlemen. 
Cra.  Oh>  let  'em  enter.     Now  yoii  that 
trust  in  travel, 
And  make  sharp  beards  and  littl'e  breeches 
deities,  [picks, 

Vou  that  enhante  the  daily  price  of  tooth- 
And  hold  there  is  rto  home-bred  happiness. 
Behold  a  model  of  your  minds  and  actions. 
Eitph,  Tho*  this  be  envious,  yet^  done  i*  th* 
way  of  mirth, 
I  am  content  to  thank  you  for't. 
Con,  'Tis  well  yet. 
Cra.  Let  the  masque  enteh 

Enter  OnfH,  Uncle^  and  tkit&r. 
Onot.  A  pretty  tavern   Taith,  of  d  fine 

structure ! 
Vhcfe,   Bear  yonr^lf  likie  a  gentleman; 
here^  sixpence. 
And  be  sure  you  break  no  glasses. 

Tutor.  Hark  ye,  pupil; 
Xjo  as  I  taught  you,  hahg  more  upon  your 
hams,  [little. 

And  put  youi"  knees  out  bcril;  there;  vet  a 
Now  I  brseech  ye,  be  not  So  improvident 
To  forget  your  travelling  pacc^  'tis  a  main 

posture, 
And  to  all  unair*d  gentlemen  will  betrfey  you : 
Play  with  your  Pisa  beard.     Why^  where's 

your  brush,  pupil? 
lie  must  have  a  brush,  sir. 
Uncle,  More  charge  yet } 
Tutor.  Here,  take  mine »  [sir. 

These  elements  ot  travel  he  must  not  want, 
Uncle.  Ma[foy,  he  has  had  some  nineteen- 
pence  in  elements; 
What  would  you  more? 

Tutor,  thtrut  mehercte  pater  f 
Con,  What,  monsieur  Oiios^  the  very  pump 
of  travel  •»! 
Sir,  as  I  live,  you've  done  nie  the  greatest 

kindness— 
Oh,  ray  fair  sir,  Lampree,  the  carcfiil  Uncle 
To  tliis  Joung  hopeful  issue .'  MouSieur  I'u- 

tor  too. 
The  father  to  his  mind !  Come,  come ;  lct*s 
hug,  boys.  [now! 

Why,  what  a  bunch  of  travel  do  I  embrace 
Methinks  I  put  a  girdle  »ibdut  Europe. 
How  has  the  boy  profited.^ 

Uncle.  He  has  enough,  Sir, 
If  his  too^ficry  mettle  do  not  mar  it. ' 
Con.  Is  he  not  thrifty  yet? 
Tutor,  That's  all  his'fauit; 
Too  bounteous  minded,  beins^  underage  too; 
A  greatconsumcr  of  his  stock  in  pippiuS: 
H'  had  evei*  a  hot  stomach. 
Con.  Come  hither,  Onos. 
Win  you  love  me  for  this  fine  apple  t 


OnoM.  Ouy,  ^  [times? 

Con,  And  will  you  be  ruFd  by  me  some- 
Onos.  'Faith,  I  will. 

C&n.  That's  a  good  boy.  [fruit ; 

Uncle.  'Pray  give  not  the  child  so  taucii 
lie's  of  a  raw  complexion. 

Euph.  You,  monsieur  Hard -Egg ! 
Do  you  remember  me  ?   Do  you  remember 
VVhen  yO'ii  and  yout  consort  travelFd  tliro' 
Hungary  ? 
Con.  tie  8  in  that  circuit  still. 
Euph,  Do  you  remember 
The  ba!itle  of  immortal  cheese  yoQ  carried 

with  you, 
The  half-K^bld  <}abbagOb  in  a  leather  sachel, 
And  those  invincible  eggs  that  woald  lie  in 
your  bowell  [»toves; 

A  fortnight  together,  and  then  turn  to  bed- 
Your  Sour  milk  that  would  choak  an  Irishman^ 
And  bread  was  bak'd  in  Caesar's  time  for  the 
Con.  Providence,  provideiice.        [army? 
Tutor,  The  sou!  of  thivel. 
Euph,  Call  the  hoy  speak  jet  ? 
Tutor,  Yes ;  and  as  hoe  a  gentleman,  • 
I  thank  H»y  able  knowledge,  h'hasarriv'Hat^ 
Only  a  little  sparing  of  his  lan«:ua«;e> 
yV'inch  every  man  of  obsei*vation— 
Uncle.  And  of  as  many  tongues 
Tutor.  'Pray  be  content,  sir:  [pursf;^ 

You  know  you  are  for  the  bodily  part,  the 
I  for  the  magazine,  the  mind. 
Euph.  Come  hither,  springal. 
Onos.  That  in  tiie  Almain  tongue  signifies 

a  gentleman. 
JSnph,  What  think  j?ou  of  the  foirms  of 

Italy  or  Spain  ? 
Onos.  I  love  mine  own  country  pippin. 
jyUor.  Nobly  answer'd ; 
Born  for  his  country  first. 

Euph,  A 'great  philosopher ! 
What  horses  do  you  prefer  ? 

Onos.  The  white  horse,  sir; 
There  >i^here  I  lie ;  honest,  and  a  juSt  beast 
Tutor,  O  caput  IcpidUm  /  A  child  to  say 
this! 
Are  these  figures**  for  the  mouths  of  infants  ? 

Con.  Onos,  what  wenches? 
Come,  tell  me  true. 

Onoi.  I  cannot  speak  without  book. 
Con.  When  shall  we  have  one?  ha? 
Onos.  Steal  me  from  mine  Uncle ; 
For,  look  youi  I  am  broke  out  horribly 
For  want  of  ileshly  phySick;  they  say  I  am 

too  young, 
And  that  'twill  spoil  my  growth ;  but,  could 

ydu  help  me 

Con,  Meet  irte  tomorrow,  man ;  no  more, 
Euph,  You  think  now 
You've  open'd  such  a  sham^  to  me  of  travel, 
By  shewing  these  tbiu  cubs  I  You've  houour*Ql 
as 


»•  Pnmp  of  travel. f]  I  suspect  that  ffir  pttmp  here  #e  should  read  pirik.    The  '  piak  i<f 
courtesy'  is  a  well  known  phnise.        SympSon. 

**  Are  these fgures.]  Sympson  reads^  •  Are  these  jif  figures;* 
Vui^  li.  8  E 


2KM 


THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


[Acttf.  Scene  1 


Against  yoar  will,  proclaim^  us  excellent : 
Three  frails  of  ftprats,  carried  from  mart  to 
mart^  [vell'd ; 

Are  as  much  meat  as  these,  to  mote  use  tra- 
A  bunch  of  bloated  fools !  MeChinks  your 
judgment  [envy. 

Should  look  abroad  sometimes,  without  your 

Cra,  Such  are  most  of  you.   So  I  take  my 
kare, 
And  when  you6nd  your  women's  favour  fail, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  you'll  know  yourself,  and  seek 

me, 
Upon  a  better  muster  of  your  manners. 

Con,  This  is  not  handsome,  sir. 

Euph,  'Pray  take  your  pleasure: 
You  wound  the  wind  as  much. 

Cra,  Come  you  with  me  j 
I've  business  foi*  you  presently.    There's  for 
1  must  confess  I  lost  it.  [your  wine ; 

Onos.  Shall  1  steal  to  you  ? 
And  shall  wc  see  tlie  weuch  ? 

Con.  A  dainty  one. 

Onos.  And  have  a  dish  of  pippins? 

Con,  What  ?  a  peck,  man. 

Tutor,  Will  you  wait,  sir? 

Con,  'Pray  let's  meet  oftner,  gentlemen ; 
I  would  not  lose  ye. 


Tutor.  Oh,  s#eetsir! 

Con.  Do  you  think  I  would? 
Such  noted  ftien  as  you  ? 

Onos,  Uncle,  Tutor »  We  are  your  serranti! 

[JExcunl. 

Euph.  That  tiling  they  woold  keep  in  ever- 
lasting nonage, 
My  bruther,  fur  his  owd  end§,  has  thrust  on 
Upon  my  mistress :  'Tis  true,  he  shall  be  ricb, 
If  ever  he  can  get  that  rogue  his  Uncle 
To  let  him  he  of  years  to  come  to  inherit  it 
Now,  what  the  main  drift  is— 

Con.  Say  you  so?  no  more  words: 
I'll  keep  him  awupany  'till  he  be  of  years, 
(1110*  it  be  a  hundred  years)  but  1*11  discover 
And  ten  to  one  I'll  cross  it  too.  [it ; 

Euph.  You  are  honest, 
And  I  shall  study  still  your  love.  Farewell,  sir! 
For  these  few  hours  I  must  desire  your  par« 

don; 
I  ve  business  of  importance.   Once  a-day, 
At  least,  J  hope  you'll  see  me;  I  must  see 

you  else : 
So,  once  more,  you  are  welcome ! 

Con,  All  my  tiianks,  sir; 
And  when  I  leave  to  love  you,  life  go  from 
me !  l^Ejeunt* 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Theanor  and  Crates. 

Cra,  W^IiY,  sir,  the  kingdom's  his  j  and 

^  ^    uo  man  now 
Can  come  to  Corinth,  or  from  Corinth  go. 
Without  his  licence;  he  puts  up  die  tithes 
Of  every  office  thro'  Achaia ; 
From  courtier  to  the  carter  liold  of  him ; 
Our  lands,  our  liberties,  nay,  very  lives, 
Are  shut  up  in  his  closet,  and  let  loose 
But  at  his  pleasure ;  books,  and  all  discourse, 
Have  DOW  no  patron,  nor  direction, 
Bnt  glorified  Euphanes;  our  cups  are  guilty 
That  quench  our  thirsts,  if  not  unto  his  health. 
Oh,  I  could  eat  my  heart,  and  fling  away 
My  very  soul,  for  anguish  !  Gods,  nor  men. 
Should  tolerate  such  disproportion. 
I    The.  And  yet  is  he  belov'd ;  whether  it  be 

virtue, 
Or  seeming  virtue,  which  he  makes  the  doak 
To  his  ambition. 

Cra*  Be  it  ^hich  it  will. 
Your  hii^lmess  is  too  tame,  your  eyes  too 

film'd. 
To  see  this,  and  sit  still  s  The  lion  should  not 
Tremble  to  hear  the  bellowing  of  the  bull. 
Nature,  excuse  me !  tho'  he  be  my  brother, 
You  are  my  country's  father,  therefore  mine  i 
One  parallel  line  of  love  I  bend  on  him, 
All  hnes  of  love  and  duty  meet  in  you, 


As  in  their  centre ;  therefore  hear,  and  weicli, 
What  I  shall  speak.     You  know  the  Quecd 

your  mother 
Did,  from  a  private  state,  your  father  raise; 
So  all  your  royalty  you  hold  from  her : 
Slie  is  oUJcr  than  she  was,  therefore  more 

doting ; 
And  what  know  we  but  blindness  of  her  love 
(That  hath,  from  underneath  the  foot  of  For- 
tune, 
Sot  even  Euphanes'  foot  on  Fortune's  head) 
Will  take  hnn  by  the  hand,  and  cry,  *  Leap         i 
now  I 

'  Into  my  bed  ? '  'tis  but  a  trick  of  age^; 
Nothing  impossible. 

The.  What  d'  ye  infer  on  tliis  ? 

Cra.  Your  pardon,  sir, 
With  reverence   to   the  Queen :   Yet  why 
should  I  [good? 

Fear  to  speak  plain  what  pointeth  to  your 
A  good  old  widow  is  a  hungry  thing 
(I  speak  of  other  widows,  not  of  quceas). 

The,  Speak  to  thy  purpose. 

Cra,  1  approach  it.    Sir,  [thus, 

Should  young  Euphanes  clasp  the  kingdom 
And  please  the  good  old  lady  some  one  night, 
W  hat  might  not  she  be  wrought  to  put  on  y0I^, 
Quite  to  bupplant  your  birtn  ?  neither  is  »he 
Past  children,  as  t  take  it. 

TIte,  Crates,  tliou  shak'st  me  ! 
Thou,  that  dobt  hate  tiiy  brother  lor  my  love, 
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In  my  lore  find  one;  henceforth  be  my  bro- 
ther. 
This  ^iant  I  will  fell  beneath  the  earth ; 
I  will  shine  out,  and  meit  his  arlfiil  winp : 
Euphane*^,  from  my  mother's  sea  of  favours, 
Spreads  like  a  river,  and  runs  calmlv  on, 
Secure  yet  from  ray  storms;  like  a  young  pine 
He  grows  up  planted  under  a  fair  oak, 
Whose  strong  large  branches  yet  do  shelter 

him, 
And  every  traveller  admires  his  beauty  : 
But,  like  a  wind,  i'il  work  into  his  cranks. 
Trouble  his  stream, and  drown  all  vessels  that 
Ride  on  his  greatness.  Under  my  mother's 

arms, 
Like  to  a  stealint;  tempest  will  I  search, 
And  rend  his  root  from  her  protection. 

Cro,  Ay ;  now  Theanor  speaks  like  prince 
Tlieanor.  [snares  ? 

The.  But  how  shall  we  provoke  him  to  our 
He  has  a  temper  malice  cannut  move  [wise, 
To  exceed  the  bounds  of  judgment;  he's  so 
That  we  can  pick  no  cause  to  atfront  him. 

Cra,  No? 
What  better  than  his  crossing  your  intent? 
The  suit  |'d  to  you  ?  Conoa's  forfeit  state 
(BefQre  he  travell'd)  for  a  riot,  he 
Kath  from  your  mother  got  restor'd  to  him. 

i%e.  Durst  he?  What  is  this  Conou  ? 

Cra.  One  that  hath,  [him. 

As  people  say,  in  foreign  countries  pleasur'd 

Snter  Onoty  UncU,  Tutar^  Neanthes,  Sosicl^s, 

and  Eratmi, 
But  now  no  more;  [of. 

I'liey  have  brought  the  travellers  I  told  you 
That's  the  sweet  yauth  that  is  my  brother's 

rival, 
Tliat  curls  his  head,  for  he  has  liitle  hair, 
And  paints  his  vizor,  for  it  is  no  face, 
Tiiat  s<i  desires  to  follow  you,  my  lord  : 
Shew  'cm  some  countenance,  and  'twill  beget 
Our  ^ort  at  least.. 

Tfie.  What  yiltainous  crab^tree  legs 
lie  makes*)!  I'iis  shins  are  full  of  true-love 
knots. 
Cra.  His  legs  were  ever  villainous,  since  I 

knew  him. 
Era,  'Faith  his  Uncle's  shanks  are  some- 
what the  better. 
Nean^  But  is  it  possible  he  should  believe 
He's  not  of  age  ?  VVby,  he  is  fifty,  man ; 
In's  jubilee,  I  warrant!  'Slight,  he  looks 
Oldcrthan  a  groat ;  the  very  stamp  on'&  face 
Iswurn  out  Hith  handling. 

^  Crab-trre  legs 
He  makes ! J  Sympson  dislikes  this  reading^,  and  wo«h^  substitute  has  for  maket ;  which 
is  clearly  for  the  worse,  as  in  all  probability  Onos  enters  making  ridiculous  congees. — *'!• 
make  a  leg'  is  a  common  manner  of  speak ini;  of  a  bow  or  congf^ :  it  occurs  frequently  ii^ 
our  Authors.     See  Wild-Goose  Chare,  vol.  ii.  p.  2ai, 
*  I'll  make  my  three  It^'fft, 
Kiss  my  hand  twice,  and,  if  I  smell  no  danger, 
If  the  interview  i>e.  clear,  may  be  I'll  speak  to  her.*' 
•*  The  Ulyssean  Traveller  that  sent  huine,  (Sec]  Th^  Ult^ssean  Truvilicrhnv  mentioned  was 

3  £  3  tha 


Sos.  Why,  I  toll  yoo, 

AH  men  believe  it  when  they  hear  him  speak. 

He  utters  such  single  matter  in  so  infantly  a 

voice.  [seen 

Nean,  He  looks  as  like  a  fellow  that  I  nave 

Accommodate  gentlemen  with  tobacco  in  our 

OnoM,  Most  illustrious  prince !     [theatres. 

Era.  A  pox  on  him,  he  is  gelt !  how  he 

trebles  I 
OattM.  I  am  a  gentleman  o*  both  sides. 
Tutor.  He  means  (so't  please  your  high- 
ness) both  by  father  and  mother. 
Sos.  Thou  a  gentleman?  thou  an  ass. 
Nean.  He  is  ne'er  the  further  from  being 

a  gentleman,  I  assure  you. 
Tutor.  May  it  please  your  Grace,  I  am 

another. 
Nean.  He  is  another  ass,  he  says^  I  be* 

lieve  him. 
Uncle.  We  be  three,  heroical  prince— 
Kean.  Nay  then,  we  must  have  the  picture 

of  'em,  and  the  word  not  sunnti. 
Tutor.  That  have  travell'd  all  parts  of  the 

globe  together. 
Uncle.  For  my  part,  I  have  seen  the  vici»« 

situde  of  Fortune  before. 
Ono*.  Peace,  Uncle;  for  tho'you  speak  a 

little  better  than  I 

Ifean.  Tis  a  very  little,  in  truth.        [say^ 
Onoi.  Yet  we  must  both  give  place,  as  they 
To  the  best  speaker,  the  Tutor. 

Tutor.  Yet  since  it  hath  pleased  your  ra-r- 
diance  to  decliqe  so  low,  as  on  us  poor  aiid 

unworthy  dunghills 

Nean.  What  a  stinking  knave's  this ! 
Jlttifr.Our  peregrination  was  ne'er  so  feli- 
citated, as  since  we  enter'd  the  line  of  your 
gracious  favour,  under  whose  beamy  aspect, 
and  by  which  infallible  mathematical  com- 
pass, may  we  but  hereafter  presume  to  sail, 
our  indu:)tries  have  reach'd  their  desir'd  ter- 
mination and  period ;  and  we  shall  volunta- 
rily sacrifice  our  lives  to  your  resplendent 
eyes,  both  the  altars  and  (ires  of  our  devoted 
offerings. 

Onos.  Oh,  divine  Tutor  f 

Cra.  Can  you  hold,  sir? 

Era.  lie  lias  spoken  this  yerj  speech  to 

some  whore  in  Cocinth. 
Nean.  A  plague  on  him  for  a  fustian  dic- 
tionary !  On.  my  conscience,  this  is  the  Uly»- 
scan  Traveller**  that  sent  home  his  imat^e 
riding  upon  elephants  to  the  Great  Mogol. 

Sot.  The  same;  his  wit  is  so  huge,  nought 
but  an  elephant  could  carry  bim. 
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Era.  So  heayji^  yon  metn. 

Ikan,  These  three  are  cv'n  the  finest  one 
fool  tripartite  that  was  e'er  discovered. 

Sot   Or  a  treatise  of  Famine,  divided  into 
three  branches. 

Era,  The  prince  speaks. 

The.  I  thank  ye  for  your  loves ;  but,  as  I 
told  you, 
I  have  so  little  means  to  da  for  those 
Few  followers  I  have  already,  that  [fortune 
I  would  have  none  shipwreck  themselves  and 
Upon  my  barren  sheih    Sue  to  Euphanes, 
Ifor  he  is  prince,  and  queen;  I  %\'0uldbave 

no  roan 
Curse  me  in  his  old  age. 
.  Cra.  Alas,  sir,  they  desire  to  fallow  you 
Bat  afar  off;  the  further  off  the  better. 

Ditor,  Ay,  sir;  an't  be  seven  mile  off;  so 
we  may  but  follow  you,  only  to  countenauce 
us  in  the  confronts  aud  affronts,  \^hich  (ac- 
cording to  your  highness*  will)  we  mean  on 
all  occasions  to  put  upon  Uie  lord  Euphanes. 

Ono$.  He  shall  not  want  gihins  nor  jeer- 
ing, I  warrant  him ;  if  he  do,  I'll  forswear 
wit. 

Nean.  It  has  forsworn  thee,  FU  swear;  it 
is  the  ancient  enemy  to  thy  house. 

The,  Well,  belt  so;  I  here  receive  ye,  for 
jfiy  followers  a  great  way  off. 

Nean,  Seven  miles,  my  lord ;  no  further. 

Onnt.  By  what  time,  sir,  (by  this  mt-asurc) 
mav  I  come  to  follow  him  in  his  chamlMT^ 

jNean.  Why,  when  his  cliamber,sir,  is  seven 
miles  long. 

J^nier  EttphaneSy  Qonoriy  Page^  Gentlemen 
and  Attendants. 
Gent.  Make  u'ay  there  for  my  lord  Eu- 
Cra,  Look,  sir  !  Jove  appears,      [phanes! 
The  peacock  of  our  state,  that  spreads  a 
train 
'  Brighter  than  Iris'  blushes  after  rain. 

Euph:  You  need  not  ^lank  roe,  Conon :  In 
your  love 
You  antedated  what  I  can  do  for  you, 
And  [  in  gratitude  vi^as  bound  to  this, 
And  am  to  much  more ;  and  whatc'er  he  be 
Can  with  unthankfutncss  assoil  me,  let  him 
Dig  o^ut  mine  eyes,  and  sing  my  name  in  verse. 


In  ballad  verse,  at  every  drinking  boose. 
And  no  roan  l)e  so  charitable  to  lend  me 
A  dog  to  guide  my  steps. 
Nean.  Hail  to  Euphnnes  I 
So8..  Mighty  Euphanes! 
Era,  The  great  prince  Eupbanes ! 
Tutor,  Key  of  the  court,  and  jewel  of* the 
Vncie,  Sol  in  our  liruiamcnt!       [Queen! 
Onos.  Pearl  in  die  state's  eye ! 
Nean.  Being  k  black  man. 
Era.  Mistress  of  tlie  land  !  J."*'** 

Nean.  Our  hum^ile,  humble,  poor  petkious 
That  we  m^y  hold  our  places. 
AIL  MaV  we  ? 
Euph.  Yes; 
Be  you  m,alicious  knaves  still ;  and  you  frx^ls. 
Ctm.  This  is  the  prince's  and  your  brother's 

spite. 
Euph.  I  know't,  but  will  QO.t  know  it. 
Con,  Yonder  they  are. 
Whose  fine  child's  tihis? 
Uncle,  Hit  ! 
Onot.  Uncle,  leTbe, 
Let  him  alone^  he  is  a  mighty  prince,    [tftsl 
Euph,  1  ask  your  highness*  pardon !  I  pro-. 
By  Jupiter  I  saw  you  not. 

The.  Humph!  it  may  be  so. 
YouVe  rais'd  sudi  mountains  *twizt  your  eyes 

and  roe. 
That  I  am  hidden  quite.  Wlu^tdo  you  mean. 
You  much  forget  yourself.  [su"? 

Euph,  I  should  much  more. 
Not  to  remember  my  due  duty  to  your  Grace. 
I  know  not  wherein  I  have  so  transgressed 
My  service  to  your  highness,  to  deserve 
lliis  rigour  and  contempt,  not  fiom  you  ooly^ 
But  from  your  followers,  w^h  the  best  of 
1  was  an  equal  in  my  lowest  ebb  i        [whom 
'Beseech  you,  sir,  respect  nie  as  a  gentleman; 
I  will  be  never  niure  in  he^irt  to  you. 
Five  fair  descents  I  can  derive  myself. 
From  fathers  worthy  both  in  arts  and  ann% 
1  know  your  goodness  companies  youc  great*. 

ness, 
But  that  you  are  perverted  i  Royal  sir,  [sure, 
I  am  your  humblest  subject;  use  your  plea* 
But  do  not  give  protection  to  the  wrongs 
Of  these  subordinate  ^aves,  wbom  1  could 
crush 


the  celebrated  Thomas  Coryate,  who  is  supposed  to  have  travelled  more  miles  on  foot  than 
any  person  of  that  age,  or  in  any  period  since.  He  was  undoubtedly  not  in  his  uerfecl 
senses;  but  was  a  mi^n  of  considerable  learning,  and  appears  to  have  related  faithfully  wha^ 
be  saw ;  for  he  became  ridiculous  chiefly  by  dwelli)ig  with  too  much  attention  on  the  trifling 
accidents  which  happened  to  biro  during  his  journey.  In  the  year  1608  he  set  out  from  Eop-. 
land,  and  went  on  toot  as  far  as  Venice,  and  back  again;  a  journey  which  be  completed  in. 
five  months.  He  published  an  account  of  it  in  the  year  1611,  in  a  large  quarto  volume  con- 
taining 655  pages,  be<iide  more  than  100  filled  wit^  Commendatory  Verses  by  Ben  Jonson, 
and  most  of  the  wits  of  the  age,  wiio  both  laughed  nt  him  and  flattered  his  vainty  at  thesaine 
time.  An  extract  from  this  singular  pcrfonpance  is  given  p.  401.  He  afterwards  travelled 
into  Persia,  and  from  thence  ioto  tiie  East-Indies,  still  on  foot,  and  died  at  Surat  in  the  year 
1617.  The  piece  alluded  to  by  our  Author  was  entitled,  *  Thomas  Coriate,  Traveller  fof 
'  the  English  Wits,  greeting,  from  tiic  Court  of  the  Great  Mogul,  re.sident  at  the  losme 
*  of  Asmere  in  Easteme  India.  Printed  by  W.  Jaggard  and  Henry  Fea^herston,  1616,'* 
quarto.  I^  has,  in  the  frontispiece^  a  representation  oi  the  Auj^or  riduig  on  an  elcpbant*  IC 


Act  9.  SceBe  U} 


THE  QUEEN  OF  COBINTH. 


«W 


Bj  that  great  destined  favQur  which  mj  mis- 

tress 
And  your  majestic  mother  deigns  to  me, 
Bat  in  respect  of  you.     I  know  lean  eovv 
\Vaits  ever  on  the  steps  of  virtue  advauc  d ; 
But  why  your  mother's  grace  gets  me  disgrace, 
Or  renders  me  a  slave  to  h^r  these  wrongs, 
I  do  not  know.    Oh,  mtrdiocrity. 
Thou  prizeless  jewel,  only  mean  men  have, 
But  cannot  value;  like  the  precious-gem 
Found  in  the  niuckhill  by  the  ignorant  cock ! 
The.  Your  oreamy  words  but  cozen ;  how 
durst  you 
Intercept  me  so  lately  to  my  mother? 
^nd  what  I  meiuit  your  brother,  you  obtain'd 
Unto  the  forfeiter  again. 

Cra.  Your  answer 
To  that,  mv  lord  my  brother. 

Euph.  ^Iay  I  perish 
If  e'er  I  heard  you  intended  such  a  suit! 
Tho'  'twould  huve  stuck  an  ignorainious  brand 
Upon  your  highness,  to  have  given  your  serf 
vant  [quality, 

A  gentleman's  whole  state  of   worth  and 
(Confiscate  only  for  a  youthful  brawl. 

The,  Your  rudiments  are  too  saucy;  toach 

your  page.  [ers. 

Con.  Ay,  so  are  all  things  but  your  flattei^ 

Onm.  Hold  you  your  prating !  fface ! 

Con.  You  l^uow  wl^ere  you  are,  you  neeten 

Euph.  Y'et, 

Sir,  to  appease  and  satisfy  your  anger. 

Take  what  you  please  from  me,  and  give  it 

him, 
In  lieu  of  this.  Yoi^  shall  not  take  it  neither, 
I  freely  will  impart  it,  half  my  stale; 
Which,  brother,  if  you  please— — 

Cra.  1*11  starve  in  chains  tir^t; 
J^t  my  own  arms ! 

Euph.  Oil,  that  you  saw  yourself ! 
You  ne'er  made  me  such  oner  in  my  poor-. 

'  ness; 

And  'cause^  to  do  you  ease,  I  sought  not  to 

you,  [not 

Y'ou  thus  malign  me ;  yet  your  nature  must 

Corrupt  mine,  nor  your  rude  examples  lead 

^   n\e: 
If  mine  dan  mend  you,  I  shall  joy.  You  know 
I  fear  you  not;  you've  seen  me  prov'd  a  man 
in  every  way  of  fortune;  ^tis  my  comfort 
I  know  no  more  such  brothers  in  the  world 
As  Crates  is. 

Con.  Nor  I  such  as  Euphanes  : 
Tlie  temper  of  an  angel  reigns  in  thee ! 

Euph,  Your  royal  mother,  sir,  (I  had  for- 
£n  treats  yqur  presence.  [got) 

The.  You  have  done  her  errand ; 
J  may  do  yours.  [Exit, 

Euph,  Let  it  be  truth,  my  lord. 
Con.  Crates,  111  question  you  for  this. 
Cra.  Pish,  your  worst !  [Exit. 

Con,  Away,  you  hounds,  after  your  scent ! 


Ono§.  Come,  we'll  seorn  |o  talk  to  Vm  : 
Now  they're  gone^ 
Well  away  too.  f  Exeunt, 

Con.  Why  bear  you  this,  my  lord?    [bt  st ; 

Euph.  To  shew  the  passWe  fortitude  the 
Virtue's  a  solid  rock,  whereat  being  aim'd 
The  keenest  darts  of  envy,  yet  unhurt 
Her  marble  heroes  stand,  built  of  such  bases,^ 
Whilst  they  recoil,  and  wound  the  shootenT 
faces. 

Enter  Queen  and  Ladie$, 

Con.  My  lord,  the  Queen. 

Queen.  Gentle  Euphanes,  how. 
How  dost  thou,  houest  lord  ?  Oh,  how  I  ioy^ 
To  see  what  I  have  made!  like  a  cho>o« 

workman. 
That  having  fram'd  a  master-piece,  doth  reap 
An  uuiversal  commendation! 
Princes  are  gods  in  this.    I'll  build  thee  yet» 
The  good  foundation  so  pleases  me, 
A  story  or  two  higher;  let  dogs  bark :  Jblobd, 
ThcyVe  fools  that  hold  Uiem  diginiied  by 
They  should  be  only  made  great  that  are  good* 

Euph.  Oraculous  madam ! 

Queen.  Sirrah,  I  was  thinking. 
If  I  should  marry  thee,  what  merry  tales 
Our  nei;;hl>our  islands  would  make  of  us: 
fiut  let  that  pans;  you  have  amistrcss  [wish'd 
That  would  forbid  our  bans.   Troth,  I  have 
A  thousand  times  that  I  had  boen  a  man ; 
Then  I  might  sit  a  day  with  thee  alone,  and 

talk; 
But  as  I  am,  I  must  not.    There's  no  skiU 
in  being  good,  but  in  not  being  thought  ilL 
Sirrah,  who's  that? 

Euph.  So't  please  your  majesty, 
Conon,  the  friend  I  sued  for. 

Queen.  Tis  dispatch 'd. 

dm.  Gracious  madam, 
I  owe  the  gods  and  you  my  life. 

Queen,  1  rhank  you, 
I  thank  you  heartily ;  and  I,  do  think  you 
A  very  honest  man ;  he  says  you  are.      [son 
But  now  rU  chide  thee :  What's  the  CHuse  my 
(For  my  eye's  every  where,  and  I  have  heard) 
^  insolently  does  thee  coutomelies       [not? 
Past  sufferance  (I  am  told),  yet  you  complain 
As  if  my  justice  were  so  partial 
As  not  to  right  the  meanest :  Credit  me, , 
ril  call  him  to  a  strict  account,  and  fright, 
By  his  exa(uple,  all  that  dare  curb  me 
In  any  thing  that's  just.    I  sent  you  for  him. 

Euph.  Humbly  he  did  return,  he  would 
wait  on  you. 
But  let  me  implore  your  majesty,  not  to  give 
His  highness  any  check,  for  worthless  me. ; 
They  are  court-cankers,  and  not  counsellors. 
That  thus  inform  ySu ;  they  do  but  hate  the 
prince,  [fortune, 

And  would  subvert  me.    I  should  curse  mj 
Even  at  the  highest,  to  be  made  the  gin  "s 


*s  Gin]  here  only  noeaof  initrtmentf  or  means,  &c.  not,  as  we  take  it  now,  for  a  crap  or 

sn^re.        Sumpton,   ^ 


Sd8 


THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


[Act  3.  Scene  9» 


To  unscrew  a  mother's  lore  unto  a  son : 
Better  had  my  pale  flanie  in  humble  shades 
Been  spent  unseen,  than  to  be  rais'd  thus 

high, 
Now  to  be  thouglit  a  meteor  to  the  statr^ 
Portending  ruin  and  contagion. 
'Beseech  you  then  rest  satisfied,  the  prince 
Is  a  most  noble-natur'd  gentleman, 
And  never  did  to  me  but  what  1  took     [not 
As  favours  from  him ;  my  blown  billows  must 
Strive  'gainst  my  shore,  that  should  confine 

me,  nor 
Justle  with  rocks  to  break  themselves  to  pieces. 
Queen,  Well,  thouVt  the  composition  of  a 

god: 
My  lion,  lamb,  my  eaglet,  and  my  dove, 
Whose  soul  runs  clearer  than  Diana's  fount! 
Nature  pick*d  several  flowers  from  her  choice 

banks, 
And  bound  them  up  in  thee,  sending  thee  forth 
A  posy  for  the  bosom  of  a  queen. 
hatly.  The  prince  attends  you. 
Queen.  Farewell,  my  good  lord, 
My  honest  man.    Stay ;  hast  no  other  suit  ? 
I  prithee  tell  me;  sirrah,  thine  eye  speaks 
As  if  thou  hadst ;  out  with  it,  modest  fool ! 
Euph.  With  favour,  madam,  I  would  crave 

your  leave 
To  marry,  where  I'm  bound  in  gratitude; 
The  immediate  means  she  was  to  all  niy  being, 
Nor  do  1  think  your  wisdom,  sacred  Queen, 
Fetters  in  favours,  taking  from  me  so 
The  liberty  that  meanest  men  enjoy. 

Queen.  To  marry?  you're  a  fool!  ^hou'st 
Leave  me ;  I'll  think  on't.  [angered  me. 

[ilteunt  Euph.  and  Con, 
Only  to  try  thee  this,  for  tho'  I  love  thee, 

Enter  Tkeamtr, 
I  can  subdue  myself;  but  she  that  can 
Enjoy  thee,  doth  enjoy  more  than  a  man.— 
Nay,  rise  without  a  blessing,  or  kneel  still ! 
What'?,  sir,  the  reason  you  oppose  me  thus. 
And  seek  to  darken  what  1  would  have  shine? 
Fx:lipse  a  fire  mucjti  brighter  than  thyself. 
Making  your  mother  not  a  competent  judge 
Of  her  own  actions? 

The.  Gracious  madam,  I 
Have  done  no  more  than  what  in  royalty. 
And  to  preserve  your  fame,  was  fit  to  do : 
Heard  you  the  people's  talk  of  you,  and  him 


You  favour  so,  his  greatness,  and  your  lov«^ 
The  pity  given  to  me,  you  would  excuse  me. 
They  ^>rate  as  if  he  did  dishonour  you ; 
And  what  know  I,  but  his  own  lavish  tonguo 
Has  utter'd  some  such  speeches?  he  iscall'd 
The  king  of  Corinth. 

Queen.  They  are  traitors  all : 
1  wear  a  crystal  casement  Tore  mv  hearty 
Thro'  which  each  honest  eye  may  fook  into*t  ^ 
Let  it  be  prospect  unto  all  the  world, 
J  care  not  this. 

The.  This  must  not  be  my  way.       [Aside, 
Your  pardon,  gracious  ixiad^m )  These  incite- 
ments 
Made  me  not  shew  so  clear  a  countenance 
Upon  the  lord  Euphanes  as  I  would ; 
Which  since  your  njajesty  affects  so  grievously, 
ril  clear  the  black  cloud  off  it,  and  henceforth 
Yow  op  this  knee  all  love  and  grace  to  him. 

Queen^Rise,  with  my  biessing;  and  to  provf 
this  true, 
Bear  him  from  me  this  cabinet  of  jewels 
In  your  own  person;  tell  him,  for  his  marrying. 
He  may  dispose  him  how  and  when  he  please. 

[EjU. 

Tfie*  I  shall  (discharge  my  duty  aad  your 


Crate^ 


Enter  Crate$. 


fw 


will 


Cra.  I  have  heard  all,  my  lord :  How  luckily 
Fate  pops  her  very  spindle  in  our  hands ! 
This  marriage  with  Belize  Ypu  shall  cross; 
Theu  have  1  one  attempt  for  Lamprias  more 
Upon  this  Phaeton  :  Where's  Merione*s  ring. 
That  in  the  rape  you  took  ftom  her? 

The.  Tishere.  [lord, 

Cra.  In,  and  effect  our  purpose.  You,  my 
Shall  disobey  your  niQther's  charge,  and  senil 
This  cabinet' by  some  servant  of  her  own. 
That  what  succeeds  may  have  no  reference 
Unto  your  highness. 

T/ie,  On,  my  engine,  on  ! 
Cra.  Now,  if  we  be  not  strucV  by  Heaven.'s 
own  hand,  ' 
We'll  ruin  him,  and  on  his  ruins  stand. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  XL 

jEn^r  Agenor,  Leonidas^  Merione^  and  Beiiza. 

[A  sadsong^. 

Age.  These  heavy  airs  feed  sorrow  in  tier, 

lady. 


*  A  sad  song,]  The  following  song  not  being  in  the  first  folio,  we  have  removed  it  from  the  text : 
Weep  no  more,  nor  sigh  nor  groan, 
Sorrow  calls  *  no  time  that's  gone : 
Violets  pluck'd,  the  sweetest  rain 
Makes  not  fresh  nor  grow  again ; 
Trim  thy  locks,  look  chearfully, 
"*•    Fate's  luddcn  ends  eyes  cannot  see. 
Joys  as  winged  dreams  fly  fast. 
Why  should  sadness  longer  last? 
Grief  is  but  a  wound  to  woe ; 
Gentlest  fair,  mourn,  mourn  no  moe. 
*  Sorrofo  calls.]  Sympson  reads  BX^calU^  andpfescnbet  tlic  prooouncing  forrotip  as  one  syl- 
lable, sWow ;  but  who  can  so  pronounce  it  ? 


Act  S.  Sc«Dt  it.] 


THE  QUEEN  OF  COEINTH. 


899 


And  lioiinah  it  too  strongly;  like  a  mother 
That  spoils  her  child  with  givinj;  on't  the  will. 
BeL  Some  lighter  note.  [A  lighter  song^. 
Lto.  How  like  a  hill  of  snow  she  sits,  and 
melts. 
Before  the  unchaste  fire  of  others*  lust ! 
What  heart  cansee  her  passion,and  not  break  ? 
Age.  Take  comfort,  gentle  madam  !  You 
know  well 
Even  actual  sins,  committed  witlurat  will, 
Are  neither  sins  nor  shame,  much  more  com- 
pelled; 
Your  honour's  no  whit  less,  your  chastity 
No  whit  impaired,  for  fair  Merioae 
Is  more  a  virgin  yet  than  all  her  sei. 
Mer.  AlaS)  'tis  done  «• ! 
Age.  Why  burn  these  tapers  now  ? 
Wicked  and  frantic  creatures  ioy  in  night. 
Leo,  Imagine  fair  Mcriono  had  dreamM 
She  had  been  ravished,  would  she  sit  thus  then 
Excruciate  ? 
Mer.  Oh! 

Bel.  Fy,  fy !  how  fond  is  this ! 
What  reason  for  this  surfeit  of  remorse? 
How  many  that  have  done  ill,  and  proceed, 
Women  that  tnke  degrees  in  wantonness, 
Commence,  and  rise  in  rudiments  of  lust, 
That  feel  no  scruple  of  this  tenderness? 
Mer.  Pish  r  [ev'n  I 

BeL  Nor  are  you  matchless  in  mishap; 
Do  bear  an  equal  part  of  misei-y ; 
That  love,  belov'd,  a  man  tlie  crown  of  men, 
Whom  bow  IVe  friended  »s,  and  how  raised, 

.  'tis  better 
That  all  do  know  and  speak  it  than  myself. 
When  he  sail'd  low,  I  might  liave  made  him 

mine, 
Now,  at  his  full  gale,  it  is  questionable 
If  ever  I  o'er-take  him. 
Age.  Wherefore  sits 
My  Phcebe  shadow'd  in  a  sable  cloud  ? 
Those  pearly  drops  which  thou  Ict'st  fall  like 

beads, 
NumbVing  on  them  thy  vestal  orisons, 
Alas,  are  spent  in  vain  !  I  love  thee  still ; 
In  midst  ot  all  these  showers  thou  sweetlier 

sccnt'st. 
Like  a  green  meadow  on  an  April- day. 
In  which  the  sun  and  West-wind  play  together. 
Striving  to  catch  and  drink  the  balmy  drops. 


Enter  Euphanes  and  Servant, 
Serv.  The  16rd  Euphanes,  madam. 

[Exit  Mer* 
Age,  Poor  Merione ! 
SheToathsthe  light,  and  men. 

[Exit  with  Leo* 
Euph.  The  virtuous  gods  preserve  my  mis* 

tress ! 
BeL  Oh,  my  most-hon^r'd  lord,  those 

times  ar6  chang'd. 
Euph,  Let  times  and  men  change  !  Could 
Heav'n  change,  Euphanes 
Should  never  change  to  be  devoted  ever 
To  fair  Beliza.    Should  my  load  of  honours'^ 
Or  any  grace  which  you  were  author  of. 
Detract  mine  honour,  and  diminish  grace  ? 
The  gods  forbid !  You  here  behold  your  ser- 
vant, 
Your  creature,  gentle  lady, whose  sound  sleeps 
You  purchas'd  for  him,  whose  food  you  paid 
for,  [preferment 

Whose  garments  were  your  charge, whoueiirst 
You  founded ;  then,  what  since  the  gracious 

Queen 
Hath,  or  can  rear,  is  upon  your  free  land, 
And  you  are  mistress  of. 

BeL  Mock  nie  not,  gentle  lord ; 
You  shine  now  in  too  hi^h  a  sphere  for  me: 
WeVe  planets  now  disjomM  for  ever!  Yet, 
Poor  superstitious  innocent  that  I  am. 
Give  leave  that  I  may  lift  my  hands,  and  love. 
Not  in  idolatry,  hut  perfect  zeal: 
For,  credit  me,  I  repent  nothing  I  have  done. 
But,  were  it  to  begin,  would  do  the  same. 
Euph.  There  are  two  seas  in  Corinth,  and 
two  Queens,  [universe. 

And  but  there,  not  two  such  i*  th'  spacious 
I  came  to  tender  you  the  man  youVe  made. 
And  like  a  thanktul  stream  to  retribute 
All  you,  my  ocean,  have  enrich'd  me  with. 
You  told  me  once  you*d  marry  me. 

BeL  Another  mock  ?  You  were  wont  tm 
play  fair  play. 
You  scorn  poor  helps ;  he  that  is  sure  to  win, 
May  slight  mean  hearts,  whose  hand  com- 
mands the  Queen. 
Euph,  Let  me  be  held  the  knave  thro*  all 
the  stock 
When  1  do  slight  my  mistress !  You  know  well 
The  gracious  inclination  of  the  Queen, 


*7  A  lighter  iong.']  For  the  reason  urged  in  the  last  note,  we  have  removed  this  song  alsoi 
Court-ladies,  laugh  and  wonder.     Here  is  one 
That  weeps  because  her  maidenhead  is  gone; 
Whilst  you  do  never  fret,  nor  chafe,  nor  cry. 
But  when  too  long  it  keeps  you  company. 
Too  well  you  know,  maiils  are  like  towns  on  fire, 
Wasting  themselves,  if  no  man  quench  desire. 
Weep  then  no  more,  fool :  A  new  maidenhead 
Thou  sufTerSt  loss  of,  in  each  chaste  tear  shed. 
^  Alas/tu  fJone.^  Mr.  Seward  concurred  with  me  in  taking  this  passage  out  of  the  mouth 
•f  A<7enor,  and  putting  it  into  the  mouth  of  Merione,  to  whom  it  undoubtedly  belongs:  For 
she  breaks  out  into  this  passionate  sentence,  and  inttnupLt  the  prince,  b«fore  be  could 
Conclude  his  consolatory  address.         Sampson. 
«s>  Whom  i  huve  friended.]  Amended  by  Sympson. 


«)0 


tHE  QtJEEN  OF  CORINTtt. 


[Act  4.  Scene  !• 


Who  scnl  me  leave  this  morning  to  proceed 
To  marry  as  I  saw  convenience, 
And  a  great  gift  of  jewels :  Three  days  hence 
The  general  sacrifice -is  done  to  Vesta, 
And  can  you  hy  then  be  accommodated, 
Your  servant  shall  wait  on  you  to  the  temple. 

Bel.  Till  now  I  never  felt  a  real  joy  indeed. 

Evph.  Here  then  I  seal  my  duty^  here  my 

love.  [mistress ; 

Till  which,  vouchsafe  to  wear  this  ring,  dear 

Twas  the  Queen*s  token,  and  shall  celebrate 

Our  nuptials. 

Bel.  Honour  still  raise,  and  preserve 
-My  honour'd  lord,  as  he  preserves  all  honour ! 

[Exit  Euph. 

Enter  Agenor,  Leonidas,  and  Merione. 

Age.  Why  shift  you  places  thus,  Merione, 
And  will  not  lend  a  word  ?  Could st  thou  so 

soon 
Leave  sorrow  as  the  place,  how  blest  were  I ! 
But  'twillnot  be ;  grief  is  an  impudent  guest, 
A  follower  every  where,  a  hanger-on, 
That  words  nor  blows  can  drive  away. 

Leo,  Dear  sister! 

Bel.  Who  can  be  sad  ?  Out  with  these  tragic 
lights. 
And  let  day  repossess  her  natural  hours ; 
Tear  down  th»;se  blacks,  cast  ope  Uie  case- 
ments wide, 
That  we  may  jocundly  behold  the  sun. 
I  did  partake  with  sad  Merione 
In  all  her  mourning ;  let  her  now  rejoice 
With  glad  Beliza,  for  Enphanes  is 
As  full  of  love,  full  of  humility, 
As  when  he  wanted. 

Mer.  Oh!  that 

Leo,  Help !  she  faints ! 
Her  grief  has  broke  her  heart. 

Mer.  No:  That that 

Age.  Mistress,  what  point  you  at} 
Her  lamps  iireX)ut,  yet  still  slie  extends  her 
hand 


As  if  she  saw  something  antipathout 
Unto  her  virtuous  life. 

Leo,  Still,  still  she  points,. 
And  her  lips  move,  but  no  articulate  sound 
Breathes  from  'em.  Sister,  speak,  what  mo\  es 
you  thus  ? 

Bel,  Her  spirits  return. 

Mer,  Oh^  hide  that  fatal  ring ! 
Where  had  it  you,  Beliza? 

Be/,  What  hid  fate 
Depends  on  it? — Euphancs  gave  it  me> 
As  holy  pledge  of  future  marriage. 

Mer.  Then  is  Euphanes  the  foul  ravisher  I 
Let  me  speak  this,  and  die.  That  dismal  night 
Which  seal'd  my  shame  upon  me,  was  that 
The  partner  of  my  robb'd  Virginity.       [ring 

Leo.  Euphancs? 

Age.  Strange! 

Bel,  Impossible! 

Mer,  Impossible  to  havei'edress  on  him. 
Chief  servant  of  the  Queen.  Ha !  I  hare  read 
Somewhere,  Tm^sure^  of  buch  an  injury 
Done  to  a  Udy,  and  how  she  durst  die^ 

[Exit. 

Age,  Oh,  follow  her,  Beliza. 

Bel.  To  assure  her 
The  unlikelihood  of  this.  [Esit» 

Age.  Love  hides  all  sins; 
What's  to  be  don^,  LeonidaS? 

Leo,  Why,  this^ 

Amazement  takes  up  all  my  faculties ! 
T\ie  plagues  of  gods  and  men  will  muster  all 
To  avenge  this  tyranny.    Oh,  frontless  man^ 
To  dare  do  ill,  and  hope  to  bear  it  tlms ! 
First  let's  implore,  then  cure. 

Age.  Who,  who  can  trust 
The  gentle  looks  and  words  of  two-fac'd  mnu  ? 
Like  Corinth's  double  torrent,  you-  and  I 
VVjII  rush  upon  the  land ;  nor  shall  the  Queen 
Defend  this  villain  in  his  villainy: 
Lust's  violent  flames  can  never  be  withstoodf 
Nor  quench'd,  but  with  as  yiolent  streams  of 
blood.  [iUeutiti 


i 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 

tltUer  Cratesy  Uncle,  Tutor^  ntul  Onon. 

Onot.  'T'HTNKS  he  to  carry  her,  and  live? 

-*-    Cru.  It  seems  so. 
And  she  will  carry  him,  the  story  says. 

Onoi.  Well;  hum! 
Have  I  for  this,  thou  fair,  but  falsest  fair, 
Stretch'd  this  same  simple  leg  over  the  sea? 
What  tho'my  bashfulness,  and  tender  years. 
Durst  ne'er  reveal  my  aftection  to  thy  teeth  ? 
Deep  liOvc  ne'er  tattles,  and,  say  they,  Lovers 

bit 
The  deeper  dtpp'd,  the  sweeter  still  is  it. 
Tfitar.    Oil,  see  tlie  power  of  love  !  he 
speaks  in  rhime. 


Cra,  Ohi  love  will  mflkfr  a  dbg  howl  10 
rhime. 
Of  all  the  lovers  yet  I  have  iieard  or  read. 
This  is  the  ^tran^est:  But  his  Guardian, 
And  vou  his  Tutor,  sliduld  inform  him  better; 
Thinks  he  that  love  is  aoswer'd  by  instinct^ 

Tutor.  He  should  make  means ; 
For  certain,  sir,  hts  bashfulness  undoes  him^ 
For  from  his  citidle  h'  had  a  shamefai  face. 
Thus  walks  he  night  and  dayi  eats  not  a  bit, 
Nor  sleeps  one  jot,  btit's  grown  sp.hui^orow^ 
Drinks  ale,  and  takes  tobacco  as  you  see. 
Wears  a  steeletto  at  his  codpiece  close, 
Stab^  on  the  least  occasion ;  strokes  his  beaH| 
Which  now  he  puts  i'  th'  posture  of  a  T, 
ThcRomanT;  yotw T  bMrd i«  tht  tebi«0| 
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And  twifold  doth  express  th'eoamour'd  cour- 
As  full  as  your  fork-carving  traveller^,   [tier, 

Onoi.  Oh,  black  clouds  of  discontent,  in^ 
velop  me; 
Garters,  ilj  off ;  go,  hatband,  bind  the  brows 
or  some  dull  citizen  that  fears  to  ake; 
And,  leg,  appear  now  in  simplicity, 
Without  the  trappings  of  a  courtier ; 
Burst,butt«ns,  burst,  your  bachelor  is  worm'd ! 

Cra,  A  worm-eaten  bachelor  thou  art  in- 
^dced.  [now  5*! 

Onos.  And,  deril  Melancholy,  possess  me 

Uncle.  Cross  him  not  in  this  fit  I  advise 
you,  sir.  .  [these  cheeks, 

OnoM.  Die,  crimson  rose,  that  didst  adorn 
For  itch  of  love  is  now  broke  forth  on  me ! 


Uncle,  Poor  boy,  'tis  true;  his  mkt$  and 

hands  are  scabby. 
Ofiof .  Burn,  eyei^  out  in  your  sockets,  sink 
and  stink; 
Teeth,  I  will  pick  you  to  the  very  hones; 
Hang,  hair,  like  hemp,  or  like  th»  Isling 

cur's  *», 
For  never  powder,  nor  the  crisping*iron, 
Shall  touch  these  dangling  locks;  oh,  ruby 

Love  hath  to  you  been  like  wine  vinegar. 
Now  you  look  wan  and  pale,lips, ghosts  ye  are. 
And  my  disgrace  sharper  tliao  mustard*seed ! 
Cra.  How  like  a  chandler  he  does  v«nt  his 


passions 


Riium  teneatis  f 


>•  Fork-carving  traveller,]  As  every  new  custom  is  a  good  fund  for  satire,  to  your  wits  of 
all  sorts ;  so  I  imagine  here,  could  we  know  the  precise  time  when  this  play  was  wrote,  wa 
might  fix  the  aeraof  the  introduction  of  forks,  the  use  of  which  it  so  agreeably  bantered. 
Kor  are  our  Authors  the  only  satirists  upon  this  occasion.  Ben  Jonson  has  joined  the  laueh 
with  'em  against  this  custom,  in  his  Devil's  an  Ass,  act  v,  scene  4.  Meercraft  says  to  Gi&r 
head  and  Sledge, 

^  Have  I  deserved  this  from  you  two  ?  for  all 
'  My  pains  at  court,  to  get  you  each  a  patent. 

*  Gilt.  For  what? 

*  Meer.  Upo*  my  project  o'  the  forks, 

*  Sle,  Forks  f  what  foe  they  ?  [  Thcpr^jject  of  forks. 

*  Meer.  Tlie  laudable  use  bfforkSf 

*  Brought  into  custom  here  as  they  are  in  Italy, 

*  To  th'  sparing  o'  napkins/  Sympson, 

The  '  precise  time'  when  the  use  of  forks  was  introduced  into  this  kingdom  will  appear 
with  certainty,  from  the  following  extract  from  *  Coryat's  Crudities,  hastily  gobled  up  in 

*  five  Monetbs  Travells  in  France,  Savoy,  Italy,  Rhetia,  commonly  called  tlie  Orisons 
'  Country,  Helvetia,  alias  Switzerland,  some  parts  of  High-Germany,  and  tlie  Netherlands, 

*  &e.  16^11.'  4to,  p.  90.  As  the  passage  is  curious,  on  account  of  its  describing  one  of  the 
customs  of  the  times,  we  shall  make  no  apology  for  the  length  of  it.    '  Here  I  wil  mention 

*  a  thing  that  might  have  been  spoken  of  before,  in  discourse  of  the  first  Italian  towne.  I 
'  observed  a  custotne  in  all  those  Italian  cities  aiid  townes  through  the  which  I  passed,  that 
'  is  not  used  in  any  other  country  that  I  saw  in  my  travels,  neither  do  I  tliinke  that  any 
'  other  nation  of  Christendome  doth  use  it,  but  only  Italy.  The  Italian,  and  also  most 
'  strangers  that  are  conunorant  in  Italy,  doe  alwaies  at  their  meales  use  a  little, /ar^e,  when 

*  they  cut  their  meatc*  For  while  with  their  knife,  which  they  hold  in  one  hand,  they  cut 
'  the  meate  ont  of  the  dish,  they  fasten  xhsXrforke,  which  they  hold  in  their  other  baud, 

*  upon  the  same  dish.  So  that  whatsoever  he  be  that  sitting  in  the  company  of  any  others 
'  at  mealc,  should  unadvisedly  touch  the  dish  of  meate  wich  his  fingers  from  which  all  at 
'  the  table  doe  cut,  he  will  give  occasion  of  offence  unto  the  company,  as  having  transgressed 

*  the  lawes  of  good  mannecs,  insomuch  that  for  his  error  he  shall  be  at  least  brow-beaten, 
'  if  not  reprehended  in  wordes.    This  forme  of  feeding  I  understand  is  generally  used  in  ail 

*  places  in  Italy,  their  fttrka  being  for  the  most  part  made  of  yron  or  Steele,  and  some  of 

*  silver,  but  those  are  used  only  by  gentlemen.  The  reason  of  this  their  curiosity  is,  because 
*"  the  Italian  cannot  by  any  mennes  iiidurc  to  have  his  dish  touched  wich  fingers,  seeing  all 
'  niens  fingers  are  not  alike  cleane.  Hereupon,  I  myself  thought  good  to  imitate  tiie  Italian 
'  fashion,  by  t\\\s  fitrked  tutting  of  meate,  not  only  while  I  was  in  Italy,  but  also  in  Ger- 
'  many,  and  oftentimes  in  England  since  I  came  home ;  being  once  quipped  for  that  fre- 
'  quent  using  of  myforke^  by  a  cerraine  learned  gentleman,  a  familiar  friend  of  mine,  one 

*  Al.  Laarence  Whitaker,  who  in  his  merry  hiimour  doubted  not  to  call  meat  table  Furgifer, 

*  only  for  using  tiforke  at  feeding,  but  for  no'otlier  cause.'        JR. 

^  Possesses  me  now,]  So  all  former  editions. 

3»  I  sling  cttrs,]  Probably  *  Island  curs,'  as  in  the  following  passage  from  IVIassinger'* 
Picture,  act  v.  scene  1 : 

-  would  I  might  lie 


Vol,  n. 


*  Like  a  dog  under  her  table,  and  serve  for  a  footstool, 
'  So  I  might  have  my  belly  full  of  that 
^  Her  hlmd  cur  reiuses.'  £. 
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[Act  4.  Scene  1 


Onof .  Well  sung  the  poet. 
Love  is  a  golden  bubo,  full  of  dreams ; 
That  ripeu'd  breaks,aBd  fills  us  with  extremes. 

Tutor,  A  goldeu  bubble,  pupil ;  oh,  gross 
solecism 
To  chaster  ears  that  understand  the  Latin. 

Gnat.  I  will  not  be  corrected  now; 
I  am  in  love !  Revenge  is  now  the  cud 
That  I  do  chew :  V\\  challenge  him. 

Cra.  Av,  marry,  sir. 

VhcU,  Vour  honour  bids  you,  nephew;  on 
and  prosper. 

Onoc.  But  none  will  bear  it  from  me;  times 
are  dangerous. 

Cra   Carry  it  yourself,  man.  fsir, 

Onof.  Tutor,  your  counsel.  Ill  do  nothing, 
Without  him. 

VncU.  This  may  rid  thee,  valiant  coz, 
\Vhom  I  have  kept  this  forty  year  my  ward ; 
Fain  would  I  have  his  state,  and  now  of  late 
He  did  enquire  at  Ephesus  for  his  ace**. 
But  the  churcl>-book  being  burnt  with  Dian*s 

temple, 
He  lost  his  aim.    Tve  tried  to  famish  him. 
Marry  he'll  live  o*th'  stones;  and  then  for 

poisons, 
lie  is  an  antidote  '^nst  all  of  'em  ;      [hot, 
He  sprung  from  |ilithj*idates ;  he's  so  dry  and 
He  will  eat  spiders  faster  than  a  mmikey ; 
His  maw,  unhurt,  keeps  quicksilver  like  a 

Bladder; 
The  largest  dose  of  camphire,  opium, 
Harms  not  his  brain;  I  think  his  skull's  as 

empty 
As  a  sucked  egg ;  vitriol  and  oil  of  tartar 
He  will  eat  toasts  of ;  henbane,  I  am  sure. 
And  hemlock,    I  have  made  his  pot-herbs 
often.  [honour ; 

Cra,  If  he  refuse  you,  yours  is  then  tlie 
If  he  accept,  he  being  so  great,  you  may 
Crave  both  to  chuse  the  weapon,  time,  and 

place. 
Which  may  be  ten  years  hence,  and  Calicut, 
Or  underneath  the  line,  to  avoid  udvajitage. 

Onoi.  I  am  resolv'd. 


Tutor,  By  your  favour,  pupil. 
Whence  shall  this  challenge  rise?  for  you 

must  ground  it 
On  some  such  fundamental  base,  or  matter, 
As  now  the  gentry  set  tlieir  lives  upon. 
Did  you  e'er  cheat  him  at  some  ordinary. 
And  durst  he  say  so,  and  be  angry  ?  if  thus. 
Then  you  must  challenge  him.    Hath  lie 

caird  your  whore  [men's. 

Whore?   tho'  she  be,  beside  yours,  twenty 
Your  honour,  reputation,  is  touch'd  then, 
And  you  must  challenge  him.  Has  he  denied 
On  thirty  dummt^z  to  accommodate  money  ? 
Tho'  you  have  broke  tlireescore  before  to 

him»,  [shun 

Here  you  must  challenge  him.  Durst  he  ever 
To  drink  two  pots  of  ale  wi*  ye  ?  or  to  wench, 
Tho'  weighty  business  otherwise  importun'd  ? 
He  is  a  proud  lord,  [miliariy 

And  you  may  challenge  him.  Has  he  fa- 
Dislik'd  your  yellow  starch  m,  or  said  your 

doublet  [report 

Was  not  exactly  frenchified  ?  or  that,  that 
In  fair  terms  was  untrue?  or  drawn  your 

sword. 
Cried  'twas  ill  mounted  ?  has  he  given  the  lie 
In  circle,  or  oblique,  or  semi-circle. 
Or  direct  parallel  ?  you  must  challenge  him. 
Qnou  lie  never  gave  my  direct  apparel  v 

the  lie  in's  life.  [refus*d 

Tutor,  But,  for  the  crown  of  all,  has  he 

To  pledge  your  mistress'  health  ?  tho' he  were 

sick, 

Enter  Neanthes  and  Page, 
And  crav'd  your  pardon,  you  must  challenge 

him. 
There's  no  avoiding ;  one  or  both  must  drop. 
Onot.  Exquisite  Tutor ! 
Nean,  Crates,  I've  sought  you  long;  what 
make  you  here  [town 

Fooling  with  these  three-fartliings,  while  the 
Is  all  in  uproar,  and  the  prince  our  master, 
Seiz'd  b^  Leonidas  and  Ageuor,  carried 
And  prisoner  kept  i*th'  castle  flanks 

s*  For  hit  age,]  It  is  to  be  wished  our  Authors  had  not  been  guilty  of  tliis  and  the  like 
anachronisms.        Sjfmpsou^  • 

^  Though  he  have  broke  threescore  before  to  you.]  Amend(*d  in  1750. 

»•  Yellow  starch,]  This  was  invented  by  one  Turner,  a  tire- woman,  a  court  bawd,  who 
afterwards  was  amongst  tiie  miscreants  concerned  in  the  murder  of  Sir  Thomas  Overbur^, 
for  which  she  was  hanged  at  Tyburn,  and  would  die  in  a  yellow  ruff  of  her  own  invention : 
which  made  yelloto  starch  sq  odious,  that  it  immediately  went  out  of  fashion.     Warburton, 

Stubbs,  in  his  Anatomic  of  Abuses,  published  in  1595,  speaks  ofstarch  of  various  colours. 

'  ■  The  one  ardi  or  pillar  wberewitli  the  devil's  kingdome  of  great  ruffes  is  under- 
'  propped,  is  a  certain  kiude  of  liquid  matter,  which  tliey  call  startch,  wherein  the  devill  hath 
'  learned  them  to  wash  and  die  their  ruffes,  which,  bring  drie,  will  stand  stiff  and  inflexible 
*  about  their  neckes.  And  this  startoh  ihey  make  of  divers  substances,  sometimes  of 
'  wheate  flower,  of  branne,  and  other  graines :  Sometimes  of  rootes,  and  sometimes  of 
'  other  (hinges:  Of  all  coUours  and  hues,  as  white,  redde,  blewe,  purple,  and  the  like.' 

in  The  World  tossed  at  Tennis,  a  masque  by  MiddJcttjn,  1620,  tfu  Jive  starches  are  per^ 
sonified,  and  introduced  contesting  for  superiority.        Steevens. 

ss  My  direct  apparel.]  Sympson,  not  thinking  tliis  blunder  of  Onos  was  intended  by  tbt 
iPoets,  reads, 

*  He  never  gave  me  th*  direct  parallel  lie  in's  life.' 
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The  West  part  of  the  city,  where  they  vow 
To  hold  him  *til]  yoar  brother,  lord  Euphanes, 
Be  rendered  to  'em,  with  his  life  to  satisfy 
The  rape,  by  him  suspected  to  Merione  r 
The  Queen  refuses  to  deliver  him. 
Pawning  her  knowledge  for  his  innocency, 
And  dares  *em  do  their  worst  on  prince  Thea- 
The  whole  state's  in  combustion.  [nor ; 

Cra,  Fatal  riiig! 

Uncle.  What  will  become  of  U8  ? 

If  can.  And  she  hath  given  commission  to 
Euphanes 
And  Conon,  who  have  levied  men  already, 
With  violence  to  surprize  the  tower,  and  take 
What  will  you  do?  [*em. 

Cra.  Along  wi'  ye,  and  prevent 
A  further  mischiet.    Gentlemen,  ouriutents 
We  most  defer;  ywi  are  the  prince's  follow- 

iVeon.  Will  ye  walk  with  us?  [ersl 

Uncle,  You  shall  pardon  us.  [know. 

Tutor,  We  are  his  followers  afar  oiF,  you 
And  are  contented  to  continue  so. 

[Exeunt  Cra»  and  Nean, 

Ono9.  Sir  boy! 

Page.  Sir  fool!  a  challenge  to  my  lord  ? 
How  dar'st  thou,  or  t^y  auibs-ace  here,  think 
of  him  ?  *  [ders  bear 

Ye  crow-pick'd  heads,  which  your  thin  shoul- 
As  do  the  poles  on  Corinth  bridge  the  traitors*; 
^^y*  you  three  nine-pins,  you  talk  of  my 
lord,  [draw ; 

And  challenges?  you  shall  not  need :  Come, 
His  Page  is  able  to  swinge  three  such  whelps. 
Uncle,  why  stand  ye  oflF?  Long-man,  advance. 

Ono$,  'Slight,  what  have  we  done,  Tutor? 

Tutor,  He  is  a  boy, 
And  we  may  run  away  with  honour. 

Page*  That  ye  shall  not ; 
And  being  a  boy,  I  am  titter  to  encounter 
A  child  in  law  as  you  are,  under  twenty. 
Thou  sot,  thou  three-score  sot !  and  that's  a 
Again,  1  grant  you.  [child 

Uncle,  Nenhew,  here's  an  age : 
Boys  are  turn  d  men,  and  men  are  children. 

Page.  Away,  ye  peasants  with  your  bought 
gentry ! 
Are  not  you  he,  when  your  fellow  passengers. 
Your  last  transportmeut,  being  assaii'd  by  a 

galley. 
Hid  yourself  i*  th*  cabin ;  and  the  fight  done 
Peep'jd  above  hatches^  and  cried,  *■  Have  we 
taken,  [p^^t 

*  Or  are  we  ta*en  ?  *  Come,  I  do  want  a  siip- 
But  this  shall  serve  i  Swear  all  as  I  would 

have  you. 
Or  I  wilt  call  some  dozen  brother  pages, 
(They're  not  far  off,  I'm  sure)  and  we  will 
Until  you  piss  again.  [blanket  you 

Atl,  Nay,  we  will  swear,  sir. 

Page.  Tis  your  best  course. 
First,  you  shall  swear  never  to  name  my  lord, 
Or  hear  him  nam'd  hereafter,  but  bare-head- 
Next,  to  begin  his  health  in  every  place,  [ed; 


And  never  to  refuse  to  pledge  it,  tho' 
You  surfeit  to  the  deatli ;  lastly,  to  hold 
The  poorest,  littlest  page  in  reverence. 
To  tiiink  him  valianter,  and  a  better  gentle- 
man, ^  [hiin 
Than  you  three  stamp'd  together,  and  to  give 
Wme  and  tobacco  wheresoe'er  you  meet. 
And  the  best  meat,  if  he  can  stay. 

All,  We  swear  it  loyally. 

Page,  Then  I  dismiss  you. 
True  liegemen  to  the  pantoile ; 
I  had  more  articles,  but  I  have  business 
And  cannot  stay  now :  So  adieu,  dear  mon"*. 
"jy-CM  noble  et  tres  puissant  /  [sieur, 

Uncle.  Adieu,  monsieur! 

Ottos.  A  vostre  service  et  commandement. 

Tutor.  I  told  you,  ptipil,  you'd  repent  this 
-foollery,  [Tutor, 

Onos.  Who?  I  repent?  you  are  mistaken, 
I  ne'er  repented  any  thing  yet  in  my  life, 
And  scorn  to  begin  now.  CTome,  let's  be  me* 
lancholys^.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  H. 
Enter  Queen,  Euphanes,  Conon,  and  Lords. 

Lord.  Twere  better  treat  with  Vm. 

Queen.  I  will  no  treaties 
With  a  league-breaker  and  a  rebel;  shall  I 
Article  with  a  traitor?  be  oompell'd 
To  yield  an  umocent  unto  their  fury. 
Whom  I  have  prov'd  so  lo  you  ? 

Euph.  Gracious  Queen, 
Tho'  your  own  godlike  disposition 
Would  succour  virtue,  and  protect  the  right ; 
Yet,  for  the  publick  good,  tor  the  dear  safety 
Of  your  most  royal  only  son,  consent 
To  give  me  up  the  sacrifice  to  their  malice : 
My  life  is  aim'd  at,  and  t'were  better  far 
The  blood  of  twenty  Uiousand  such  as  I 
Purpled  our  seas,  than  that  your  princely  son 
Should  be  endangered. 

Queen.  Still  well  said,  honest  fool ! 
Were  their  demand  but  one  hair  from  thy 
head,  [here| 

By  all  the  gods,  I'd  scorn  'em !  Where  ttiey 
The  majesty  that  dwuUs  upon  this  brow 
Shoul<i  strike  'em  on  their  knees.  As  for  my  son] 
Let  'em  no  more  dare  than  they'll  answer :  i 
An  equal  mother  to  my  country  am, 
And  every  virtuous  son  of  it  is  son 
Unto  my  bosom,  tender  as  mine  own. 

Con.  Oh,  you  are  heav'nJy,  madam,  and 
the  gods 
-Can  suffer  nothing  pass  to  iniure  you ! 
The  life  that  Conon  promis'd,  he  stands  now 
Heady  to  pay  with  joy. 

Queen.  Farewell  both ; 
Success  attend  you !  you  have  soldiers  been, 
Tarn  Marti  quam  Merctirio;  if  you  bring  not 
Bring  me  their  heads.  [peace 

Con.  I  will  put  fair  for  one. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  Ljrds. 


»•  Come,  let's  he  melancholy.]  Sec  note  ••,  on  The  Mad  Lover. 
3F2 
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Evph,  Double  the  guard  upon  her  high- 
ness' person. 
Conon,  you  must  perform  a  friendly  part, 
Which  I  shall  counsel  you. 

Con.  I  am  your  servant.  \ Exeunt, 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Hieanor^  Agenor,  and  Xjeomdas,  above, 
Leo.  Make  good  that  fortification,  and  the 
watch 

Keep  still  upon  the  battlements.  Boyal  sir, 

Weiph  but  our  injuries;  we  have  told  you 
fully 

The  manner  and  the  matter  hales  us  thus^ 

Nor  shall  this  upstart  mushroom,  bred  i'  tb' 
night, 

8it  brooding  underneath  your  mother's  wmgs 

His  damn'd  impieties. 

Age.  For  yourself,  bra%'e  prince, 

Fear  nothing  that  tliis  face  of  arms  presents ; 

We  ask  the  ravisber,  and  have  no  means 

To  win  him  from  your  most  indulgent  mother 

But  by  this  practice. 
The.  Stout  Leonidas, 

Princely  Agenor,  your  wrongs  cry  so  loud, 

That  wnoso  would  condemn  you  is  not  heard ; 

I  blame  you  not ;  who  but  Euphanes  durst 

Make  stories  like  to  this.^  My  wrongs,  as 
strong, 

Ask  my  revengeful  arm  to  strengthen  yours; 

As  for  my  fear,knowyou,and  Greece  through- 
out. 

Enter  Etq)hanes  and  Qmon, 
Our  mother  was  a  Spartan  princess  born, 
^  That  never  taught  me  to  spell  such  a  word. 

Con.  Sir,  you  do  tempt  your  life. 

Euph,  Conon,  no  more. 
Do  thus,  as  thou  wouldst  save  it. 

iSound  trumpet  within. 

Age.  What  trumpet's  this  ? 

Leo.  Beneath  I  do  perceive 
Two  arro'd  men  single,  that  give  us  summons 
As  they  would  treat. 

Age,  Let  us  descend. 

Con.  My  lord, 
I  would  you  would  excuse  me,  and  proceed 
According  to  the  Queen's  directions. 

Euph,  Friend, 
As  thou  wouldst  wear  that  title  af^r  death. 

Enter  below  Thewwr^  Agenor,  Leonidas,  and 

Soldien. 
Perform  my  charge.    No  soldier,  on  bis  life. 
Approach  us  nearer. 

Con.  Safety  to  both  the  princes ;  lojalty 
To  you,  lord  general.  The  Queen,  your  mis- 
tress 
As  well  as  ours,  tho'  not  thro'feam,  to  cut 
Civil  dissention  from  her  laivJ,  and  save 
Much  guiltless  blood,  that  uproar  ever  thirsts. 
And  for  the  safeguard  of  her  son,  by  me 


(As  you  demand)  bath  sent  the  lord  Eophanet 
To  plead  his  own  cause,  or  to  suffer  death. 
As  you  shall  find  him  worthy;  so,  dehTering 
The  prince  back^  I  shall  leave  him  to  your, 
guard. 

Leo.  The  Queen  is  good  and  gracious: 
Kiss  her  hand.  [p^<^^. 

Age.  And  seal  our  duties.    Sir,  depart  iii 

The.  Oh,  sir,  you  now  perceive,  when  in 
the  scales 
Nature  and  fond  affection  weigh  togetlier, 
One  poizes  like  a  feather;  and  you  know,  my 
What's  to  be  done.  [lords^ 

Euph,  Your  highness  is  unarm'd ; 
Please  you  to  use  mine,  and  to  lead  the  army 
Back  to  your  mother.    Conon,  marcii  you 
with  'em.  [not 

Con^  I  will,  my  lord.— -But  not  so  far  as, 
To  bring  ypu  help,  if  danger  look  upon  yoa. 

[J&ri#. 

Euph.  Why  do  you  look  so  strangely,  fear- 
fully. 
Or  stay  your  death ful  hand  ?  Be  not  so  wisa 
To  stop  your  rage.  Jiook  how  unmov'dly  here 
I  give  myself  my  country's  sacrifice, 
An  innocent  sacrifice :  Truth  laughs  at  death. 
And  terrifies  the  killer  more  rhan  kili'd ; 
Integrity  thus  annless  seeks  her  foes. 
And  never  needs  the  target  nor  the  swortl. 
Bow,  nor  envenom'd  shafts. 

Leo.  We  are  amaz'd, 
Not  at  your  eloouence,  but  impudence,    * 
That  dare  thus  iront  us. 

Age.  Kill  him  !  Whp  knows  not 
'The-ir^^n  forehead  that  bold  Mischief  wears? 

Leo,  Forbear awhilc)  Agenor;  I  do  trem- 
ble. 
And  something  sits  like  virtue  in  his  face, 
Which  the  gods  keep. 

Euph.  Agenor,  strike ;  Leonidas, 
You  thf^t  have  purcha^'d  fame  on  certain 

pounds. 
Lose  It  on  supposition  :  Smear  your  hands 
In  guiltless  blood,  laugh  at  my  martyrdom  ; 
But  yet  remember,  when  posterity       [acts, 
Shall  read  your  volumes  Ull'd  with  virtuous' 
And  shall  arrive  at  this  black  bloody  leaf. 
Noting  your  foolish  barbarisro,and  my  wrong, 
(As  time  shall  make  it  plain)  what  follows 

this 
Decypbering  any  njpble  deed  of  yours 
Shall  be  quite  lost,  for  men  will  read  no  more. 

Leo.  Why,  dare  you  say  you're  innocent? 

Euph,  By  all  the  gods,  as  they,  of  this  foul 
crime. 
Why,  gentlemen,  pry  clean  thro*  mv  life. 
Then  weigh  these  circumstances.  Think  you 
that  he  [tum'd. 

Which  made  day  night,  and  men  to  furie!( 
Durst  not  trust  silence,  vizors,  nor  her  sens^ 
That  suffcr'd;  but  with  charms  and  potions 
Cast  her  asleep,"  (for  all  this  I've  enquir'd) 
Acted  the  fable  of  Proserpine's  rape, 
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The  place  (by  all  description)  \i\e  to  hell ;  . 
And  all  to  perpetrate  unknown  his  lust; 
Would  fondly  ui  his  person  briug  a  nogy 
And  give  it  a  betrothed  wife,  i'  th'  same  hoase 
Where  the  poor  injor'd  lady  li^'d  and  groan'd? 
Jige.  Hell  gives  us  art  to  reach  the  depth 
of  sin. 
But  leaves  us  wretched  fools,  when  we  are  in. 
£ttph»  Had  it  giv'n  me  that  art,  and  left 
me  so, 
I  would  not  thus  into  the  Hun's  jaws 
Have  thrust  myself  defenceless,  for  your  good. 
The  prince's  safety,  or  the  commonweal's. 
You  know  the  Queen  denied  me,  and  sent  us 
Commanders  to  surprize  you,  and  to  raze 
This  tower  down ;  we  b^  power  enough  to 

do  it. 
Or  starve  jqu,  as  you  saw,  and  not  to  tender 
My  person  to  your  wrath,  which  I  have  done. 
Knowing  my  heart  as  pure  as  infants'  sleep. 
Leo.  What  think  you,  sir.' 
Age.  No  harm,  I  m  sure ;  I  weep. 
Euph,  The  gods  are  just,  and  mighty. 
But  to  give  you 
Further  assurance,  and  to  make  yourselves 
Judges  and  witnesses  of  my  innocence, 
Let  me  demand  this  question ;  On  what  night 
Was  this  foul  deed  committed  ? 

Age.  On  the  eve 
Before  our  marriage  meant. 

Euph.  Leonidas,  [mory) 

(Your  rage  beinj;  off,  that  still  drowns  me- 
Where  was  yourself  and  I  that  very  night, 
And  what  our  conference.' 

jL«o.  By  the  gods,  'tis  true : 
Both  in  her  highness'  chamber,  conferring 
Even  of  this  match  until  an  hour  of  day. 
And  then  came  I  to  call  you.  Wc  are  sham'd! 
Age.  Utterly  lost,  and  sham'd ! 
Euph.  Neither;  bechear'd; 
He  that  could  find  this  out,  can  pardon  it. 
And  know,  this  ring  was  sent  me  from  the 

Queen ; 
How  she  came  by  it,  yet  is  not  cnquir'd  : 
Deeper  occurrents  hang  on't,  and  'prayHeav'n 
That  my  suspicions  prove  as  false  as  yours ! 
Which  for  the  world  ('till  I  have  greater  proof  J 
I  dare'not  utter  what,  nor  whom  they  touch  : 
Only  this  build  upon,  with  all  my  nerves 
I'll  labour  with  ye,  'till  Time  waken  Truth. 
Age.  There  are  our  swords,  sir;  turn  the 
points  on  us.  [wrong. 

Leo.  Punish  rebellion,  and  revenge  your 
Evph.  Sir,  my  revenge  shall  be  to  make 
your  peace : 
Neither  was  this  rebellion,  but  rash  love. 

Enter  Conon. 
Con.  How's  this.?  Unarm'd  left,  now  found 
doubly  arm'd?  [feet? 

And  those,  that  would  have  slain  him,  at  his 
Oh,  Truth,  thou  art  a  mighty  conqueress. — 
The  Queen,  my  lord,  perplex'd  in  care  of  you, 
That,  cross  to  her  command,  hazard  your- 
{n  person  here  is  come  into  the  field,    [self^ 


And,  like  a  leader,  morches  in  the  head 
Of  all  her  troops;  vows  that  she  will  demolish 
Each  stone  ot  tliis  proud  tower,  be  you  not 

safe; 
She  chafes  like  storms  in  groves,  now  siglis, 
now  weeps,  [mix'd; 

And  both  sometimes,  like  rain  and  winecufu- 
Abjures  her  son  for  ever,  'less  himself 
Do  fetch  you  off  ip  person,  that  did  give 
Yourself  to  save  him  of  your  own  free  will. 
And  swears  he  must  not,  nor  is  fit  to  live. 

Euph.  Oh,  she's  a  mistress  for  the  gotfs! 

Age.  And  thou 
A  godlike  servant,  fit  for  her. 

Leo.  Wide  Greece 
May  boast,  because  she  cannot  boast  thy  like. 

Euph.  Thus,  Conon,  tell  her  highnctis. 

Con.  My  joy  flies! 

Euph.  Let's  towVd  lier  march.  Stern  drum, 
speak  gentle  peace. 

Leo.  We  are  prisoners ;  lead  us.    Ne'er 
was  known 
A  precedent  hke  this ;  one  unarm*d  man. 
Suspected,  to  captive  with  golden  words  • 
(Truth  being  his  shield)  so  many  arm'd  with 
swords.  [Exeunt. 

Enter,  at  one  door,  Qtteen,  Theanor,  Crates^ 
Conon,  lords  and  soldiers  ;  at  another,  Eu- 
phanes  {with  two  swords),  Agenor,  Leoni- 
das, and  soldiers.  Euphancs  presents  Le- 
onidas on  his  knees  to  the  Queen  ;  Agenor, 
hare-headed,  makes  show  of  sorrow  to  the 
Queen ;  sffe  stamps,  and  seems  to  be  angry 
at  the  first.  Euphanes  persuades  her,  7aj/$ 
their  swords  at  her  feet ;  she  kisses  hita, 
sives  them  their  swords  again,  theif  kiss  her 
hand  and  embrace;  the  soldiers  lift  up  Eu^ 
phanes,  and  shout.  Thcanor  and  Crates 
discovered;  Conon  whispers  *rith  Crates, 
Euphanes  with  Agenor,  and  Leonidas  ob- 
serves it,  who  seem  to  promise  something  ; 
Euphanes  directs  his  Page  somewhat.  &- 
eunt  all  but  Theanor  and  Crates. 

The.  Wc  are  not  lucky.  Crates;  this  great 
Bears  all  before  him.  [torrent 

Cra.  Such  an  age  as  this 
Shall  ne'er  be  seen  again.   Virtue  grows  fat. 
And  Villainy  pines;  the  furies  are  asleep ; 
Mischief,    gauist  goodness  aim'd,  is  like  a 

stone, 
Unnnt'rall^  forc'd  up  an  eminent  hill,    [us; 
Whose  weight  falls  on  our  heads  and  buries 
We  springe  ourselves,  wc  sink  in  our  own  bogs; 

'The.  What's  to  be  done? 

Cra.  Repent,  and  grow  good. 

The.  Pish! 
1 »  not  the  fashion,  fool,  'till  we  grow  old. 
The  people's  love  to  him  now  scares  me  more 
Than  my  fond  mother's;  both  which,  like 

two  floods 
Bearing  Euphanes  up,  will  o'erflow  me; 
And  he  is  worthy:  'Would  he  were  in  Heav'n ! 
But  tiuu  hereafter.  Crates,  help  me  now. 
And  henceforth  be  at  ease. 
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Cra,  YouT  will,  my  lord  ? 

The,  Beliza  is  to  marry  him  forthwith ; 
I  long  to  have  the  first  touch  of  her  too; 
That  will  a  little  quiet  me. 

Cra,  Fy,  sir ! 
YouMl  be  the  tyrant  to  Virginity  ; 
To  fall  but  once  is  manly^  to  persevere 
i3east]y,  and  despVate. 

The,  Cross  me  not,  butdo'tt 
Are  not  the  means,  the  place,  the  instruments. 
The  very  same  ?  1  must  expect  you  suddenly. 

[Exit. 

Cr<u  I  must  obey  you. 
Who  is  in  evil  once  a'  companion, 
Can  hardly  shake  him  off,  out  must  run  on. 
Here  I  appointed  Conon  to  attend,    [single, 
Him,  and  his  sword ;   he  promised  to  come 

Enter  Conoti  and  Page. 
To  avoid  prevention :  He's  a  roan  on*s  word. 
Con.  You're  well  met.  Crates. 
Cra,  If  we  part  so,  Conon.  [ficcs; 

Con,  Come,  we  must  do  these  mutual  of- 
/        We  must  be  our  own  seconds,  our  own  sur- 
geons, 
And  fairly  fight,  like  men,  not  on  advantage. 
Cra,  You  have  an  honest  bosom. 
Con.  Your's  seems  so. 
Cra.  Let's  pair  our  swords:  You  arc  a 

just  gentleman. 
Con.  You  might  be  so.  Now  shake  bands, 
if  you  please;  [one. 

Tho*  it  he  the  cudgel  fashion,  'tis  a  friendly 
Cra.  So  ;  stand  off. 
Page.  That's  my  cue  to  beckon  'em. 

[Exit. 
Con.  Crates,  to  expostulate  your  wrongs 
to  me 
Were  to  doult  of  'em,/)r  wish  your  excuse 
In  words,  and  so  return  like  maiden  knights; 
Yet  freely  thus  much  I  profess ;  youf  spleen 
And  ru<!ged  carriage  toward  your  honour'd 

brother 
Ilath  mucfi  more  stirr'd  me  up,  than  mine 

own  cause; 
For  I  did  ne'er  affect  these  bloody  men, 
But  hold  'em  fitter  be  made  public  hangmen. 
Or  butchers  rall'd,  than  valiant  gentlemen. 
Tis  true,  stamp'd  valour  does   upon  just 
grounds;  [life 

Yet  for  whom  justlier  should   I  expose  uiy 
Than  him,  unto  whose  virtue  I  owe  all. 
Cra.  Conon,  you  think  by  this  great  deed 
of  yours 
To  insinuate  yourself  a  lodging  nearer 
Unto  my  brother's  heart :   Such  men  as  you 
Live  nntheir  undertakings  for  their  lords. 
And  more  disable  them  by  answering  for  *em, 
llian  if  they  sat  still ;  make  'em  but  tlieir 

whores. 
For  which  end  gallants  now-n-days  do  fight. 
But  here  we  come  not  to  upbraid ;  what  men 


Seem  the  rash  world  will  judge;  bot  wbaC 

they  arc, 
Heav'n  knows :  And  this — Horses  ?  we  are 

Nlescried*: 
One  stroke,  for  fear  of  laughter. 

Enter  Euphahe^y  Agenor,  Leonidas,  and  Page. 
Con.  Half  a  score.  [hold! 

Euph.  Hold,  hold !    on   your  allegiance, 

Age,  He  that  strikes  next 

Leo.  Falls  like  a  traitor  on  our  swords. 
Euph.  Oh,    Heav'n,  my  brother  bleeds! 
Conon,  thou  art 
A  villain,  an  unthankful  man,  and  shalt 
Pay  me  thy  blood  for  his,  for  his  is  mine !  * 
Tljou  wert  my  friend,  but  be  is  still  my  bro- 
ther; 
And  tho' a  friend  sometimes  be  nearer  said. 
In  some  gradation,  it  can  never  be. 
Where  that  same  brother  can  be  made'  a 

friend ; 
Which,  dearest  Crates,  thus  low  I  implore: 
What  in  my  poverty  I  would  not  seek. 
Because  I  would  not  burden  you,  now  here 
In  all  my  height  of  bliss  I  beg  of  you. 
Your  friendship;  my  advancement,  sir,  n 

yours ; 
I  ne\  er  held  it  strange ;  'pray  use  it  so. 
We  are  but  two,  which   number   Nature 

fram'd 
In  the  mo^t  useful  faculties  of  man, 
Tostrengt  hen  mutually  and  relieve  each  other: 
Two  eyes,  two  ears,  two  arms,  two  legs  and 
feet,  [ply; 

That  where  one  fail'd,  the  other  might  sup- 
And  I,  your  other  eye,  ear,  your  arm  and  leg^ 
Tender  my  service,  help,  and  succour  to  you. 
Age.  Leo,  A  most  divine  example ! 
Euph,  For,  dear  brother,  [me ; 

You  have  been  blind,  and  lame,  and  deaf,  to 
Now  be  no  more  so:  In  humility 
I  give  you  the  duty  of  a  younger  brother,    i 
Which  take  you  as  a  brother,  not  a  father. 
And  then  you'll  pay  a  duty  back  to  me. 
Cra,  Till  now  1  have  not  wept  tliese  thirty 
years.  [legs 

Euph.  Discording  brothers  are  like  mutual 
Supplanting  one  another;  he  that  seeks 
Aid  from  a  stranger,  and  forsakes  his  brother, 
Doc:S  but  like  hhu  that  madly  lops  his  arm. 
And  to  his  body  joins  a  wooden  one; 
Cuts  off  his  natural  leg,  and  trusts  a  crutch ; 
Plucks  out  his  eye  to  see  with  spectacles, 
Cra.  Most  dear  Euph^es,  in  this  crimson 
flood  [me. 

Wash  my  unkindnessout;  you  havco'ercome 
Taught  me  humanity  and  brotherhood : 
Full  well  knew  Nature  thou  wert  fitter  far 
To  be  a  ruler  o'er  me  than  a  brother. 
Which  henceforth  be!    Jove  surely  did  de- 
scend, [shape. 
When  tliou  wert  gotten,  in  some  heav'nly 
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And  greet  my  mother^  as  the  poets  tell 
Of  other  women. 
Age,  Be  this  holiday ! 
Leo.  And  nq^ed  erer  with  the  whitest  stone! 
Can.  And  pardon  me,  my  lord !  Look  you. 
I  bleed 
Faster  than  Crates.    What  I've  done,  I  did 
To  reconcile  your  loves,  to  both  a  friend ; 
Which  my  blood  cc-ment,  never  to  part  or  end ! 
Age,  IVIost  worthy  Cunon ! 
Leo.  Happy  rise;  thin  day 
Contracts  more  good  than  a  whole  age  hath 
dene. 
Euph.  Royal  Aitenur,  brave  Leonidas, 
You  are  main  causes,  and  must  share  the 
fame. 
Cra.  Which,  in  some  part,  this  hour  shall 
requite. 


For  I  have  aim*d  my  black  shafts  at  white 

marks, 
And  now  I'll  put  the  clue  into  your  hands* 
Shall  guide  you  most  perspicuously  to  the 

depth  [lost 

Of  this  Clark  labyrinth,  where  so  long  you  were 
Touching  this  old  rape,  and  a  new  intent, 
Wherein  your  counsel,  and  your  active  wit. 
My  dearest  brother,  will  be  necessary, 
Euph,  My  prophecy  is  come;  prove  my 

hopes  true, 
Agenor  shall  have  right,  and  you  no  wrong. 
Time  now  will  pluck  her  daughter  from  her 

cave «".  fbrotlier, 

Let*s  hence,  to  prevent  rumour.     My  dear 
Nature's  divided  bC reams  the  highest  shelf 
Will  over-run  at  last,  and  How  to  itself. 

[Rveunt. 


^  Time  fUHfi  will  plucky  &c.]  '  In  the  title-page  of  this  last,*  (viz.  the  edition  of  The  Poesies 
of  George  Gascoigne,  Faq,  1575)  '  by  way  of  printer^s  or  bookseller's  device,  is  an  orua- 
'  mental  wooden  cut,  U^lerabiy  well  executed,  wherein  Time  is  represented  drawing  the 
'  figure  of  Truth  out  of  a  pit  or  cavern,  with  this  legend,  Occulta  veritat  tempore  patet* 
Percy's  Reliques  of  Antient  Poetry,  vol.  iii.    This  seems  to  have  su{|;f7ested  the  idea  in  the 


'  has  been  so  justly  censured  for  the  unnatural  manner  of  its  execution.' 


ACT  V. 


.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Crates,  Euphane$,  Neanthes,  Sosicles, 
and  Eraton, 

Euph.  T'VR  won  the  lady  to  it,  and  that 

-■■  good 
Which  is  intended  to  lier,  your  faith  only 
And  secresy  must  make  perfect;   think  not, 

sir, 
I  speak  as  doubting  it,  for  I  dare  hazard 
My  soul  upon  the  trial. 

Cra,  You  may  safely ; 
But  are  Agenor  and  Leouidas  ready 
To  rush  upon  him  in  the  act.  add  seize  him 
r  th'  heic^ht  of  his  security  ? 

Euph.  At  all  parts 
As  vou  could  wish  them. 

Cra,  Where's  the  lady? 

Evph,  There 
Where  you  appointed  her  to  stay. 

Cra.  '  fis  wisely  order'd. 

Euph^  Last,  wlien  you  have  him  sure,  com- 
pel him  this  way ; 
For,  as  by  accident,  here  FU  bring  the  Queen 
To  meet  you ;   'twill  strike  greater  terror  to 

him. 
To  be  ta'en  unprovided  of  excuse. 
And  make  more  for  our  purposes.       [Exit. 

Cra*  Come,  Neanthes ; 
Our  fames  and  all  are  at  the  stake. 

Neaa.  "^Tis  fit. 


That  since  relying  on  your  skill,  we  venture 
So  much  upon  one  game,  you  play  with  cun« 
ning, 

Enter  Theanor, 
Or  we  shall  rise  sucb  losers  as— — 

Sm.  The  prince!  [seem'd 

Cra.  The  plot  is  laid,  sir;   howsoe*er  I 
A  little  scrupulous,  upon  better  judgment 
I  have  effected  it. 

The.  Tis  the  last  service 
Of  this  foul  kind  I  will  employ  you  in. 

Cra.  We  hope  so,  sir. 

The.  And  1  will  so  reward  it 

Nean.  You  are  bound  to  that;  in  every 

family  [more 

That  does  write  lustful,  your  fine  bawd  gains 

(For,  like  your  broker,  he  takes  fees  on  bodi 

Thau  all  the  ofHcers  o'  th'  house.         [sides) 

Sot.  For  us  then 
To.  be  a  great  man's  pandars,  and  live  poor. 
That  were  a  double  tuult.     « 

Cra.  Come,  you  lose  time,  sir ; 
We  will  be  withyouinstantly:  The  deed  done. 
We  have  a  masque  that  you  expect  not. 

The.  Thou 
Art  ever  careful ;  for  Jove's  Mercury 
I  would  not  chfmge  thee.  [Exit. 

Era^  There's  an  honour  for  you.     [pimp, 

Nean.  To  be  compar'd  witli  the  celestial 
Juvc's  smock-sworn  squire,  don  Hermes. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  4, 


Cr«.  ril  deserve  it;  [now 

And,  gentlemen,  be  assur*d,  tho'  what  we  do 
Will  to  the  priace  Tlieanot  look  like  treason 
And  base  disloyalty,  yet  the  end  shall  prove, 
(When  he*s  first  taught  to  know  himself,  then 

you) 
In  what  he  judg'd  us  false,  we  were  roost  true. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  XL 

Enter  Ettpkancs,  Agetior,  Leonidas,  and 
Conon. 

Evph.  Only  make  haste,  my  lords ;  in  all 
things  else  .  [swords 

You  are  instructed:    You  may  draw  your 
For  show,  if  you  think  good,  but  on  my  life 
You  will  find  no  resistance  in  his  servants, 
And  he*s  himself  unann'd. 

Jf^e,  I  would  he  were  not ; 
My  just  rar;e  should  not  tiieu  be  lost. 

Euph,  Good  sir,  / 

Have  you  a  care  no  injury  be  done 
Unto  the  person  of  the  prince ; .  but,  Conon, 
Have  you  an  eye  ou  both;  it  is  your  trust 
That  1  rely  on. 

Con,  VVhich  I  will  disdiarge. 
Assure  your^lf,  most  faithfully. 

Euph,  For  the  lady, 
I  know  your  best  respect  will  not  be  wanting : 
Then,  to  avoid  suspicion  and  discovery, 
I  hold  it  requisite,  tliat  as  soon  as  ever 
The  Queen  hath  seen  her,  she  forsake  tiie 

place, 
And  fit  herself  for  that  which  is  projected 
For  lier  good,  and  your  honour. 

Leo,  If  this  prosper, 
Believe  it  you  have  make  a  purchase  of 
My  service  and  my  life. 

Euph.  Your  love  I  aim  at. 

Leo,  Here  I  shall  find  you  ? 

Euph,  With  the  Queen. 

Con.  Enough,  sir.  \EvU. 

Enter  Page. 
Page.  The  Queen  enquires  for  you,  my 
lord ;  I've  met 
A  dozen  messengers  in  search  of  you. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Attendants. 

Euph.  I  knew  I  should  be  sought  for.   As 
I  wish'd, 
She's  come  herself  in  person. 

Queen.  Are  you  found,  sir  ?  [thinks 

I  wonder  where  you  spend  your  hours  ;  me- 
Since  I  so  love  your  company,  and  profess 
T'is  the  best  comfort  this  life  yields  me,  mine 
Should  not  be  tedious  to  you. 

Euph.  Gracious  madam. 
To  have  the  happiness  to  see  and  hear  you. 
Which  by  yoiir  bounty  is  conferred  upon  me, 
I  hold  so'gVeat  a  blessing,  that  my  lionours 
And  wealth,  compared  to  that,  arc  but  as  cy- 
phers [don 
To  make  that  number  greater ;  yet  your  par- 
For  borrowing  from  my  duty  so  much  tmie, 


As  the  provision  for  my  sudden  marriage 
Extracted  from  me. 

Queen.  I  perceive  this  marriage 
Will  keep  you  often  from  me ;  but  I'll  bear  it. 
She's  a  good  lady,  and  a  fair,  Euphanes : 
Yet,  by  tier  leave,  1  will  share  with  her  in  you; 
I  am  pleas'd  that  in  the  night  she  shall  enjoy 

you. 
And  that's  sufficient  for  a  wife ;  the  day-time 
I  will  divorce  you  from  her. 

Leo',  [within.]  We  will  force  yoo, 
If  you  resist. 

Queen.  What  noise  is  that? 

The.  [within.]  Base  traitors  I 

Euph,  It  moves  this  way* 

Enter  Agenor,  Leonidas  mth  Theanor^  Me- 

rione  like  Belisa,  Conon,  Crates,  Neanthes, 

Sosicles,  Eraton,  and  Guard. 

Queen,  Whate'er  it  be,  I'll  meet  it; 
I  was  not  bom  to  fear.  Who's  that.^  Behza^ 

Euph,  My  wortliiest,  noblest  mistress ! 
[Exit  Mer, 

Queen,  Stay  her !  ha  ? 
All  of  you  look  as  you  were  rooted  here« 
And  wanted  motion:   What  new  Gorgon's 
head  ftues? 

Have  you  beheld,  that  you  are  all  tumM  sta- 
This  is  prodigious  !  has  none  a  tongae 
To  speak  the  cause  ? 

Leo.  Could  every  hair,  great  Queen, 
Upon  ray  head  yield  an  articulate  sound. 
And  all  together  speak,  they  could  not  yet 
Express  the  villainy  we  have  discover*d: 
And  yet,  when  witli  a  few  unwilling  words 
I  have  deliver*d  what  must  needs  be  knows, 
You'll  say  I  am  too  eloquent,  and  wish 
I  had  been  born  without  a  tongue. 

Queeri  Speak  boldly; 
For  I,  unmov'd  with  any  loss,  will  bear. 
'  Leo,  Then  know^  we  have  found  cot  the 

ravisher 
Of  my  poor  sister,  and  the  place  and  means 
By  which  th*  unfortunate,  tho*  fair  Beliza, 
Hath  met  a  second  violence. 

Euph,  This  confirms 
What  but  before  I  doubted  to  my  ruin. 
My  lady  ravish'd  ? 

Queen,  Point  mc  out  the  villain,        [this, 
That  guilty  wretched  monster,  that  hath  done 
That  I  may  look  on  him;  and  iu  mine  eye 
lie  reads  his  sentence. 

Leo,  That  I  truly  could 
Name  any  other  but  the  prince !  that  heard, 
You  have  it  all. 

Queen.  Wonder  not  that  I  shake ; 
The  miracle  is  greater  that  I  live. 
Having  endur'd  the  thunder  that  thy  words 
Have  thrown  upon  mc ! — Dar'st  thou  kneel, 
with  hope  [Theanor  kneels. 

Of  any  favour,  but  a  speed;^  death. 
And  that  too  in  the  dreadfull'st  shape  that 

can 
Appear  to  a  despairing  leprous  soul, 
If  thou  hast  any  f  No,  libidinous  beast, 


Act  5.  Scene  ).] 
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Hoxy  well  I  ral'd  myself.     Bid  the  wrong'4 
ladies  [them ; 

Appear  in  court  tomorrow;  we  will  hear 
And  by  one  act  of  our  severity, 
For  fear  of  punishment,  or  love  to  virtue. 
Teach  others  to  be  honest :  All  will  shun 
To  tempt  her  laws^  that  would  oat  spare  he^ 
sou.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  OnoSy  UncU^  and  TutoTi 

Uncle.  Nay,  nephew! 

Tutor.  Pupil,  hear  but  reason  ! 

Onos,  No;  [nour* 

T  have  none,  and  will  hear  none.  Oh,  ray  ho* 
My  honour  blasted  in  the  bud !  my  youth. 
My  hopeful  youth,  and  all  my  expectation 
Ever  to  be  a  man,  are  lost  forever ! 

Uncle.  Whyj  nephew^  we  as  well  as  you 
are  dubbM 
Knitrhts  o*  th'  pantofte. 

Tutor.  And  are  shouted  at^ 
Ktck'd,  scorn'd,  and  lau|(h*d  at,  b^  each  pagt 

and  groom ; 
Yet  with  erected  beads  we  bear  it 

Oma.  Alas,  [were  you, 

You  have  years,  and  strength  to  do  it!  but 
As  I,  a  tender  gristle,  apt  to  bow. 
You  would,  like  me,  with  cloak*  eovelopedi 
Walk  thusi  then  stamp,  then  stare. 

Uncle,  He  will  run  mad, 
I  hope,  aod  then  all's  mine^ 

Tulor.  VVhvj  look  you,  pupil, 
Tliere  are  for  the  recovery  of  your  tiono!»r 
Degrees  of  medicines :    For  a  tweak  by  the 

toose 
A  man's  to  travel  but  six  months,  then  Mow  it^ 
And  all  is  well  a^ain ;  the  bastinado 
Requires  a  iomjer  time,  a  year  or  two, 
And  then  'tis  buried.  I  grant  you  have  been 

bafiled; 
Tis  but  a  iourney  of  some  thirty  years, 
And  it  will  be  forgotten. 

Onoi.  Think  you  so  ? 

Tutors  Assuredly. 

Uncle,  He  may  make  a  shorter  cut, 
But  hang  or  drown  himself,  and,  on  my  lifei 
Twill  no  more  trouble  him. 

Ono%.  I  could  neW  endure 
Or  hemp  or  water,  chey  are  dangerous  tooli 

<»  Age.  Note  but—I  '^®  R^^'"g  ^his  speech  to  Agenor,  as  all  the  copies  do,  makes 
strange  work  with  the  following  one  of  the  Queen.  For  she  bids  Euphanes  persuade  her 
not,  ike.  But  how  coirld  he  persuade  her,  when,  by  the  old  edition,  dot  he  but  Agciior  had 
been  pleading  for  the  prince }  But  if  wc  put  Euphanes  ior  Agenor^  as  I  have  dofle^  the 
business  is  concluded,  and  all  is  right.        Syntpson, 

Mr.  Sympson,  not  the  old  copies,  makes  *  strange  work*  hefej  for  surely  the  disputed 
speech  does  not  '  plead  for  tlie  prince;'  nor  does  that  speech  at  all  suit  the  benignant  chfe 
racter  of  Euphanes,  tliough  it  does  the  enraged  Agenor.  The  pefwmawn  to  which  the  Queea 
rcfilies  must  be  delivered  in  dumb-show. 

«  An4>  run  nwvky/rom  Virtue.]  The  change  of  the  verb  into  tt  substantive,  by  the  help  of 
a  poor  hyphen,  gives  a  different  and  elegant  sense  to  this  passage,  which  was  not  one  •i 
the  clearest  before.        Sj^mpion, 

We  i>ee  no  necessity  for  th«  *,poqr  hyphen  :'  Runawav  should  bo  o»«  w«rd. 
Vol.  11.  UQ 


Thy  lust  hath  altered  so  thy  former  being, 
fiy  ileav'n  1  know  thee  not ! 

The.  Altho*  unworthy. 
Yet  stilt  1  am  your  son.  ^ 

Queen.  Thou  liesc,  liest  falsely  ! 
IVIy  whole  life  never  knew  but  one  chaste  bed, 
'Nor  e'er  desir'd  warmth  but  from  lawful  fires ; 
Can  I  be  then  the  motlier  to  a  goat. 
Whose  lust  is  more  insatiate  than  the  grave, 
And  like  infectious  air  engenders  plagues. 
To  murder  all  tiiat's  chaste  or  good  in  woman? 
The  pods  I  from  my  youth  have  servM  and 

fear'd,  [thcls; 

Whose  holy  temples  thou  hast  made  thy  bro- 
Couid  a  religious  mother  then  bring  forth 
/  6o  damn'd  an  atheist?  Ilead  but  o'er  my  life, 
My  actions,  manners ;  and,  made  perfect  in 
But  look  into  the  ^tory  of  thyself  [them. 
As  thou  art  ilow,  (not  as  thow  wert,  Theanor) 
And  reason  will  compel  thee  to  confess, 
"f  hou  art  a  stranger  to  me. 

Jge,  Note  but  how  heavy*'  [him, 

The  weight  of  guilt  is!  it  so  low  hath  sunk 
That  he  wants  power  to  rise  up  in  defence 
Of  his  had  cause. 

Ctueen.  Persuade  me  not,  Euphanes ! 
This  is  no  prince,  nor  can  claim  part  in  »rtie : 
My  sou  was  born  a  f'reeinan ;  this^  a  slave 
To  beastly  passions,  a  fugitive 
And  runawnv  from  Virtue^.    Bring  bonds 

for  him  f 
By  all  the  honour  that  I  owe  to  justice. 
He  loses  mc  for  ever  that  seeks  to  save  hira  I 
Bind  him,  t  say;  and  like  a  wretch  that 

knows  [tence, 

He  stands  condemn^  before  he  hears  the  sen- 
With  his  base  agents,  from  my  sight  remove 

him. 
And  lodge  them  in  the  dungeon !  as  a  Queen 
And  patroness  to  justice  I  comnmud  it. 
lliy  tears  are  like  unseasonable  showers^ 
And  in  my  heart  now  steeFd  can  otake  no 

entrance ; 
ThouVt  cruel  to  thyself,  fool,  'tis  not  want 
In  me  of  soft  compassion ;  when  thou  Icft'st 
I'o  be  a  son,  I  ceas'd  to  be  a  mother. 
Away  with  them !  The  children  1.  wi^l  leave 
To  keep  my  name,  to  all  posterities, 
Shall  be  the  great  examples  of  my  justice, 
The  government  of  my  country^  which  shall 

witness 
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[Act  6.  Scfnc  44 


Foryodlh  to  deal  with;  I  will  rather  follow 
My  Tuior's  counsel. 

Tutor,  Y>o*iO. 

Onos.  And  put  in 
For  my  security,  that  Til  not  i*<etUTn 
In  thirty  years,  mV  whole  *sfate  to  my  ancle. 

l/nr/i/That  1  like  well  of. 

Onos.  Still  pr6viiled,  Uncle, 
That  at  my  coining  home  you  wifl  aVIow  me 
To  bo  of  ai;e,  thiU  1  may  Call  to  account 
This  Page  that  hath  abiis'd  me. 

Uncle.  *Tis  a  match.  fprias 

Onos.  Then,  Corinth,  thtJs  the  bashful  Lam- 
Takrs  leave  of  thee;  and  for  this  little  time 
Of  thirty  years,  will  labour  all  he  can, 
Tho*  he  goes  young  forth,  to  come  home  a 
man.  [Exeunt. 

SCFA^E  IV. 
inter  Enphanes  and  Marthal. 

Euph,  Arz  your  prisoners  ready  ? 

Mar,  Wheu-it  shall  please  the  Queen 
To  call  them  fortb,  my  lord. 

Euph.  Tray  you  do  me  the  favour 
To  tell  me  how  they  have  borne  themselves 

this  night 
Of  xht\t  imprisonment  ? 

Mar.  Gladly,  sir:  Yotif  brother. 
With  the  other  courtiers,  willingly  received 
All  courtesies  I  could  oflTcr;  eat,  and  drank, 
And  were  exceeding  m\p.rry,  so  disseroblmg 
Their  guilt,  or  confident  in  their  innocence, 
That  I  much  wonder'd  at  it.  But  the  prince. 
That,  as  born  highest,  should  have  grac'd  his 
fall  ,      .  C"*^' 

With  greatest  courage,  is  so  sunk  with  sor- 
Th*tto  a  common  judgment  he  would  seem 
To  suffer  like  a  woman ;  but  to  roe, 
That  frmn  the  experience  I  havehad  of  many, 
Look  fordicr  in  him,  I  do  find  the  deep 
Consideration  of  what's  past,  mpre  frights 
Than  mwj  other  punishment.  [hmi 

Eupk,  That  is  indeed 
True  magnanimity ;  the  other  but 
A  desp'rate  bastard  valour. 

Mar\  I  pr^ss'd  to  him,  [mand, 

And,  notwithstanding  theCiueen'sstriek  com- 
(Having  your  lordship'd  promise  to  secure  me) 
Offer'd  to  free  hira  from  hi«  bonds,  which  he 
Refus'd,  with  such  a  sorrejw,  mi»*d  witli  scorn. 
That  it  ama2*d  me;  yet  I  urgM  his  highness 
To  give  one  reason  for't:  Hebrieftv  answer'd, 
Tharhe  had  sat  in  judgment  on  himself, 
And  found  Cliat  he  deserv'd  thera>  thai  he 

was 
A  ravisher.  and  so  to  suffer  like  one  j 
Which  is  ll)e  reafW)n*of  my  tears,  he  udrfefh. 
For  wer*t  not  I  again  should  break  the  laws 
By  scorning  all  their  vxpiw  can  inflict, 
I  should  die  smiliogr 

«  Lycurgus  f*enw<«/c«n«/i.]  Whatbusiness 
prooeeding,  to  conmiit  a  rape  in  one  country, 
»f  another.        SipnpMW 


Euph,  1  forbear  to  wonder 
That  you  were  mov*d  that  saw  this,  T  am  struck 
With  the  relation  so.     lis  very  well ; 
See  all  things  ready.     I  do  wish  L  could 
Send  comfort  to  tl^e  prince ;  (be  ready  with 

him) 
Tis  in  the  Queen's  breast  only,  v^hich  for  us 
To  search  into  we're  suucincss.  to  deti^rroine 
W^hat  she  thinks  lit.  [Bur  brought  in', 

Ekter  tjeonidas^  toUk  Meriane  in  white ;  Eu* 
phattex.with  Beliza  in  black;  Queen,  Jge- 

nor^  Cohon;  Murahal,  with  Theanor^  Crates^ 

Soticles,  Eraton ;  iorx/s,  ludicn,  and  guards 

Lord.  Make  way  there  for  the  Queen  ! 

Qu€en.  Read  iirst  the  law,  a^id  wliat  our 
ancestors 
Have  in  this  case  provkled,  td  dAter 
Suck-like  offenders.     To  you,  gehtle  ladicsy 
This  only :  'Would  I  could  as  wellj^ive  coiu^ 

fort. 
As  bid  you  be  secure  from  fear  or  doubt 
Of  our  displeasure  !  be  as  confident 
As  if  your  plea  were  'gaiu^t  a  common  man. 
To  have  all  right  from  us;  I  will  not  grieve 
For  what's  not  wortbray  pity.  Read  tlie  law. 

Clerk  [reading].  Lycurgus  the  nineteenth 
against  rapcs^s:  it  is  provided,  and  publick* 
ly  enacted  and  couHrmed,  That  any  man  of 
what  degree  soever,  offering  violeuccs  to  the 
chastity  ofa  virgin,  shall,  ipso  facto,  be  liable 
to  her  accusation,  and  according  to  the  said 
law  be  censur'd;  ever  provided,  that  it  shall 
be  in  the  choice  of  the  said  virgin  so  abused, 
cither  to  compel  the  offender  to  maiTy  her 
withont  a  dowry,  if  so  the  will  be  satisfied,- 
or  demanding  his  head  for  the  offence,  to 
have  that  accordingly  performed. 

Qteeen.  You  hear  this:   What  do  you  de- 

Mer,  The  benefit  [ma^id  f 

The  law  ailows  me. 

Bel,  For  the  injury 
Done  to  mine  honour,  I  require  his  head. 

Mer,  r  likewise  hove  an^  eye  upon  mine 
honoar;- 
But  knowing  that  his^  death  cannot  ruslore  it^ 
1  ask  him  for  my  husbandw 

BeL  I  was  ravibli'd. 
And  will  have  justice. 

Mer.  I  was  ravished  too; 
I  kneel  for  mercy. 

BeL  I  demand  but  what 
I'he  law  allows  me. 

Mer.  That  which  I  desire 
li  by  the  same  law  warranted. 

Bel.  The  rape 
On  me  hath  made  a  forfeit  of  his  life, 
Which  in  revenge  of  my  disgrace  I  plead  for*. 

Mer.  The  rape  on  me  gives  luc  the  privi' 
lege 
To  be  his  wife,  and  tliat  is  all  I  sue  for. 

had  Lycurgus*  laws  at  Corinth  ?  This  Ls  an  odd 
and  be  try 'd  and  condemned  fur  it  by  the  I«iw* 
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Jig€.  A  doubtful  case. 

Lisa.  Sucb  prettjr  lawyers,  jjet 
I  never  saw  nor  read  of. 

Euph.  May  the  Queen 
Favour  youjr  aweot  {>lea,  madam ! 

BeL  Is  that  justice? 
Shall  one  that  is  to  suffer  for  a  ra|)e 
Be  by  a  rape  defended  ?  Look  upun 
The  publuik  eoeniy  of  chas^ty, 
This  lustful  satyr/  whose  enrai^M  desires 
The  ruin  of  one  wretched  vtr|riti*9  honour 
Would  not  suffice ;  and  shall  the  wreck  of  two 
Be  his  protection?  May* be  1  wasravish'd 
For  his  lust  only,  thou  for  his  drfencc ; 
Oh^  <iiie  evasion  !  shall  with  suoh  a  slight 
Your  justice  be  deluded  ?  your  laws  cheated? 
And  be  that  for  one  fact  descrv'd  to  die, 
For  sinning  often,  find  impunity  ?  [wert 

But  that  I  know  thee,  I  would  swear  thou 
A  false  impostor,  and  suborned  to  this: 
And  it  may  be  thou  art,  Merionc; 
For  badst  thou  suflfer'd  truly  what  I  have  done, 
Thou  wouldst  like  tjoe  complain^  and  cidl  for 

vengeance, 
And,  our  wrongs  beini;  equal,  I  alone 
Should  not  desire  revenge :  But  be  it  so ! 
If  thou  prevail,  even  he  will  punish  it. 
And  foolish  mercy  sh^w*d  to  bim  undo  thee. 
'  Consider,  fool,  belbre  it  be  too  late,    [band. 
What  joys  thou  canst  expect  from  such  a  hus- 
To  whom  thy  first,  and  what's  more,  forced 
embraces,  "  [tasteful. 

Which  men  say  heigliten  pleasure,  were  dis- 

Mer.  Twas  in  respect  that  then  they  were 
unlawful,'  [them, 

Unblessed  by  Hymen,  and  left  stings  behind 
Which  from  the  marriage-bed  are  ever  ba- 
nished, [throne, 
Let  this  court  he  then  the  image  of  Jove's 
Upon  which  grace  and  mercy  scdl  attend. 
To  intercede  between  him  aad  his  justice; 
And. since  the  law  ullows^as  much  to  me 
As  she  can  challenge^  let  the  milder  sentence, 
Which  best  becomes  a  mother,  and  a  Queen, 
Now  overcome,  nor  let  yoi^r  wi»dom  suffer: 
In  doing  ri^ht  to  her,  I  in  my  wrung 
Endure  a  second  ravishment. 

BeL  You  can  free  him 
Only  from  that  which  does  concert^  yourself. 
Not  from  the  punishment  that*s  due  to  me ; 
Your  injuries  you  may  forj^ive,  not  mine  ; 
I  p(ead  mineown  just  wreak,  which  will  right 
both,  [tice: 

Where  that  which  you  desire  robs  me  of  jus- 
'  Ti^  that  which  I  apped  to. 

Mer    Bloody  woman,  Hive  then  ; 

Dost  thou  desire  his  punishment^  Let  him 
For  any  mnn  to  n\arry  where  he  likes  not 
Is  still  a  lingVing  torment. 

BeL  For  one  rape  fme. 

One  death's  sufficient ;  that  way  cannot  catch 

Mer.  To  you  I  iiy  then,  to  your  mercy, 
madam,  f 
Exempting  not  your  justice,  bf  but  equal ; 
And  since  in  no  regard  I  come  behind  her, 

3  G 


Let  me  not  so  be  undervalued  in        [notico 
Your  highness'  favour,  thnt  the  world  tak« 
You  so  preferred  tier,  that  in  her  behalf 
You  kiird  that  son  you  would  not  save  for  me; 
Mercy,  oh,  mercy,  mndam! 

Bel.  Great  Queen,  justice! 

Age.  With  what  a  masculine  constancy  tho 
grave  lady 
Hath  heard  them  both  ! 

Leo,  Yet  how  unmov'd  she  sits 
In  tlmt  which  most  concerns  her ! 

Con-  Now  bhe  rises ;  [ments, 

And,  having  well  wcigh*d  both  their  argu*^ 
Heftolves  to  speak. 

Euph.  And  yet  again  she  pauses: 
Oh,  (Jonou,  soch  a  resolution  once 
A  Roman  told  me  he  had  seen  in  CatQ 
Before  he  kill'd  himself. 

Queen,  'Tis  now  determin*4> 
Merione,  I  could  wish  I  were  no  Queen, 
To  give  you  satisfaction ;  no  mother, 
Reliza,  to  content  you ;  and  would  part 
Even  with  my  being,  both  might  have  their 

wishes ; 
But  since  that  is  impossible,  in  few  words 
I  will  deliver  what  I  am  reM)lv*d  on : 
The:  end  for  which  all  profitable  laws 
Were  made  looks  two  ways  only,  the  reward 
Of  innocent  good  men,  and  the  punishment ' 
Of  bad  delinquents :  Ours,  concerning  rapes, 
Provided  that  same  latter  clause  of  marnai^e 
For  him  that  had  tuirn  once,  not  thcu  fore- 
seeing [twice 
Mankind  could  prove  so  monstrous,  to  tread 
A  path  so  horrid.     The  great  law-giver 
Draco,  that  for  his  stninge  severity 
Was  said  to  write  his  stern  decrees  in  blood. 
Made  noue  for  parricides,  presuming;  that 
No  man  could  be  so  wicked :  Such  r^i^ht  be 
Lvcuri;us'  answer  (did  he  live)  for  this.    * 
But  since  I  find  thnt  in  my  son  which  was  not 
Doubted  in  any  else,  I  will  add  to  it: 
He  cannot  marry  lx)th,  but  for  both  dying* 
Eioth  have  their  full  revenue.— <  You  see,Beliza, 
You  have  your  wish.     With  you,  Merione, 
ril  spend  a  tear  or  two.    So^^  l^^avo  forgive 
thee  \                   "                   [^i^udgment,^ 

The.  Upon  my  knees  I  do  a|)prove  your 
And  beg  that  yooi  would  put  it  into  act 
With  all  speed  po,s&it)le;  only  that  I  may,^ 
Having  already  made  peace  with  myself. 
Part  so  with  all  the  world.  Princely  Agenor, 
I  asii  your  pardon.  Yours,  my  lord  £uphanes«. 
And,  Crates,  with  the  rest  too,  I  forgive  you ; 
Do  you  the  like  for  me.     Yours,  gracious 

mother, 
I  dare  n9t  ask ;  and  yet  if  that  my  death 
Be  like  a  son  of  yours,  tho'  my  life  wn^  no^ 
Perhaps  you  may  vouchsafe  it.    Lastly,  that 
Both  these  whom  I  have  wrong*d  may  wish 

niy  ashes 
No  heavy  burden,  ere  I  suffer  death. 
For.  the  restoring  of  Merioae*s  honour. 
Let  me  be  married  to.  h^r;  and  then  die 
For  you,  Beliia, 
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Olefin.  Thea  hast  mftde  in  this 
Part  of  amends  to  me,  and  to  th*  world : 
Thy  suit  is  granted.    Call  a  Flamen  forth 
To  do  this  holy  work ;  wicJi  him  a  headsman.  ■ 

Enter  Flamen  and  Eieaitioner, 
|tatse  up  thy  weeping  eyes,  Merione ; 
With  this  hand  I  confirm  thy  masriage, 
Wishing  that  now  the  gods  would  shew  some 

miracle, 
That  this  might  not  divorce  it. 

Cra,  To  that  purpose 
I  am  their  minister.    Stand  not  amazM ; 
To  ail  your  comforts,  I  will  do  tliis  wonder. 
Your  majesty  (with  your  pardon  1  must  speak 

it) 
Allow'd  once  heretofore  of  such  a  contract, 
Which  you  repenting  afterwards,  revok'd  it, 
Being  fully  bent  to  match  her  with  Agenor ; 
The  griev^  prince  k\)qwing  this,  and  yet  not 

daring 
To  cross  what  you  determined,  by  an  oath 
Bound  me  and  these  his  followers  to  do  some- 
thing [it, 
That  h^  might  once  enjoy  her ;  we,  sworn  to 
And  easily  persuaded,  being  assured 
She  was  his  wife  before  the  face  of  Hearen, 
Altho' some  ceremonious  forms  were  wanting, 
Committed  the  first  rape,  apd  brought  her  to 
him,                                                 [ceiv*d 
Which  broke  the  marriage ;  but  when  we  perr 
He  purpos'd  to  abuse  our  ready  service 
]n  trie  same  kind,  upon  the  chaste  Beiiza, 
Holding  ourselves  less  tied  to  hi^n  than  good- 
ness, 
I  made  discovery  of  it  to  my  brother,' 
)jVho  can  relate  the  rest. 
Euph,  It  is  most  true. 
(tucen^  I  would  it  were ! 
^^ph.  I(ievVy  circumstance 


It  is,  upon  my  soul :  For  this  known  to  me, 
I  won  Merione,  in  my  lady's  habit 
To  be  again  (but  willingly)  surprised ; 
But  with  Agenor,  and  her  noble  brother. 
With  my  approv'd  friend  Conon,  with  such 

speed 
She  was  pursued,  that,  the  lewd  act  scurot 

ended. 
The  prince  (assur'd  he  had  enjoy*d  Beiiza, 
For  all  the  lime  Merione*s  face  was  covered) 
Was  apprehended  and  brought  to  yuur  pre- 

s€^nce. 
But  not  'till  now  discovered,  in  respect 
I  hop*d  the  imminent  danger  of  the  prince. 
To  which  his  loose  unqueocb'd  beats  liad 

'  brought  him. 
Being  pursued  unto  the  latest  trial, 
Woulcl  work  in  him  compunction,  which  it 
has  done;  [tions. 

And  these  two  ladies,  in  their  foign'd  coutcu* 
To  your  delight  I  hope  have  iserv'd  as  mas* 
To  tiieirown  nuptials.  [quers 

Queen,  My  choice  was  worthy 
When  first  I  look'd  ^n  thee:  As  thou  bast 

ordcr'd. 
All  shuli  be  done;  and  not  the  meanest  that 
riay*d  in  this  unexpected  comedy. 
But  shall  partake  our  bounty.  And,  my  lord, 
That  with  the  rest  you  may  seem  satisfied. 
If  you  dare  venture  on  a  Queen,  not  yet 
So  far  ip  debt  to  years  but  that  she  may 
Bring  you  a  lusty  boy,  1  offer  up 
Myself  and  kingdom,  during  my  life,  to  you. 

Af^e.  It  is  a  blessiug  which  I  d^rst  not  hope 
But  with  all  joy  receive.  [for, 

AIL  We  all'appluud  it. 

Queen.  Then  on  unto  the  temple,  where 
the  rites 
Of  marriage  ended,  we'll  find  new  delighte. 

[Exe^Ht. 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BONDUCA. 


ThU  Tragedy  was  first  printed  in  the  folio  edition  of  1^47.  In  the  ye«r  1696,  a  friend  of 
<3eorge  Powell  the  player,  but  whose  name  is  now  unknown,  made  many  alterations  in 
it,  and  particularly  in  the  6rst  two  acts.  It  was  then  acted  at  the  Theatre- Royal,  and 
printed  in  quarto  in  the  same  year.  Since  that  time,  two  other  ptaysi>n  the  same  subject 
have  been  brought  on  the  stage;  one  by  Charles  Hopkins,  at  tlie  Theatre-Ruyal  in  Lin- 
coln hs  Inp,  in  the  suoceediofE  year  1697;  and  the  other  by  Richard  Glover,  £>q.  at  Drury- 
Lane  Theatre,  in  the  year  176S,  under  the  title  of  Boadicea. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


CaraTach,  General  of  the  Britons,  Cousin 
to  Bonduca, 

Kennius,  a  great  Soldier,  a  British  Cwnr 
mander, 

IIengo,  a  brume  Boy ^  Nephew  to  Ctiratuch. 

fiuETONiuSy  General  to  the  Bfimun  Army  in 
Britain. 

Pknius,  a  brave  Roman  CommafuUr,  hut  stub- 
born to' the  General. 

Junius,  a  Roman  Captain,  in  love  vith  Bon- 
ducats  Daughter. 

FifTiLLiuSy  another  Roman  Captain. 


Regulus,^ 

Macer,    r^""^»^«^«^»• 
CuIuus,    3 
Judas,    a    Corporal,    a    cowardly  hungry 


KnavC' 
Herald. — Druids, 


-Soldiers. 


BoNDUCA,  Queen  of  the  Iceniy  a  brave  Virago, 
Her  two  Daughters^  by  Prasutagus^, 

SCENE,  Britain. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  L 


Enter  Bonduea,  Ihvghters,  Henga,  Nennius, 
and  Soldieis, 

Bonduca,  •!  HE  hardy  Romans?  Oh,  ye  gods 
,      of  Britain,  [diers  I 

The  rust  of  arms,  the  blushing  shame  of  sol- 
Are  these  the  men  tliat  conquer  by  inheri- 
tance? 
The  fortune-makers  ?  these  the  Julians, 

Enter  Caratach. 
That  with  the  sun  measure  the  end  of  nature, 
Making  the  wgrld  but  one  Rome^  and  one 

Caesar? 
Shame,  how  they  flee!  Caesar's  soft  soul  dwells 

in  'cm, 
Their   mothers  got  'em  sleeping.  Pleasure 

nurs'd  *etA ;  [lurements. 

Their  bodies  sweat  with  sweet  oils,  lore's  aU 


Not  lusty  arms.    Dare  they  send  these  ta 
seek  us,  [wanton  ? 

These   Roman  girls?  is  Britain  grown   so 
Twice  we  have  beat  'em,  Nennius,  scattered 
'em;  [pikes 

And  tliro'  their  big-bon'd  Germans,  on  whose 
The  honour  of  their  actions  sits  in  triumph. 
Made  themes  for  songs  to  shame  'em :  Aud 

a  woman, 
A  woman  beat  'em,  Nennius:  a  weak  wo* 
A  woman,  beat  these  Romans !  [man. 

Car.  So  it  seems ; 
A  man  would  shame  to  talk  so. 

Bond.  Wlio'stliat? 

Car.  I. 

Bond,  Cousin,  d*you  grieve  my  fortunes? 

Car.  No,  Bonduca; 
If  I  grieve,  'tis  the  bearing  of  your  fortunes  i 
You  put  too  much  wiud  to  your  sail ;  discre- 
tion 


■  Bonduca,  Queen  of  the  Iceni,  a  brave  virago,  by  Prosulagus. 
Her  two  daughters.]  Thus  runs  the  folio  of  1679,  from  which  the  editor  of  the  ocUvo 
inconsiderately  copied.    The  reader  will  see  by  ihe  course  of  the  play,  that  the  alteration 
Hiade  here  it  undoubtedly  what  the  drawtr-up  of  the  Dramatis  Persons  intended.  Sympson. 
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[Act  1,  Scene  1« 


And  hardy  valour  are  the  twins  of  honour. 
And,  nurs*d  topeiher,  inakea.  conqueror; 
Divided,  but  a  talker.  Tisa  truth,  [routed; 
That  Rome  has  fled  before  us  twice,  and 
A  truth  we  oujiht  to  crown  the  gods  for,  lady, 
And  not  our  tont^ucs ;  a  truth  is  none  of  ours, 
Nor  in ou rends, more  tliaptJie  nob'e bearing; 
For  tlien  It  leaves  to  be  a  virtue,  lady,  * 
And  we  that  have  be^^n  victors,beat ourselves, 
When  we  insult  upon  our  houour^s  subject. 

Bond,  My  valiant  cqusin,  is  it  foul  to  say 
What  liborty  and  honour  bid  us  dp> 
And  what  the  gods  allow  us  ? 

Car.  No,  Bonduca ; 
So  what  we  say  exceed  not  what  we  do. 
You  call  the  Romans  *  fearful^  fleeing  Ro- 
mans, [sures :' 
'And  Roman  girls,  the  lees  of  tainted  pica- 
Does  this  become  a  doer?  are  they  suph? 

Bond.  They  arc  no  more. 

Car.  Where  is  your  conquest  then  ? 
Why  are  your  altars crownM  with  wreaths  of 

flowers  ? 
The  beasts  with  gilt  horns  waiting  for  the  fire? 
The  holy  Druid cs  composing  songs 
Of  everlasting  life  to  victury  ?  [game  ? 

Why  are  these  triumphs,  lady?  for  a  May- 
For  hunting  a  poor  hcrdof  wreiched  Romans? 
Is  it  no  more  ?  Shut  up  your  temples,  Britons, 
And  let  the  husbandman  redeem  his  heifers, 
Put  out  our  holy  fires,  no  timbrel  rin^, 
Let's  home  and  sleep;  for  such  great  over* 

throws, 
A  candle  bums  too  bright  a  sacrifice, 
A  glow-worm *s  tail  too  full  of  flame.     Oh, 

Nennius, 
Thou  hadst  a  noble  uncle  knew  a  Roman, 
And  how  to  speak  him,  how  to  give  him  weight 
III  both  his  fortunes. 

Bond.  By  the  gods,  I  think 
You  dote  upon  these  Romans,  Caratach ! 

Car,  Witness   these  wounds,  L  do;  they 
were  fairly  gjv'n : 
I  love  an  enemy  ;  I  was  born  a  soldier; 
And  he  that  in  the  head  on's  troop  defies  me. 
Bending  my  manly  body  with  his  sword, 
1  make  a  mistress.    Yellow-tressed  Hymen 
Ne'er  tied  a  longing  virgin  with  more  joy. 
Than  I  am  married  to  that  man  that  wounds 
me:  [battles 

And  are  not  all  these  Roman?     Ten  struck 
I  suck'd  these  honoured  scars  from,  and  all 

Roman ; 
Ten  years  of  bitter  nights  and  heavy  marches, 
(When  many  a  frozen  storm  sung  thro'  my 
cuirass. 


And  made  it  doubtful  whether  that  or  I 
W^i  Q  the  more  stiibbprn  metal )havc  Iwrooght 
thro*,  [night 

And  all  to  try  these  Romans.    Ten  times  a^ 
Tve  swam  the  rivers,  when   the  stars*  of 

Rome 
Shot  at  me  as  I  floated,  and  the  billows 
Tumbled  their  watry  ruins  on  my  slioulders. 
Charging  my  battered  tides  wiU)  troops  of 

agues; 
And  still  to  try  these  Romans,  whom  I  found 
(And,  if  I  lie,  my  wounds  be  henceforth  back- 
ward. 
And  be  you  witness, gods,  and  aU  my  dangers) 
As  ready,  and  as  full  of  (hat  I  brought, 
(Which  was  not  fear,  nor  flight)  as  valiant. 
As  vigilant,  as  wise,  to  do  and  suffer. 
Ever  advanc'd  as  forward  as  the  Britons, 
Their  sleeps  as  ^hort,  their  hopes  as  high  a» 

ours. 
Ay,  and  as  subtle,  ladj.    Tis  dishonour, 
And,  foliowM,'  will  be  impudence,  Bonduca, 
And  grow  to  no  belief,  to  taint  these  Romans. 
Have  not  I  seen  tlie  Britons— s— 

Bond.  What? 

Cur.  Disheartened,  [swifter; 

Run,  run,  Bonduca !  not  the  quick  rack' 
The  virgin  from  the  hated  ravisher 
Not  half  so  fearful ;  not  a  flight^  drawn  bome^ 
A  rpund  stone  from  a  sling,  a  lover's  wish. 
E'er  made  that  haste  that  they  have.  By  the 

gods, 
Fve  seen  these  Britons,  that  you  magnify, 
Hun  as  they  woul((  have  out-run  time,  and 

roaring, 
Basely  for  mercy  roaring ;  the  Ught  shadows, 
That  in  a  thought  scuro*erthe  fields  of  cvrOj 
Halted  on  crutches  to  'cm. 

Jfond.  Oh,  ye  powers. 
What  scandals  do  I  suffer !  ^ 

Car.  Yes,  Bonduca, 
Tve  seen  thee  run  too ;  and  thee,  Nennius; 
Yea,  run  ap^a^ce,  bcxth  ;  then  when  Pepiu^ 
(The  Roman  girl ! )  cut  thro'  your  armed  carU, 
And  drove  'em  headlong  on  ye,  dqwn  the  hiii; 
Then  when  he  hunted  ye  like  Britain  foxes. 
More  by  th^  scent  than  sight ;  then  did  I  see 
Thpse  valiant  and  approved  men  of  Britain, 
Like  boding  owls,  creep  into  tods  of  ivy, 
And  hoot  tiicir  fears  to  one  another  nightly. 

Ncn.  And  what  (lid  you  then,  Caratach  r 

Car.  1  fled^loo. 
But  not  so  fast;  your  jewel  had  been  lost  then. 
Young  Hengo there;  he traslit me, Nennius s': 
For  when  your  fears  out-run  him,  then  steptl. 
And  in  the  head  of  all  the  Roman  fury 


*  When  the  s^rs  of  B/me.]  Mr.  Theobald  in  his  margin  gives  us  thqftt  or  4^tSy  as  thinkr 
ing  the  place  corrupted.  I  have  not,  however,  ventured  to  disturb  the  text;  as  tbiuking  the 
passage  ri<^ht  as  it  stands.        Sj/mpson. 

We  think  Theobald's  coniecture  very  plausible. 

3  The  quick  rack.]  i.  e.  the  clouds. 

4  Not  a  flight]  here  means  drrwv.  So  Shakespeare,  in  Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  act  i. 
scene  J,  makes  Beatrice  say, 

*  He  (Benedick)  challeng'd  Cupid  at  the  flight,^        Sympson. 
s  Ife  trasht  me,  Nentiius.]  The  more  natural  as  well  as  usual  word  in  this  place,  sboulfl 

have 


Act  1.  Scene  1.] 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BONDUCA. 


41| 


Xook  him, ftnd^ with  my  toagb  belt,  to  my  back 
I  buckled  him;  behind  him,  my  sure  shield; 
And  theu  I  folio w'd.     If  I  say  I  fouzht 
Five  times  in  briogioe  off  this  bud  of  Britain, 
I  lie  not,  Nennius.    Neither  had  you  heard 
Me  speak  this,  or  ever  seen  the  child  more. 
But  tiiat  the  son  of  Virtue,  Penius,  [danger. 
Seeing  me  steer  tltro*  all  these  storms  of 
My  helm  still  in  my  hand  (my  sword),  my 

urow  [biy, 

Turn  d  to  my  foe  (my  face),  he  crii*d  out  no- 
Go,  Briton,  bear  thy  lion's  whelp  off  safely ; 
Thy  manly  sword  has  mnsom*d  thee ;  grow 

strongs 
And  let  me  meet  thee  once  again  in  arms ; 
Then  if  thou  stand*st,  thouVt  mine.     I  took 

his  offer. 
And  here  I  am  to  honour  him. 

Bond.  Oh, cousin,  [me! 

trom  what  a  flightof  honour  hastthouclieck'd 
What  wottldst  thau  make  me,  Caratach  ? 

Car.  Sec,  lady, 
The  noble  use  of  others  in  our  losses*,  [this. 
Does  this  afflict  you?  Had  the  llomans  cried 
And,  as  we  have  done  tlicirs,  sung  out  these 

•  fortunes^ 
Itaird  on  our  base  condition,  hooted  at  us, 
Made  marks  as  far  as  th*  earth  was  ours,  to 

shew  us 
Nothing  but  sea  could  stop  our  flights,  de- 

spis'd  u&. 
And  held  it  eqtial  whether  banqueting 
Or  beating  of  the  Britons  were  more  business, 
]t  would  have  gall'd  you. 

Bond.  Let  me  think  we  conquer *d. 

Car.  Do;  but  so  think,  as  we  may  be  con- 

quer'd ; 
And  where  we  have  fowid  virtoe,  thrf  in  those 
That  came  to  make  us  slaves,  let's  cherish  it. 
Tliere*8  not  a  blow  we   gave  since  Julius 

landed,  [cords. 

That  was  of  strength  and  worth,  bat,  like  re- 
They  file  to  after-ages.    Our  registers 


The  Romans  are,  for  nol)1e  deeds  of  honour; 

And  shall  we  brand  their  mentions  with  up** 

braidings'? 

Bond.  No  more;  I  sec  myself    Th*  hast 

made  me,  cousin,  [me. 

More  than  my  fortunes  dufst,  tor  they  abus'd 

And  wound  me  up  so  high,  I  swcll'd  with 

glory : 
Thy  temperance  has  cur'd  that  tympany, 
And  giv*n  me  health  again;  nay  more,  dis- 
cretion. •  [Uomans^ 
Shall  we  havte  peace?  for  now  I  love  these 
Car,  Thy  love  and  hate'  are  both  unwise 

ones,  lady. 
Bond.  Your  reason  ? 
Nen.  Is  not  peace  the  end  of  arms? 
Cur.  Not  where  the  cause  implies  a  genc^ 
ral  conquest : 
Had  we  a  cliff 'rence  with  stime  petty  isle. 
Or  with  our  neighbours,  lady,  for  our  land- 
marks, 
The  taking  in  of  some  reMlious  lord. 
Or  makini;  head  against  ccjmmotions. 
After  a  day  of  blood,  peace  niigjit  be  argued ; 
But  where  we  grapple  for  the  ground  we  live 
The  liberty  we  hold  as  dear  as  life,         [on, 
The  gods  we  worship,  tfnd  next  those,  our 
honours,  [battles 

And  with  those  sworrfs  that  know  no  en<>  of 
'J'hose  men,   beside   themselves,    allow  no 

neiglibour; 
Those  minds  that  where  the  day  is,  claim  in- 
heritance, 
And  where  the  sun  mak«s  ripe  the  fruits, 

clwir  harvest,  ' 

And  wl>ere  they  march,  but  measure  outmore 

J;round 
d  to  Home,  and  here  i'th'  bowels  on  us; 
It  must  not  be.     No,  aM  they  are  our  foes, 
And  those  that  must  lie  so  until  we  tire  'em; 
Let's  use  the  peace  of  honour,  that's  fair  deal- 
ing,  [man 

But  in*  our  ends  our  swords'.  That  hardy  Uo- 


have  been  trat^d,  i.  e.  *  followed  ;'  and  probably  the  line  ran  so  in  the  Authors*  MSS.  for, 
if  I  remember  right,  trash  absolutely  taken  is  not  to  be  met  with  in  the  sense  here  re- 
quired.   '    Sympson. 

*  To  trash  a  hound '  is  a  term  of  hunting  stifl  used  in  the  north,  and  perhaps  not  uncom- 
mon in  other  parts,  of  England  :  It  is,  to  correct,  to  rate. — Caratach  says,  *  It  is  very  true, 

*  Nennius,  thatt  I  Aed  from  the  Komans.     But  recollect,  I  did  not  run  ko  faat  as  you  pre- 

*  tend  :  I  soon  stood  still,  to  defend  your  favourite  youth  Ilengo:  He  stopped  myjitght,  and 

*  I  saved  his  life.*  In  this  passage,  where  trash  properly  signifies  check,  ilie  commentators 
substitute  trace;  a  correction  which  entirely  destroys  the  force  of  the  context,  and  the  spirit 
of  the  reply.         Wurton. 

'  • —  see,  lady, 

The  noble  use  (>f'  others  in  our  losses.']  i.  e.  Observe  the  noble  behaviour  of  the  Romans 
-when  they  conquer. 

7  And  shall  we  burn  their  mentions.]  The  variation  in  the  text,  proposed  by  Symp:»on. 

•  Ends  our  swtfrds.]  The  sense  seems  to  labour  here  :  wf»at  J  have  offer'd  [hoTids  foe  cndx] 
is  clear  and  absolute.    '  Let-ns  use  the  peace  of  honour,  but  not  tamely  and  submissively 

*  desire  it:  No,  let  utseek  it  with  our  swords  in  our  hands,  as  though  we  could  carve  it  out 
'  for  ourselves,  if  the  conditions  offered  are  not  honourable.'        Sj/tnpson. 

Ends  here  means  purposes :  *  We  may  deal  honourabljf,  but  wir  end  must  be  war.*'  This 
is  the  sum  of  the  whole  speech;  and  the  propriety  of  this  interpretation  iscon^-mcd  by  Bon- 
<hicft  afterwards  saying,  'The  Romao«  shall  have  worthy  z^'Sr*.' 
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That  hopes  to  graft  himself  into  my  stock, 
Must  first  begin  his  kindred  under-ground. 
And  be  allied  in  ashes. 

Bond.  Caratach, 
As  thou  hast  nobly  spoken,  shall  be  done ;   - 
And  Hengo  to  thy  charge  I  here  deliver: 
The  Romans  shall  have  worthy  wars. 

Car,  They  shall :  [stiffer, 

And,  little  sir,  when  your  young  bones  grow 
And  when  T  see  you  able  m  a  morning 
To  beat  a  dozen  boys,  and  then  to  breakfast, 
I'll  tie  you  to  a  sword. 

Hengo,  And  what  then,  uncle  ? 

Car.   Then  you  must  kill,  sir,  the  next 
valiant  Roman 
That  calls  you  knave* 

Hengo.  And  must  I  kill  but  one  ? 

Car.  An  hundred,  boy,  I  hope. 

Hengo,  I  hope  five  hundred. 

Car.  That  is  a  noble  boy !  Come,  worthy 
lady, 
liet's  to  our  several  charges,  and  henceforth 
Allow  an  enemy  both  weight  and  worth. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Junius  and  Petillius, 

Pet,  What  aifst  thou,  man?  dost  thou 

Jun,  No.  [want  meat? 

Fet.  Cluaths? 

Jun.  Neither.  For  Heav*n*s  Iovf, leave  me! 

Pe^  Drink? 

Jun,  You  tire  me. 

Pet.  Come,  it  is  driuk ;  I  know  'tis  drink. 

Jun,  Tis  no  drink. 

Pet,  I  say,  'tis  drink  ;  fur  what  affliction 
Can  light  so  heavy  on  a  soldier. 
To  dfv  him  up  as  thou  art,  but  no  drink  ? 
Thou  shalt  have  drink. 

Jun.  Trithcc,  Peiillius 

Pet,  And,  by  mine  honour,  much  drink, 
valiant  drink : 
Never  tell  me,  thou  shalt  have  drink.   I  see, 
Like  a  true  friend,  into  tliy  wajits ;  *tis  driuk; 
And  when  I  leave  thee  to  a  desolation. 
Especially  of  that  dry  nature,  hang  nie. 

Jun,  Why  do  you  do  this  to  me  ? 

Pet,  For  r  see, 
Altlio*  your  modesty  would  fain  conceal  it, 
Which  sits  as  sweetly  on  a  soldier 
As  an  old  side-saddle 

Jun.  What  do  yon  see  ?  [drink. 

Pet,  I  see  as  fair  asday  •,  that  thou  waut'st 
Did  I  not  iind  thee  gaping  like  an  oyster 
For  a  new  tide  ?  Thy  very  thoughts  lie  bare, 
Like  a  low  ebb  ;  thy  soul,  that  rid  in  sack. 
Lies  moor*d  for  waut  of  liquor.     Do  but  see 
Into  thyself;  for,  by  the  g^s,  I  do^ 
For  all  thy  body's  chap*d  and  crack'd  like 
timber. 


For  want  of  moistuii :  What  i»*t  tiu>Q  want'st 

there,  Junius, 
An  if  it  be  not  drink  f 

Jun.  You  have  too  much  on*t. 

Pet.  It  may  be  a  whore  too;  say  it  be; 
come,  meecher  »*^ 
TIiou  shalt  have  both ;  a  pretty  valiant  fellow^ 
Die  for  a  little  lap  and  lechery  ? 
No,  ic  shall  ne'er  be  said  in  our  country. 
Thou  diedst  o'  th*  chin-cough.    Hear,  thou 

noble  Roman, 
The  son  of  her  that  loves  a  soldier. 
Hear  what  I  promis'd  for  thee !  thus  I  said  s 
Lady,  I  take  thy  son  to  my  companion ; 
Lady,  I  Jove  thy  son,  tfiy  son  loves  war, 
The  war  loves  danger^  danger  drink,  driok 

discipline. 
Which  is  society  and  lechery  ; 
These  two  beget  commanders:  Fear  not,  ladyj 
Thy  son  shall  lead. 

Jun,  Tis  a  strange  thing,  Petillius, 
That  so  ridiculous  and  loose  a  mirth 
Can  master  your  aflRxrtious. 

Pet.  Any 'mirth. 
And  any  way,  of  any  subject,  Junius, 
Is  better  than  unmanly  muStiness.    [wtjtch? 
\V\mt  harm's  in  drink  ?  in  a  good  wholesome 
I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  what  error?  Yet 
It  cannot  out  of  my  head  handsomely. 
But  thou  wouldst  fain  be  drunk ;  come,  ne 

more  fooling; 
The  general  has  new  wine,  new  come  over. 

Jun.  He  nuist  have  new  acquaintance  fot 
For  I  will  none,  I  thank  ye.  [it  too, 

Pet,  «  None,  I  thank  you?' 
A  short  and  touchy  answer !  *  None,  I  thank 
Yoii  do  not  scorn  it,  do  you?  [you?' 

Ju7i,  Gods  defend,  sir  f 
1  owe  him  still  more  honour. « 

Pet,  •  None,  I  thank  you  ? '  fyou  ? ' 

No  company,  no  drink,  no  wench,  *I  thaok 
You  shall  he  worse  entreated,  sir. 

Jttn.  Petillins, 
As  thou  art  honest,  leave  me  f 

Pet.  *  None,  I  thank  you  ? ' 
A  modest  and  a  decent  resolution,       [nius^ 
And  well  put  on.    Yes;  I  will  leave  you,  Ju- 
And  leave  you  to  the  boys,  that  very  shortly 
Shall  all  salute  you  by  your  new  sirtiame 
Of  Junius  *  None  I  thank  you.'     I  would 

starve  now, 
Hang,  drown,  despair,  deserve  the  forks ", 

lie  open 
To  all  the  dangerous  passes  of  a  wench, 
Bound  to  believe  lier  tears,and  wed  her  aches, 
Ere  r  would  own  thy  follies.  I  havefoundy^uy 
Your  lays,  and  out^Ieaps,  Junius,  haunts,  and 
loiJges;  ^  [skill 

I've  view'd  you,  and  I've  found  yoa  by  my 
To  be  a  fool  o*  th'  first  head,  Junius, 
And  I  w  ill  hunt  you :  Yoa*rc  iu  love,  I  know  it; 


•  Ji  far  nt  dfiy,"]  Amended  in  1750. 

"•  Meecher,']  See  note  «  on  The  Scornful  Lady^ 

^^  Fitrkt  ]  t.  €,  Che  gidloM,       Sympson.         — 


Act  1.  Scene  S.] 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BONDUCA. 


4ir 


Pet.  W hereby  hangs  your  valour? 

Judas,  Good  tits  afford  good  blows. 

Pet.  A  good  position;  [mouth, 

[low  long  is't  since  thou  eat'st  last?  Wipe  thy 
And  then  tell  truth. 

Judus.  I  have  not  cat  to  tli*  purpose 

Pet.  *  To,tir  purpose?*  \\hat's  that?  half 

a  cow,  and  garlick  ?  [not ; 

Ye  rogues,   my  company  eat  turf,  and  talk. 

Timber  tliey  can  di^ewt,  and  fight  upon't; 

Old  mats,  and  mud  with  spoons,  rare  meats. 

Your  shoes,  slaves ; 
Dare  ye  cry  out  tor  hunger,  and  those  extant  ? 
Suck  your  sword  hilcs,  ye  slaves;  if  ye  be 

valiant, 
Honour  will  make  'em  marchpane.   '  To  the 
purpose  ? '  [tleman, 

A  grievous  penance !  Dost  thou  see  that  gen- 
That  melancholy  monsieur? 

Juu.  'Pray  you,  Fetillius! 

Pet.  He  has  not  eat  these  three  weeks. 

U  Sold.  W  has  drunk  che  more  then. 

3  Sold.  And  t!mt*s  all  one. 

Pet.  Nor  drunk  nor  slept  these  two  months. 

Judah.  Captain,  we  do  beseech  you,  as  poor 

stildiers,  [stomachs 

Men  that  have  seen  good  days,  wliosc  mortal 

May  sometime  feel  afflictions 

\To  Junius. 

Jan.  This,  Petillius, 
Is  not  so  nobly  done. 

Pet.  Tis  common  profit ; 
Urge  him  to  th'  point,  he'll  find  you  outa  food 
That  needs  no  teeth  nor  stomach !  a  straiige 
furmity  [heads, 

Will  feed  you  up  as  fat  as  hens  i'tn'  fore- 
And  make  ye  figntlike  tichoks;  to  him. 

Judas.  Captam 

Jan.  Do  you  long  to  have  your  throtfts  cut  ? 

Pet.  See  what  mettle 
It  makes  in  him :  Two  meals  more  of  this 
And  there  lies  Caratach.  [melancholy, 

Judas.  We  do  heseech  you 

2  Sold.  Humbly  beseech  your  valour 

Ju7i.  Am  I  only 
Become  your  sport,  Petillius? 

Judas.  But  to  rtnder 
In  way  of  general  good,  in  preservation——. 

*•  Flesh  and  bones  l^^ft.]  This  is  really  a  merry  description  of  a  man  hunger-starved ;  he 
was  reduced  to  flesh  und  lx>nes!  Why  "what  would  he  be  at?  Would  he  be  more  than  sof 
JUodes  of  speech  are  strangely  altered,  if  we  should  not  read  and  the  Poets  have  wrote, 

*  Skin  and  bones.^  Sj/mpson^ 

It  is  meant  to  be  a  merry  description^  as  the  rest  of  the  sccue  proves. 

*i  Ckibbals.^  A  sort  of  onions.    So  Ben  Jonson,  in  his  Gipsies  Meuimorphosed. 

*  Where  tlie  cacklers,  but  no  grunters, 

*  Shall  unca'sM  be  for  the  hunters: 
'                                    *  Thobe  we  still  must  keep  alive; 

*  f,  and  put  them  out  to  thrive 

<  In  the  parks,  and  in  thr.*  chases, 

*  And  the  finer  walled  places; 

'  As  Saint  James's,  Greenwich,  Tibbals, 
'  VVherc  the  acorns  plump  as  chibbals, 

*  Soon  shall  chaiiiie  both  kind  and  name, 

<  And  proclaim  'em  the  king's  game.'  &pnpsoiu 
Vol.  IL                                                 3  H 


You  are  ao  ass,  and  all  the  camp  shall  know  it; 
A  peevish  idle  boy,  your  dmue  shall  know  it ; 
A  wronger  of  my  care,  yourself  shall  know  it. 

Enter  Judas  and  four  Soldiers. 
Judas.  A  bean  ?  a  princely  diet,  a  full  ban- 
To  whac  we  compass.  [q'Jct, 
1  Sold.  Fight  like  hos;s  for  acorns? 
3  Sold.  Venture  our  lives  for  pig-nuts? 
Pet.  VVhat  ail  these  rascals? 

3  Sold.  J  f  this  hold,  we're  starv'd. 
Judas.  For  my  part,  friends,  [world 

Which  is  but  tv\enty  beans  a-<lay,  (a  hard 
For  officers,  and  men  of  action !; 
And  those  so  dipt  by  master  Mouse,  and 
rotten—  [fruits 

(For  understand  'em  French  beans,  wlierc  the 
Are  ripeu'd  like  the  people,  in  old  tuba) 
For  mine  own  part,  I  sny,  I'm  starv'd  already, 
Not  worth  another  bean,  consum'd  to  nothing, 
Nothing  but  flesh  **and  bones  left,  miserable: 
Now  if  this  musty  provenrfer  can  prick  me 
To  honourahle  maltcrbofatchieveuient,  Gen- 
Whv,  there's  the  pomt.  [tlenien, 

4  Sold.  I'll  fight  no  more. 

Pet.   Vou'U  hanij  then  !  [cals, 

A  soverei'j;n  help  for  hunger.  Ye  eating  ras- 
Whose  gods  are  beef  and  bi  twis !  whose  brave 

angers 
Do  execution  upon  these,  and  chibbals  *' ! 
Ye  doi»s'  heads  in  the  porridge-pot !  ye  fight 

no  more  ? 
Does  Rome  depend  upon  your  resolution 
For  eatli':,  mouldy  pic-cruat? 

3  Sold.  'Would  we  had  it ! 

Judus.  I  may  do  service,  captain. 

Pet.  In  a  fish-market.  [fighting 

You,  corporal  Curry-comb,  what  will  your 
profit  the  commonwealth  ?  d'  you  hope  to  tri- 
umph? Jler, 
Or  dare  your  vamping  valour,  goodman  Cob- 
Clap  a  new  sole  to  tli'  kingdom?  *S(leath,  ye 
You  fight,  or  not  figlit  ?               [dog-whelps, 

Judas,  ('aptain ! 

Pet.  Out,  ye  flesh-flies  I 
Nothing  but  noise  and  nastiness! 

Judus.  Give  us  meat, 
Whereby  we  may  do. 
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Jvn.  O^t  of  ray  thoiight9»  ye  slaves !' 

4  SgUl,  Or  rather  pity- 

3  Sold,  Your  warlike  remedy  agaipst  the 

maw-worms. 
Judas,  Or  notable  receipt  to.  live  by  notthipg. 
Pet,  Out  with  your  table-books  I 
Jun.  Is  this  true  friendship  ? 
Andmu$tmy  killing  griefs  make  others  May- 
games  ?* 
Stand  from  ray  sword's  pointy  shvo^!  your 

poor  starv'd  spirits 
Can  make  me  no  oblations ;  else,  oh,  J^ve, 
Thou  proudly-blind  destruction,  i  would  send 
thee  [row«. 

W'wle  hecatombs  of  hearts,  to  bleed  my  sor- 
Judas,  Aias»  he  lives  by  Ipve,  sir. 

[EjcU  Jjinius. 

Pet.  So  he  does,  sir ; 

And  cannot  you  do  so  too,?  All  my  company 

Are  now  in  love;  ne*er  think  of  niea^,  nor  talk 

Of  what  provant  is;  Ai^m^,  and  hca«ty  hey- 

hoes 
Are  sallads  fit  for  saldiers.    Live  by  meat? 
By  larding  up  your  bodies  ?  'tis  le%vd,  ^nd  Inzy, 
^And  shews  ye  mevely  murta,L>  dult;^  and  drives 
ye  [noses. 

To  fight,  like  camek,  with  baskets  at  your 
Get  ye  ijn  love !  Ye  can  whore  well  enough. 
That  all  the  world  knows ;  fastye  into  fdnnue, 
Yet  ve  can  crawl  like  crabs  to  wenghes; 

handsomely 
Fall  but  in  love' now,  as  ye  see  example, 
And  follow't  but  witUaU  your  thoughts,  pro- 
bat  urn. 
There's  so  ragch  chajjrge  sav'd,  and  youi-  hun- 
ger's elided.  [Drum  afar  off. 
Away !  I  hear  the  general.  Get  ye  in  love  all, 
Up  to  the  ears  in  love,  tliat  I  may  hear 
?^u  more  of  tliese  rude  murmurings;  and 

discretely 
Carry  your  stomachs,  or  I  prophesy 
A  pickled  rope  will  phoke  y^.    Jog,  and  talk 
not!  [Zxeunt. 

Enter  Suetonius^  Demetrius,  Dedus,dnim 
and  colours^ 
Suet.    Demetrius,  is  the  messenger  dis- 
patch'd 
To  Penius,  to  command  him  to  bring  up 
The  Volans  reeiment? 

J)em.  He's  there  by  this  time. 

Suet.  And.  are  the  hors?  well  view'd  we 

Ijrought  from  IVlona'*? 
Dec,  The  troops  are  full  and  lusty. 
Suet.  Good  PetiUius,  ,  [victuals, 

Look  to  those  eating  i;ogue8t  that  bawl  for 


And  stop  their  tHroa^  a  day  oir  two :  Prpvi* 
Waits  but  the  wind  to  reach  us.  [sioa 

i'et.  Sir,  already 
I  have  been  tampering  with  their  stomachs, 

•  which  I  find 
As  deaf  as  adders  to  delays :  Your  clemency 
Hath  made  their  murmurs,  mutinies;  nay; 

rebellions;  [uproars  I 

Now,  an  they  want  but  mustard,  they're  in 
No  oil  but  Candy,  Lusitanian  figs. 
And  wine  from  Lesbos,  now  cap  satisfy  'em ; 
The  British  waters  arc  grown  dull  and  muddy. 
The  fr^it  disgustful;  Orqnte^^s.niust  be  sought 

for, 
And  apples  from  the  Happy  Isles ;  ihetrulhis. 
They  arc  more  curious  now  in  hikving  notliin^. 
Than  if  the  sea  and  land  turned  up  thei? 

treasures. 
This  lost  the  colonies,  !\nd  gave  Bonduca 
(With  shame  we  must  re^rd  it)  time  and^ 

strength. 
To  look  into  our  fortunes  ;  great  discretion 
To  follow  offered  vict'ry;  and  last,  full  pride 
To  brave  us  to  our  teeth,  and  scorn  our  ruin^ 
Suet,  Nay,  chide  not,  good  PetiUius!  I 

confess 
My  witl  to  conquer  Mona,  and  long  stay 
To  execute  tltat  will,  let  in  these  losses: 
All  shall  be  right  again,  and  as  a  pine 
Rent  from  Oeta  by  a  sweeping  lempest. 
Jointed  again,  and  made  a  mast,  dedes 
Those  angry  winds  that  split  him;  so  will  I, 
Piec'd  to  iny  ueverr failing  strength  and  for-' 

tune. 
Steer  thro'  these  swelling  dangers,  plow  their. 

prides  up,  [pests. 

And  bear  like  thunder  thro'  their  loudest  tem- 
Thcy  keen  the  field  still? 
Dem,  Confident  and  full. 
Pet.  In  such  a  number,  one  would  swear 

they  grew  : 
Thp  hijls  are  wooded  with  their  partizans  *% 
And  all  the  vallies  overgrown  with  darts. 
As  moors  are  with  rank  rushes;  no  ground 

left  us  [fun« 

To  charge  upon,  no  rooip  to  strike.  Say  for- 
And  our  endeavours  bring  us  into  *em, 
They  are  so  infinite,  so  <?ver-springing. 
We  shall  be  kill'd  with  killing ;  of  desperate 

women,  '  [devil 

That  neither  fear  nor  shame  e  er  found,  the 
Has  rank'd  apiougst  'em  multitudes;,  s^y  tlic 

men  fail, 
They'll  poison  us  wi^h  theijr  petticoats ;  say 

they  fail,  .  [thing- 

They  ve  priests  enoug,h  to  pray  os  into  np;- 


M  Mona.]  i.  e.  the  Isle  oC  Anglesea.  j  •  i  • 

»*  Orontes.]  Our  Poets  are  sadly  put  here  in  their  choic^  of  pleasant  waters  for  dnnkmg. 
Mr.  Maundrcll  says,  the  waters  of  this  river  are  thick  and  turbid,  as  unfit  to  be  drunk,  as. 
its  fish  to  be  eaten.  Choaspes  was  undoubtedly  what  they  would  have  said,  but  trusting  to 
memory  they  made  this  mistake.  The  waters  of  this  river  were  famous  for  their  fineness, 
&c.  and  as  /Elian  tells  us' were  drunk  by  the  Persian  monar chs,  let  th<?ra  be  m  what  part  ot 
their  dominions  they  would,  Sj/wpsou, 
•*•  Partizans,]  Pikes  or  halberts. 
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Suet.  These  are  hnaginadons^  dreams  of 
nothing ; 
The  man  that  doubts  or  fears- 
Dec.  I'm  free  of  both. 
Dan.  The  self-same  I. 
Pet.  And  I  as  free  as  any 
As  careless  of  my  flesh,  of  that  wte  call  life. 
So  I  may  lose  it  nobly,  as  indifferent 
As  if  it  were  my  diet.  Yet,  noble  (general, 
tt  was  a  wisdom  l^arnM  from  you,  1  learn'd  it, 
And  worthy  of  a  soldier's  care,  most  worthy, 
To  weigh  with  most  deliberate  circumstance 
The  ends  of  accidents,  above  their  offers ; 
How  to  go  on  and  get  >7 ;  to  save  a  lioman, 
Whose  one  life  is  more  worth  in  way  of  do- 
ing, [viewing, 
llian  millions  of  these  painted  wasps;  how, 
To  find  advantage  Out ;  Low,  found,  to  follow 

it 
With  counsel  and  discretion,]eStmere  fortune 
Should  claim  the  victory. 

Suet.  Tis  true,  Pctilljus,  [tain, 

And  worthily  rcmemberM:  The  rule  is  cer- 

Their  uses  no  le^s  excellent;  hut  where  time 

tuts  off  occasions,  danger,  time  and  all 

Tend  to  a  present  peril  ***,  'tis  requir'd 

Our  swords  and  manboodb  be  best  counsel- 

lors,  [thing, 

Our  expeditions,  precedents.    TO  win  is  no- 

Where  Reason,  Time,  and  Counsel  are  our 

camp-masters :  [nuerors, 

But  there  to  bear  the  field,  then  to  be.con- 

Wherc  pale  Destruction  takes  Us,  takes  us 

beaten,  [fulls, 

In  wants  and  mutinies,  ourselves  but  nand^ 

And  to  ourselves  oui:  own  fears,  need&a  new 

way, 
A  sudden  and  a  desperate  execution : 
Here,  how  to  Save,  it  loss ;  to  be  wise,  dan- 
gerous ; 
Only  a  present  well-united  strength,        [it: 
And  minds  made  up  for  all  attempts,  dispatch 
Disputing  and  delay  here  cool  the  courage ; 
Necessity  gives  tune  for  doubts '9;  (things 

infinite, 
According  to  the  spirit  they  arcpreach'd  to ;) 
Rewards  like  thcui  ^^>  and  names  for  after- 
aged; 


Must  steel  the  soldier,  his  own  shame  help 

to  arm  him: 
And  havihg  forc'd  his  spirit,  ere  he  cools. 
Fling  him  upon  his  enemies;  sudden  and  swift. 
Like  tigers  amohgst  foxes,  we  must  fight  for*t: 
Fary  must  be  our  fortune ;  shame  we've  lost 
Spurs  ever  in  our  sides  to  prick  us  forward : 
There  is  no  other  wisdom  nor  discretion 
Due  to  this  day  of  ruin,  but  destruction ; 
The  soldier's  order  first,  and  then  his  anger. 

J)em.  No  doubt  they  dare  redeem  all. 

Suet.  Then  no  doubt  [woman 

The  day  must  needs  be  ours.  That  the  proud 
Is  infinite  in  number  better  likes  mie,  farmy 
Than  if  we  dealt  with  squadrons;  half  her 
Shall  choak  themselves^  their  own  s Words  dig 

their  graves. 
Ill  tell  ye  all  my  fears;  one  single  valour. 
The  virtues  of  the  valiant  Caratach, 
More  doubts  me  than  all  Britain:  He*s  a 
soldier  [tunes, 

So  forg'd  out,  and  so  temper'd  for  great  for- 
So  much  man  thrust  into  him,  sd  old  in  dan- 
gersj  [name 

So  fortunate  in  all  attempts,  that  his  mere 
Fights  in  a  thousand  men,  himself  in  millions, 
To  make  him  Roman !  But  no  more.  PetlUiuS^ 
How  stands  your  charge? 

Pet.  Ready  for  all  employments^ 
To  be  commanded  too,  sir. 

Suet.  'Tis  well  governed ;  [horts : 

Tomorrow  we'll  draw  out,  and  view  the  co- 
r  th'  mean  time,  all  apply  their  offices. 
Where's  Junius? 

P^t.  In's  cabin,  sick  o*  th*  mumps,  sir. 

Shet:  Hd^? 

Pet.  In  love,  indeed  in  love,  most  lameo- 
To  the  tune  of  Queen  Dido.       [tably  loving, 

Dec.  Alas,  poor  gentleman  ! 

Suet.  TrnW  make  him  fight  the  nobler. 
With  what  lady  ? 
I'll  be  a  spokesman  for  him. 

Pet.  You'll  scant  epeed,  sin 

Suet.  Whois't?  [ter, 

Pet.  The  devil's  dam^  Bonduca's  Dau^ii- 
Her  youngest,  crack'd  i'  th'  ring. 

Suet.  I'm  sorry  for  him : 
But  sure  hisowndiscretion  will  reclaim  him; 


f  get.]  *  To  go  on  dnd  g^t'  is  il  little  savourine  of  tautology ;  for  if  a  man  goei 
e  of  this  passage,  he  cannot  chuse  but  get.   r  Bht  to  go  on,  and  yet  not  lose 


«7  Go  on  and  i 
pn,  in  the  sense 

a  Roman,'  is  an  expression  which  the  words  immediaFely  following  ^ould  induce  us  to  be- 
lieve the  Poets  wrote  here.  I  have  not  however  disturbed  the  text,  and  only  humbly  oflfcf 
this  innovation  to  the  judgment  of  the  reader*.         S^pson. 

*  To  go  on  and  get*  is,  we  think,  right,  and  means  dimply  *  to  ph)ceed  with  advantage.' 

*• danger,  tirtte  and  ail 

Tend  to  a  present  peril.]  t.  e.  Danger  tends  to  a  present  danger.  Our  Poets  might  havt 
been  guilty  of  such  inaccuracy,  and  they  might  hot.  Evil  is  very  neai-  in  letter*  to  perils 
taking  away  the  py  and  might  probably  have  been  the  word.        Sewai^d. 

*9  Neceuitjf  gives  time/or  doubts.]  The  vvhole  context  seems  to  require  *  givei  iio  time  for 
doubts:* 

*  Disputing  and  deli^  here  cool  the  courage.' 
See  the  whole  speech. 

»o  Beziards  like  them.]  Thits«cms  to  be  corrupt;  or,  which  is  more  probable,  thcfe  se'fnri 
to  be  u  line  lost  herc^ 

3  H  « 
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He  must  deserve  our  anger  elite.  Good  cap- 
tains, 
Apply  yourseives  in  all  the  plea9ing  forms 
Ye  can,  unto  the  soldiers ;   6 re  their  spirits. 
And  set  'em  fit  to  run  this  action ; 
Mine  own  provisions  shall  be  shar*d  amongst 


Till  more  come  in; 
conquer. 


[Act  8.  Scene  1 
tell  'em,  if  now  they 


The  fat  of  all  the  kino:dom  lies  before  'era. 
Their  shames  forgot,  their  honours  infinite, 
And  want  forever  banish'd.  Two  days  hence. 
Our  fortunes,  and  our  bwords,  and  nods  be 
for  us !  *  [£x€iint 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  PeniuSy  Regtdvs,  Macery  andDruslus. 

Fen  T  MUST comcf  [sir. 

•*-     Macer.  So  the  general  commands, 

Pen,  I  must  bring  up  my  regiment  ? 

Macer.  Believe,  sir, 
I  bring  no  lie. 

Pen,  But  did  he  say,  I  mutt  come  ? 

Macer,  So  delivered.  [manded 

Pen.  How  long  is*t,  Regulus,  since  I  corn- 
In  Britain  here  ? 

JR^.  About  five  years,  sreat  Penius. 

Pen.  The  general  some  nve  months.    Are 
all  my  actions 
So  poor  and  lost,  my  services  so  barren, 
That  I'm  remember'd  in  no  nobler  language 
But  must  come  up  ? 

Macer.  1  do  beseech  you,  sir, 
Weigh  but  the  time's  estate. 

Pen.  Yes,  good  lieutenant, 
I  do,  and  his  that  s^vays  it.   Must  come  up  ? 
Am  I  turned  bare  centurion  ?  Must  and  shall, 
Fit  embassies  to  court  my  honour? 

Macer,  Sir 

Pen.  Set  me  to  lead  a  handful  of  my  men 
Against  an  hundred  thousand  barbarous  slaves 
That  have  march'd    name    by  name  with 

Homers  best  doers? 
Serve  'em  up  some  other  meat ;    1*11  bring 

no  food 
To  stop  the  jaws  of  all  those  hungry  wolves ; 
My  regiment's  mine  own.    I  ntust,  my  lan- 
guage? 

Enter  Curivs, 
.  Cur,  Penius,  where  lie   tJie  host? 
PeJt.   A'^here  Fate  may  find  'cm, 
C«K  Are  they  ingirt? 
Pen.  The  battle's  lost. 
Cur.  So  soon  ?  [won  ; 

Pen,  No;  but  'tis  lost,  because  it  must  be 
The  Britons  must  be  victors.  Whoe'er  saw 

«»  Like  the  sun,  exhaVd  all  valours.]  The  simile,  and  the  argument,  both  seem  to  require 
us  to  read  vapours. 

"  But  rude  and  naked,"]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

«j that  then 

Captains  irigh'd.]  The  corruption  here  is  very  evident,  but  little  trouble  will  set  all 


A  troop  of  bloody  vultures  hovering 
About  a  few  corruptcfi  carcasses, 
I^t  him  behold  the  silly  Ronmu  host, 
Girded  with  millions ot' fierce  Britain%  swaius, 
With  deatiis  as  many  as  they  have  had  hopes ; 
And  then  go  thither,  he  that  lovt-s  his  shame  [ 
I  scorn  my  life,  yet  dare  not  lose  my  name. 
Cur.  Do  not  you  hold  it  a  most  famous  end, 
Wlien  both  our  names  aud  lives  are  sacri^c'd 
For  Home's  encrease  ? 

Pen.  Yes,  Corius;  but  mark  this  too: 
What  glory  is  there,  or  what  lasting  fame 
Can  be  to  Rome  or  us,  what  full  ex  ample. 
When  one  is  smothcr'd  with  a  multitude. 
And  crowded  in  amon<;st  a  nameless  press? 
Honour  ^ot  out  of  flint,  and  on  ihcir  heads 
Whose  virtues,  like  the  sun,  exhal'd  all  va- 
lours «', 
Must  not  be  lost  in  mists  and  fo^s  of  people. 
Noteless,  and  out  of  immc,  both  i  dde  aud 

naked '^r 
Nor  can  Rome  task  us  with  impossibilities. 
Or  bid  us  fight  apiinst  a  flood  ;  w  e  servt  her, 
That  slie  may  proudly  say  she  has  good  sol- 
diers, *  [fooU, 
Not  slaves  to  choke  all  hazards.  Who  but 
Thatmakeuodiff''rence  betwixt  certain  dyinir. 
And  dying  well,  would  fling  their  fames'  aud 

fortunes 
Into  this  Britain  gulf,, this  quicksand  niiu, 
That^  sinking,  swallows  us?  what  noble  haud 
Can  find  a  subject  fit  for  blood  tliere?  or 

what  sword 
Room  for  his  execution  ?  what  air  to  cool  u<. 
But  poison'd  with  their  blasting  breaths  a;«il 

curses, 
Where  we  lie  buried  quick  above  the  gn>und, 
And  are  with  labouring  sweat,  and  breathless 

*  pain, 
Kill'd  like  to  slaves,  and  cannot  kill  aj:ain  ? 
Drus.  Penius,iiiark  autieut  wars,  aud  kuow 
that  then 
A  capti\in  weigh'd  an  hundred  thousand  men*^« 


right.  We  may  read  thus, 
Or  thus, 


•  that  then 

*  Ten  captains  weigh'd/ 
* that  ten 

*  Captains  ott^weigh'd ' The   number    has 


cither  been 
dropt 
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Pen.  Drusias,  mark  antieot  wisddm,  and 
you'U  find  theiiy 
He  gave  tiie  overthrow  that  sav'd  his  men. 
I  must  not  go. 

Reg.  The  soldiers  are  desiroas^ 
Their  eagles  all  drawn  out,  sir. 

Pen.  Who  drew  up,  Ileisulus  ? 
Ha  ?  speak  !  did  you  ?  whose  bold  will  durst 

attempt  tliisr 
Drawn  out^  why,  who  commands,  sir. ^  on 

whose  warrant 
Durst  they  advance  ? 

Reg.  1  keep  mine  own  obedience. 
Drus.  Tis  like  the  general  caussi  their  love 
of  honour, 

Relievinti:  of*  their  wants 

Pen.  VVithout  my  knowledi2;e?  [sures? 
-Am  I  no  more  ?  my  place  but  at  their  plea- 
Come,  who  did  this? 

Dnjt.  By  Heaven,  sir,  I  am  ignorant. 
[Drum  softly  icith'm^  then  enter  Soldiers 
with  drum  and  colours. 
Pen    What!    am  1   ^rown  a  shadow? — 
Hark  !  they  march.  [obedience? 

I'll  know,  ani  will  be  myself.  Stand!  Uis- 
He  thi:t  advances  one  tout  higher,  dies  for't. 
Run  thro'  the  regiment,  upon  your  duties, 
AikI  chance  Vin,  on  commnnd,  beat  back 
By  Heaven,  I'll  titlie  Vui  all  else !  [again ; 
R^g.  VVe'ii  do  our  best. 

{KreuTtt  Drus.  and  Reg. 

Pen.  Back  !    cease  your  bawling   drums 

there, 

1*11  beat  the  tubs  about  your  brains  else.  Back ! 

Do  !  speak  ivith  lesb  (ear  than  thunder  to  ye  ? 

Must  1  stand  to  beseech  ye?  Home,home ! — 

Ha! 
D'ye  stare  Upon   me?    Are  those  minds  I 

moulded, 
Those  honest  valiant  tempers  I  was  proud 
To  be  a  fellow  to,  those  great  discretions 
Made  your  names  fenr'd  and  lionourM,  lurn'd , 
to  wildfires?  [well! 

Oh,  afods,  to  disobedience?  Command,  fare- 
And  ye  be  witness  with  me,  all  things  sacred, 
I   have  no  share   in  these   men's  shames ! 

March,  soldiers. 
And  seek  your  own  sad  ruins,  your  old  Penius 
Dares  not  behold  your  raurcitrs. 
1  Sfiid.  Captain  I 
S  Sold.  Captain ! 
S  Sold.  Dear,  lionour'd  captain  I 
Pen.  Too,  too  dear-lov'd  soldiers,  [knows, 
Which  made  ye  weary  of  me,  aud  Heav'n  yet 
l*ho'  in  your  mutinies,   I  dart  not  hate  you ; 
Take  your  own  wills!  'tis  lit  yoor  long  ex* 
perience 


Should  now  know  how  to  rule  yourselves ;  I 

wrong  ye. 
In  wishing  ye  to  save  your  lives  and  credits. 
To  keep  your  necks  whole  from  the  axe  hangs 
.  o'or  ye:  [Britons, 

Alas,  I  much  dishonoured  ye ;  go,  seek  the 
And  say  ye  come  to  glut  their  sacrifices; 
But  do  notsayl  sent  ye.  What  ye  have  been. 
How  excellent  in  all  parts,  good,  and  go veniM, 
Is  only  left  of  my  command,  for  stfiry; 
What  now  ye  are,  for  pity.     Fare  ye  well ! 

Enter  Drusius  and  Regulut. 

Drus.  Oh,  turn  again,  great  Penius  J  $ee 
the  soldier 
In  all  points  apt  for  duty. 

Reg.  See  his  sorrow 
For's  disobedience,  which  he  says  was  haste, 
And  haste,  he  thought,  to  please  you  with. 

See,  captain ) 
The  toughness  of  his  courage  tum*d  to  water; 
See  how  his  manly  heart  melts. 

Pen.  Go;  beat  homeward; 
There  learn  to  eat  your  little  with  obedience; 
And  henceforth  strive  to  do  as  I  direct  ye.  • 

Macer.   My  answer,  sir.  [Exeunt  soldiers,. 

Pen.  Tell  the  great  general, 
My  companies  are  no  fa^iots  to  fill  breaches; 
Myself  no  man  that  must,  or  shall^  can  carry: 
Bid  him  be  wise,  and  where  he  is,  he's  safe 
And  when  he  finds  out  possibilities,  [then; 
He  may  command  me.  (.'oiimiend  nic  to  the 

Mactr.  All  this  I  shall  dehver.   [captains* 

Pni.  Farewell,  Macer!  [Exit* 

Cur.  'Pray  j^ods  this  breed  no  mischief! 

Reg.  Ft  must  nec<is, 
It'  stout  Suetonius  win  ;  for  then  his  anger, 
Besides  the  soldiers'  iosi  of  due  and  houour| 
Will  break  together  on  him. 

Drus.  He\  a  brave  fello\*; 
And  but  a  little  hide  his  han«;htlncss, 
(Which  is  but  sometimes  neither,   on  somtf 

causes) 
He  shews  the  worthiest  Roman  this  day  living. 
You  may,  good  Curius,  to  the  general 
Make  all  things  seem  the  best. 

Cur.  I  shall  endeavour. 
Pray  for  our  fortunes,  gentlemen ;  if  we  fall, 
This  one  farewell  serves  for  a  funeral. 
The  gods  make  sharp  our  swords,  and  steel 
our  hearts! 

Reg.  We  dare,  alas,  but  cannot  fijiht  our 
parts  '*.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Junius,  Petillius,  and  a  Herald* 
Pet,  Let  him  go  on.    Stay ;  now  he  talks* 

dropc  upon  us,  or  the  verb  suirered  a  mutilation  of  its  first  syllable :  I  am  for  the  first,  and 
have  altered  the  text  accordingly.         Sympsoti, 

We  do  not  like  either  of  these  conjectures,  and  hope  our  reading  will  meet  with  approbation. 

•*  We  dare,  alas.  &c  J  This  has  hitherto  been  made  a  continuation  of  Curius's  speech;  but 
it  is  impossible  that  this  line  and  that  which  precedes  it  should  belong  to  any  one  person. 
Curius  is  going  to  the  engagement,  therefore  properly  speaks  the  former;  but  the  latter  must 
bespoke  by  either  Drusius  or  Kegalus  (whoarasubordiaata  to  Peulus),  and  is  expressivo  of 
th«ir  discontent  at  being  kept  froni  tiw  fiekl« 
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Jbh,  WFiy,  [beauty? 

Why  should  I  love  mine  enemy  r  What's 
Of  what  strange  violence,  thatjike  the  plague, 
It  works  upon  our  spirits  ?  Blind  they  feign 
Ira  sure,  I  find  it  so—  [him ; 

jPe^.  A  dog  shall  lead  you. 

Jan.  (lis  fond  affections  blinder-^ — 

Pet.  Hold  you  there  stilt! 

/«».  It  takes  away  my  sleep — ^— 

Pet.  Alas,  poor  chicken  ! 

Jun.  My  company,  content,  almost  nly 
fashion 

Pet.  Yes,  and  youf  weight  too,  if  you  fol- 
low it. 

Jun.  'Tis  sure  the  plague,  for  no  man  dare 
come  near  me 
Without  an  antidote ;  'tis  far  worse,  hell. 

Pet,  TliouVt  damn'd  without  redemption 

Jlin.  The  way  td*t  [then. 

Strew 'd  with  fair  Western  Smiles,  and  April 

blushes. 
Led  by  the  brightest  constellations;  eyed. 
And  sweet  proportions,  envying  Heaven  ; 
but  from  thence  [us. 

No  way  to  guide,  no  path,  no  wisdom  brings 

Pet.  Yes,  a  smart  water,  Junius. 

Jun.  Do  I  fool?  fther. 

Know  all  this,  and  fool  still?  Do  I  know  fur- 
That  wheti  we  have  enjoy *d  our  ends  we  lose 

'em. 
And  all  our  appetites  afe  but  as  dreams 
\Ve  laugh  at  in  oar  ages  ? 

Pet.  Sweet  philosopher ! 

Jun.  Do  I  know  on  still,  and  yet  know 
nothing  f  Mercy,  gcids  ! 
Why  am  I  thus  ridiculous.^ 

Pet,  Mbtiey  on  thee ! 
Thou  art  an  arrant  ass. 

Jun.  Can  red  and  whltej 
An  eye,  a  nose,  a  check- 

Pet.  But  one  check,  Junius? 
An  half-facM  mistress  ? 

Jun.  With  a  little  trim,  [tnc? 

That  wanton  fools  call  fashion^  thus  abufie 
Take  me  beyond  my  reason  ?  Why   should 
not  I  [hatch'd  P 

pote  on  my  horse  well  trapt,  my  Si^ord  well 
They  are  as  handsome  thingd,  to  me  more 

Useful, 
And  possible  to  rule  too;     Did  I  btit  love. 
Yet  'twere  excusable,my  youth  would  bear  it; 
But  to  love  there,  and  that  no  time  can  ^ive 
me,  [vish'd;. 

Mine  honour  dare  not  ask  (she  has  been  ra- 
My  nature  must  not  know  (she  hutes  our  na- 
Thus  to  dispose  my  spirit !  [tJ^")> 

Pet,  Sta^  a  littll';  he  will  declaim  again. 

Jun.  1  will  not  love !  I  am  a  man,  have 
reason. 
And  1  will  use  it ;  I'll  no  more  tormenting, 


Nor  whining  for  a  wench  ;  there  are  a  thou- 

Pet,  Hold  thee  there,  boy !        [sand— - 

Jun,  A  thousand  will  entreat  me. 

Pet.  Ten  thousand,  Junius. 

Jun.  I  aft)  young  and  lustyj 
And  to  my  fashion  valiant ;  can  please  nightly; 

Pet.  Ill  swear  thy  back's />roCa<«m,  for 
I've  known  thee 
Ledp  at  sixteen  like  a  strong  stallioii. 

,Jun.  I  will  be  man  again. 

Pf/.  Now  mark  the  working !  [pound 
The  devil  and  the  spirit  tug  for^t :  Twenty 
Upon  the  devil's  hiead  ! 

Jun.  I  must  be  wretched  ! 

Pet,  1  knew  I'd  won. 

Jun.  Nor  have  1  so  much  power 
To  shun  my  fortune. 

Pet.  T  will  hunt  thy  fortune 
With  all  the  shapes  imagination  breeds, 

[Muskh 
But  T  will  fright  thy  devil.  Stay,  he  sings  now. 
[SoHgy  hi/ Junius,  ami  Petilliui  after  h'lHi 
in  fnockagt, 

Jun.  Must  I  be  thus  abus'd  ? 

Ptt.  Yes,  marry  must  you.  [read  it 

Let's  follow  him  close:  Ohj  there  lie  is;  no^ 

Herald  [reuditigj.  it  is  die  general's  com- 
mand, ttiat  all  sick  persons,  old  and  unable^ 
retire  within  the  trenches;  he  tliat  fears  has 
liberty  to  leave  the  field  ** :  Fools,  boys,  and 
coWards^iniist  not  come  near  the  regiments, 
for  fear  6(  their  infections  ;  especially  those 
cowards  they  call  lovers. 

Jun.  Ha? 

Pet.  llead  on. 

Herald  [reading].  If  any  common  soldier 
love  an  enemy,  he's  whip'd  and  made  a  slave: 
If  any  captain '^'j  cast,  «»ith  loss  of  honours; 
flung  out  of  the  army,  and  made  unable  evet 
after  to  bear  the  name  of  a  soldier. 

Jun,  Tlie  pox  consume  ye  all,  rogues ! 

fiiri*. 

Pet.  Let  this  work  ;  fgone : 

H'  has  something  now  to  chew  upon.     He*i 
Come,  shake  no  more. 

Herald;  Well,  sir,  you  may  command  me^ 
But  not  to  do  the  like  again  for  Europe ; 
I  would  have  given  my  life  for  a  bent  two^ 

pence, 
If  I  e'er  read  to  lovers  whilst  I  live  again, 
Or  come  within  their  confines 

Pet.  Tliere's  your  payuieut. 
And  keep  this  private. 

Herald.  I  am  school'd  for  talking.    [Exit, 

Enter  Demetrius. 
Pet,  How  now,  Demetrius  ?  are  we  drawn? 
DeiM.  'lis  doing ; 
Your  company  stands  fair.    But  'pray  y<ni;* 
w here's  Junius? 


«  He  thatfeurt  his  liberty.']  Amended  by  Sympson. 

*  Fools,  tii/Sy  and  lovers.]  Svinpson,  to  avoid  the  repetition  of  lovers,  readd  cowards, 
*>  CaptainyCast.]  The  restoriiig  of  the  verb  here  to  its  ancient  undoubted  right,  makes  fint 
ind  com  pleat  sense,  which  it  could  not  be  said  to  be  before  this  insertion.        Sympstm. 
Sympson  teads,  *  He's  ckst;'  but  the  verb  may  be  TQty  well  under stoodi 
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|lalf  \\i^  command  are  wanting,  with  some 
That  Decius  leads.  [forty 

Pet, .  Hunting  for  victuals.  [stomachs 

Upon  my  life,  free-bqoting  rogues !  their 
Are  like  a  widow's  lust,  pe'er  satisfied. 

Dem.  I  wonder  how  they  dare  stir,  know- 
ing the  enemy 
Master  of  all  the  country. 

Pet.  Resolute  hqngers  [ladders. 

Know  neither  fears  nor  faiths ;  they  tread  on 
Ropes,  gallows,  and  overdo  all  dangers'*. 

I)em,  They  may  be  hang*d  tho*. 

Pet.  There'^  their  joyful  supper; 
And  no  doubt  they  are  at  it. 

Dem.  But,  for  Heaven^s  sake, 
JIow  does  young  Junius  ? 

Pet.  Drawing  on,  poor  gentleman. 

Dem,  What,  to  his  end? 

Pet,  To  the  end  of  all  flesh,  woman. 

Dem,  This  love  has  ros^e  him  a  stout 

Pet,  Oh,  a  great  one,  [soldier, 

pit  to  command  young  goslings.      But  what 
news? 

Dan,  I  think  the  messenger's  come  back 
from  Benius 
By  this  time ;  let's  go  know. 

Pet.  What  will  you  say  now 
If  he  deny  to  come,  and  take  exceptions 
At  some  half  syllable,  or  sound  deUyer'd 
With  an  ill  accent,  or  some  stile  left  out  ? 

Dem.  I  cannot  think  he  dare. 

Pet,  He  dare  $peak  treason,         [do 

Dare  say  what.nq  man  dares  believe,  dares 
But  that  s  all  one :  I'll  lay  you  my  black  ar- 
'^o  twenty  crowns  he  comes  not.        [mour 

Dem.  uone. 

Pet.  You'll  pay? 

Dem.  I  will. 

Pet.  Then  keep  thine  old  ui^,  Penius ! 
"fie  stubborn  i^nd  vainglorious,  and  I  thank 

thee. 
Come,  ]et*s  go.  pray  for  six  hours;  most  of  us 
I  fear  will  trouble  Heav'n  no  more :  Two  good 
blows  [tons, 

Struck  home  i^t  two  commanders  of  the  Bri- 
And  ray  part's  done. 

Dem.  i  do  not  think  of  dying,     [metrius, 

Pet.  Tis  possible  we  may  live;  but,  De- 
With  what  btrange  legs,  auo  armst,  and  eyes, 

and  noses, 
Let  carpenters  and  copperrsmiths  consider. 
J  f  I  can  keep  my  heart  whole,  and  my  wind- 
pipe, 
That  I  may  drink  yet  like  a  soldier 

Dem.  Come,  let's  have  better  thoughts; 
mine's  on  you^  armour. 


Pet.  Mine's  in  your  pturse,  sir;  let's  go  trv 
the  wager !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  ni. 

Enter  Judas  and  hU/tmr  cQmf>anumt  (halters 
.  about  their  necks\  ^nduca^  i^er  Daugh- 
ters^ and  Nennius  following. 
Bond*  Come,  hang  'em  presently. 
Nen.  What  made  your  rogueships 
Harrying  »9  for  victuals  here  ?  are  we  your 

friends?  , 

Or  do  yon  come  for  spies  ?  Tell  me  directly. 
Would  you  uot  willingly  be  hatig'd    now  ? 
Don't  ye  long  for't  ? 
Judas.  What  say  ye?  shall  we  hang  in  this 
vein  ?  Hang  we  roust. 
And  'tis  as  good  to  dispatch  it  merrily, 
As  pull  an  arse  like  dogs  to't. 

1  Sold.  Any  way. 
So  it  be  handsome. 

3  Stjld.  I  had  as  lieve  'twere  tootlisome  too : 
But  all  agree,  and  I'll  not  stick  out,  boys  »•. 

4  Sold,  Let  us  hang  pleasantly. 
Judas.  Then  pleasantly  be't : ' 

Captain,  the  t^uth  is,  we  had  as  lieve  hang 
With  meat  in  our  moutlis,  as  ask  your  par- 
don empty. 

Bond,  These  are  brave  hungers. 
What  say  you  to  a  leg  of  beef  now,  sirrah  ? 

Judas.  Bring  me  acquainted  with  it.  and 
ril  tell  ye. 

Bond,  Torment  'cm,  wenches,(I  must  b»icfc) 
then  hang  'em.  [Exit. 

Judas.  Wehumb^y  thank  your  Grace ! 

1  Daueh,  The  rogues  laugh  at  us.    [now  ? 

8  Dough,  Sirrah,  what  think  you  of  a  wench 

Judas.  A  wench,  lady  ? 
I  do  beseech  your  ladyship,  retire; 
I'll   tell  you  presently:  You  see  t\^e  time's 
'hart ;  [science. 

On.e  craih,  even  to  the  settling  of  my  ron-» 

JNen.  Why,  is't  no  more  but  up,  boys? 

Judas.  Yes,  ride  too,  captain  ; 
Will  vou  but  see  my  seat? 

1  Daugh,  Ye  shall  be  set,  sir. 
Upon  a  jade  shall  shake  ye. 

Judas,  Sheets,  good  madam, 
Will  do  it  ten  times  better. 

t  Daugh^  Whips,  good  soldier. 
Which  you  shall  taste  before  you   hang,    to 

mortify  vow;    '  .    . , 

Tis  pity  you  'should  die  thus  desperate. 

2  Daugh,  These  are  tl)e  merry  Romans, 
the  brave  madcaps : 

Tis  ten  to  one  we'll  cool  your  resolutions. 
Bring  out  the  whips.    -     / 


«•  B/>pes,galhwSy  and  overdo  all  dangers.]  Tlie  verse  and  the  sense  here  both  seem  to  la- 
hour:  I  hope  I  have  supplied  the  one,  and  remedied  the  other.  '  To  overdo  a  danger'  is  an 
expression  I  do  not  remember,  but  *  to  overlook  one*  common.        Sympson, 

Sympson  reads, '  ropes,  gallows's,  and  overlook  all  danger.'  To  'overdo  all  danger'  is  to 
'  run  more  risques  than  the  occasion  requires.'    We  see  no  need  of  altering  tlie  old  text. 

•»  Harrying^  To  harry  is  to  plunder  or  oppress.,       Johnson* 

30  III  not  out,  boys.]  Here  seems  to  be  a  deficiency  in  the  expression,  which,  by  the  insert 
tJon  of  a  monosyllable,  I  hope  I  have  made  up.        Sympson. 
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Judas,  Would  yoor  good  ladyships 
Would  exercis*^  *em  too ! 

4  5o/rf.  Surely,  ladies'*. 
We'll  shew  you  a  strange  patience. 

Nf>n.  Hane  *em,  rascals  ! 
They'll  talk  thus  on  the  wheel. 

Enter  Coratach. 
Car.  Now,  what's  the  matter? 
What  are   these  fellows  ?  what's  the  crime 
committed, 
Trhat  they  wear  necklaces? 

Nen.  They're  Roman  rogues. 
Taken  a-forat;in^. 

C(*r,  Is  that  all,  Nennius? 
Judas.  'Would  I  were  fairly  hang'd !  This 
is  the  devil, 
Tlie  kiil-oow  Caratach. 

Car.  And  3'uu  would  hang  'em  ? 

Nen.  Are  they  not  enemies? 

1  Sold.  My  breech  makes  buttons. 

1  Dough.  Are  they  nut  our  tormentors? 
Car. '  Tormentors  ?  flea-traps ! 

Pluck  oflf  your  halters,  fellows. 

Nen.  Take  hoed,  Carauch; 
Taint  no*  your  wisdom. 

Car.  Wisdom,  Nennius?  [honours, 

Why,  who  shall  fi(rht  against  us,  make  our 
And  give  a  glorious  day  into  our  hands. 
If  we  dispatch  our  foes  thus?    What's  their 

offence  ? 
Stealing  a  loaf  or  two  to  keep  out  hunger? 
A  piece  of  grf:asy  bacon^  or  a  pudding? 
Do  these  deserve  the  gallows?    They  are 
hungry,  [starv'd  : 

Poor  hungry  knaves,  no  meat  at  home  left, 
Art  thou  nor.  hungry? 

Judas.  Monstrous  hungry. 

Car.  IJe  looks 
Like  Hunger's  self.     Get  'em  some  victuals, 
And  wine  to  cheer  their  hearts;  quick  !  Hang 
up  poor  pilchcrs  ? 

2  Sold.  This  is  the  bravest  captain—— 
N^n.  Caratach, 

rU  leave  you  tp  your  will. 
Car.  rU  answer  allt  sir, 
2  Daugh.  Let's  up  and  view  his  entertain- 
ment of  *em ! 
I  am  glad  they're  shifted  any  way ;  their 

tongues  else 
Would  still  have  murder'd  us. 

1  Daugh.  Let's  up  and  see  it !     [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bevgo, 

Car.  Sit  down,  poor  knaves!  Why,  where  s 
this  uitu-  and  victuals? 
Wbo  waits  there? 

Sf  ft).  [Within.]  Sir, 'tis  coming. 

hengo    W  tio  are  these,  u  ncle  ? 

Cor.    rhey  are  Romans,  boy. 

He  ago.  Are  these  they  .  [look 

That  vex  iiiine  aunt  so? can  these  fight?  they 
Like  empty  scabbards  all,  no  mettle  in  'em ; 


Like  men  of  clouts,  set  to  keep  crows  from 
Why,  I  dare  fight  with  these.        [orchards: 

Car.  That's  my  good  chicken  !— 
And  how  d'ye  ?  how  d'ye  feel  your  stomachs? 

Judas.  VVondrous  apt,  sir ; 
As  shall  appear  when  time  calls. 

Car.  That's  well ;  down  wirh't. 
A  little  erace  will  serve  your  turns.  Eat  softly! 
You'll  choke,  ye  knaves,  else.  Give  'em  wine ! 

Judas.  Not  yet,  sir  ; 
We're  even  a  little  busy. 

Hcngo.  Can  that  fellow 
Do  any  thing  but  eat  ?  Thou  fellow  ! 

Judas.  Away,  boy; 
Awuy ;  this  is  no  boy's  play. 

Hengo,  Hy  Heaven,  uncle,  [liant. 

If  his  valour  lie  in's  teeth,  he's  the  most  va- 

Car.  I.  am  glad  to  hear  you  talk,  sir. 

Hengo.  Good  uncle,  tell  mcj  [maos? 

What's  the  priceof  a  couple  of  crarom'd  R4)- 

Car.  Some  twenty  Britons,  boy;  these  arc 
good  soldiers. 

Hengo.  Do  not  the  cowards  eat  bard  too? 

Car.  No  more,  boy.  [hoy. 

Come,  I'll  sit  with  you  too.  Sit  down  by  me, 

Judas.  'Pray  bring  your  dish  then. 

Car,  Hearty  knaves  !  more  meat  there. 

1  Sold.  That's  a  good  hearing. 

Cur.  Stay  now,  and  pledge  mc. 

Judas,  This  little  piece,  sir. 

Car:  By  Heaven,  square  caters! 
More  meat,  I  say!    Upon  my  conscience. 
The  poor  rogues  have  not  eat  this  mouth  ? 

now  terribly 
They  chari;e  upon  their  victuals  !     Dare  ye 
fight  thus  ?  • 

Judas.  Believe  it,  sir,  like  devils« 

Car.  Well  said,  Famine! 
Here's  to  thy  general. 

Judas.  Most  excellent  captain^ 
I  will  now  pledge  thee. 

Car.  And  tonio now-night,  say  to  him, 
His  head  is  mine. 

Judas.  I  can  assure  you,  captain. 
He  will  not  give  it  for  this  washing.  • 

Car.  Well  said.  [Daughters  ehcrt. 

1  Daugh.  Here's  a  strange  en certuinincnt: 
llow  the  thieves  drink  I 

9  Daugh.  Danger  is  dry ;  they  look'd  for 
colder  liquor. 

Car.  Fill  *em  more  wine ;  give  'em  full 
bowls.     Which  of  you  all  now, 
In  recQinpcnse  of  this  good,  dare  but  give  me 
A  sound  knock  in  the  battle? 

Judas.  Delicate  captain, 
To  do  thee  a  sufficient  recompense, 
I'll  knock  thy  brains  out. 

Car.  Do  it. 

Hengo.  Thou  dar'st  as  well 
Be  darnn'd  !  thou  knock  his  brains  out?  thou 

skin  of  man? 
Uncle,  I  will  not  hear  this. 

Judas.  Tie  up  your  whelp. 


•*  Surely,  ladies.]  Seward  reads,  *  Securely,  ladies.' 
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ITeMgo.  Thou  kill  my  olurle  ?  'Would  I  bad 
but  ft  sword 
(br  thy  sitke,  thou  dried  dog ! 

Car.  What  a  mettle 
This  little  vermin  carries ! 

Htngd.  K,ill  mine  uncle .^ 

Car.  He  shall  nut,  child. 

Ilengo,  He  cannot ;  he's  a  ros^, 
An  only  eatii^  rb}j;ue;  kill  my  sweet  uncle? 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  man  ! 

Judus.  By  this  wine,  which  I 
Will  drink  to  captain  Junius,  who  loves 
The  queen's  raost  excell«ut  diajcsty's  little 

daughter 
Alost  sweetly,  and  most  fearfully,  I'll  do  it. 

Hengo.  Uiicie^  ['11  kill  hiin  with  a  great  pin. 

Car,  No  more,  boy  !  [lows ! 

I'll  pledge  thy  captain.    To  ye  all,  gOod  fel- 

2  Daugk.  In  love  with  me  ?  that  love  shall 
cost  yout*  lives  all. 
iCoine,  sister,  ai^d  advise  me ;  I  have  here 
A  way  to  make  ah  easy  con(}uest  o^*  *eni, 
1  f  fortune  fa vou r  ine.      [  Exeunt  Duugh ten. 

Car.  Let's  sec  you  sweat 
Tomorrow  blood  and  spirit,  boys,  tliis  wine 
Turn'd  to  stern  valour, 

1  Sold,  Hark  you,  Judas ; 

If  he  tkhonid  hang  us  after  aU  thid  ? 

Judai.  Let  him : 
ril  hang  like  a  gentleman,  and  si  Roman. 

Car,  Take  away  there; 
They  have  enough. 

Juelas,  Captain,  we  thank  you  heartily 
For  your  good  cheer  j  and  if  we  meet  tomor^ 
One  of  us  pays  for't.  [row, 

Car.  <5et  'em  guides;  their  wine 
lias  over-master'd  'em. 

tlnter  SecoHd  Daughter  and  a  Servant, 

2  Daugk,  Thfit  hungry  fellow  [this, 
\Vith  the  red  beard  there,  gite  it  him,  and 
To  see  it  well  deli^  er'd.   . 

Car.  Farewell,  knaves !  [^w. 

Speak  nobly  of  us;  keep  your  words  tonioN 

Enter  a  Guide: 

And  do  tomething  worthy  your  meat.    Qo, 
And  see  *eui  fairly  onward.  [guide  'cm. 

Jujus.  Meaning  me,  sir? 

Serv,  The  same.  [you 

V  The  youngest  daughter  to  the  queeti  entrcatb 
To  give  this  privately  to  captain  Junius; 
This  for  your  pains ! 

Jud4jn.  I  rest  her  hnmble  servant ;  [boya. 
Commend  rue  to  tliy  lady.     Keep  your  tiles, 

Serv,  I  roust  instruct  you  further. 

Judai,  Keep  your  tiles  there ! 
Order,  sweet  friends;  faces  about '*  now. 

Guide,  HefPj'sir; 
Here  lies  your  way. 

Judas,  filess  the  founders,  I  say  ! 
faii'ly,  good   soldiers,    fairly  march  now; 
close,  boys !  [Rrcunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

En^  Snetaniui,  PetilliuM,  Demetriuiy  Dectui, 
and  Macer, 

Suet,  Bid  me  be  wise,  and  keep  me  where 
I  am,  [uianded? 

And  so  be  safe?  not  come^  because  cou<^ 
Wasi  it  notthus? 

Macer.  It  was,  sir. 

Fet.  What  now  think  yon  >        [tasteful  ? 

Suet.  Muit  come  so  heinous  to  him,  so  diSt 

Pet,  Give  me  my  money. 

Dem,  I  confess  'tis  due,  sir, 
And  presently  I'll  p^y  It. 

Suet.  His  obedience 
So  hiind  at  his  years  and  etpcrience, 
It  cannot  find  where  to  be  tc  iider'<l? 

Macer,  Sir, 
The  renimcnt  was  willing,  arid  advancM  too; 
The  captains  at  all  points  ^teefd  up ;  Ujeir 
preparatioud  [tire. 

Full  of  resolve  and  confidence ;  yontli  and 
Like  the  fair  breaking  of  a  glorious  ^uy, 
Gilded  their  phalanx;  when  t|»e  angry  Penluil 
Slept  like  a  ston^y  cloud  *twixt  tfacra  and 

Suet,  And  stopt  their  resolutior^.  [h6pes. 

Macer.  True;  his  reason 
To  them  was  odds,  and  odds  so  infinite, 
Discretion  durst  not  look  Upon. 

Suet.  Well,  Penius,  [wiui 

I  cannot  think  tliee  coward  yet,;  and  trcache^ 
1  dare  not  think ;  th'  hast  lopt  ^  limb  off  froilt 

me; 
And  let  it  bfe  thy  glory,  thou  wis  stupbdrn^ 
Thy  wisdom,  that  thou  left'st  thy  nenoral 

naked ! 
Yet,  ere  the  sun  set,  I  Shall  make  thee  see 
All  valour  dwells  nut  in  thee,  all  command 
In  one  experience.    THou'lt  t<io  late  repent 
this,  [blv'Sbing, 

And  wibh  *  1  rauat  Come  iip  *  had  l»een  thy 

Fet.  Let's  force  him. 

Suet.  No,  by  no  means;  he's  a  torrtt^it 
We  canuot  easily  stem. 

Fet,  I  think,  a  traitor. 

Suet.  No  ill  worded  lei  his  owii  &tzrn0 
first  revile  him. 
That  wirie  I  have,  6ee  it,  neinetrius. 
Distributed  amongst  the  soldiers,        [doriefj 
To  make  'em  high  and  lusty;  when  that'i 
PedlliuS,  give  the  word  thro*,  that  the  eagle!t 
May  presently  lidvance  ;  no  man  discover, 
Upon  his  life,  the  enemies'  full  strength, 
But  make  it  of  no  value.    Dtrciiis, 
Are  your  starved  people  yet  con^  home? 

Dec.  I  hope  so.  [is  no  tim« 

Suet,  Keep  'em  in  mdre  obedieoce:  This 
To  chide,  I  could  be  angry  else,  and  say 
moi-e  to  you ;  [?»harpest^ 

But  come,  let's  order  all.    Whose  swor^  i| 
And  valour  equid  to  hia  dwofd  this  day. 
Shall  be  my  safnt. 

Fet,  W^  shall  be  holy  all  tbon.   [£icunt« 


Vot.  II. 


^  Facet  about.]  See  note  «3,  on  Scornful  Lady, 
3  1 
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Manet  I)eeius,  Snter  Judafand  his  company, 

Judas.  Captain,  Captain,  IVc  broug^ht  em 
The  drunkenest  slaves!  [off  again ; 

Dtc.  Pox  confound  your  rogueshipsT 
I'll  call  the  e;eneral,  and  have  ye  hang'd  all. 

Judus.  'Pray  who  will  you  command  then  ? 

Dtc.  For  you,  sirrah, 
That  are  the  ringleader  to  these  devices, 
Whose  maw  is  pever  cranini'd,  Til  have  an 

JitJas,  A  wench,  sweet  captain,  f engine — 

LVf .  Sweet  Judas,  even  the  forks. 
Where  you  shall  have  two  lictors  with  two 
Hammer  your  hide.       .  •      [whips 

Judas,  Captain,  good  words,  fair  words, 
'Sweet  words,  good  captain;  if  you  like  not  us, 
Farewell !  we  have  employment. 

Dec,  Where  hast  thou  been? 

Jttdus.  There  where  you  dare  not  be,  with 
all  your  valour. 

Dec,  Ware's  that? 

Judas,  With  the  best  good  fellow  living. 

1  Sold,  The  king  of  all  good  fellows. 

Dtc.  Who's  that? 

Judas.  Caratach.  [worthy! 
Sliake  now,  and  say,  we  have  done  something 
Mark  me,  with  Caratach ;  by  this  Heaven, 
Caratach!  [Caratach  I 
T>o  you  as  much  now,  an  you  dare.  Sweet 
You  talk  of  a  good  fellow,*of  true  drinking; 
Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Catarach !  Besides 
the  drink,  captain,  f^^ings, 
The  bravest  rimning  banquet  of  black  pud- 
Pieces  of  glorious  beef 

Dec,  IIow  scap'd  ye  hanging  ?     [tlemen ; 

Judas,  Hanging*s  a  dog*s  death,  we  are  gcn- 
And  I  say  still,  old  Caratach ! 
^  Dec.  Belike  then. 
You  aie  turu'd  rebels  all. 

Judas,  We're  Roman  boys  all. 
And  boys  of  mettle.  I  must  do  that,  captain. 
This  day,  this  very  day 

Dec,  Away,  ye  rascal ! 

JudaSi  Fair  words,  I  say  again  ! 

Dec,  What  must  YOU  do,  bir?         [to  do; 

Judas.  1  must  do  tfiat  my  heart-strings  yern 
But  my  word's  past.  | 
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[Acts.  Scene  1. 


Dee,  What  is  it? 

Judas,  Wby,  kill  Caratacfi. 
That's  all  he  ask'd  us  for  our  entertaiomenl^ 

^Dtc.  AXore  than  you'll  pay, 

Judas.  'Would  I  had  sold  m^lf 
Unto  the  skin  I  had  not  promis'd  it ! 
For  such  another  Caratach— 

Dec,  Come,  fool, 
Have  you  done  your  country  service  ? 

Judus.  I've  brought  that 
To  captain  Junius 

Dec.  How? 

Judas,  I  think  will  do  all ; 
I  cannot  tell ;  I  think  so. 

Dec,  How!  to  Junius? 
I'll  more  enquire  of  this.    You'll  fight  now  ? 

Judas,  Promise, 
Take  heed  of  promise,  captain ! 

Dec.  Away,  and  rank  then. 
.  Judas,  But,  hark  you,  captain ;  diere  is 
wine  distributing, 
I  would  fain  know  what  share  I  have. 

Dec,  Be  gone ; 
You  have  too  much. 

Judas.  Captain,  no  wine,  no  fighting  r 
There's  one  call'd  Caratach  that  has  wine. 

Dec.  Well,  sir,   . 
If  you'll  be  nil'd  now,  and  do  well 

Judas.  Do  excellent. 

Dec.  You  shall  have  wine,  or  any  tiling. 

Oo  file ;  [dormise, 

I'll  see  you  have  your  share.    Drag  out  your 

And  stow  'eni  somewhere,  where  they  may 

sleep  handsomely ; 
They'll  hear  a  hunt&-up  shortly. 

Judas.  Now  I  love  thee; 
Bot  no  more  forks  nor  whips ! 

Dec.  Deserve  *em  not  then. 
Up  with  your  men ;  I'll  meet  you  presently ; 
And  get 'cm  sober  quickly. 

Judas.  Arm,  arm,  bullies -I  [more, 

All's  right  again  and  straight ;  and,  which  is 
More  wine,  more  wine.    Awake,  ye  men  ot" 

Memphis. 
Be  sober  and  discreet;  we've  much  to  do, 
boys,  [Exeunt. 


ACT   HI. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  PREPARE  there  for  the  sacrifice ! 
■*•    the  queen  comes. 

Mustek.  Enter  in  9oUmmty  the  Druids 
singingy  the  Second  Daughter  strewing 
Jiowers;  then  BonducQy  Caratach,  Nen- 
fiitfs,  and  others. 

Bond.  Ye  powerful  gods  of  Britain,  hear 
our  prayers; 


Hear  us,  ye  great  revengers ;  and  thi^  day 
Take  pity  from  oor  swords,  doubt  from  our 

valours; 
Double  the  sad  remembrance  of  our  wrongs 
In  every  breast;  tlie  vengeance  due  to  those 
Make  infinite  and  endless !  On  our  pikes 
This  day  pale  Terror  sit,  horrors  and  ruins 
Upon  our  executions ;  claps  of  thunder 
Hang  on  our  armed  carts;  and  Yore  our  troops 
Despair  and  Death;  Shame  beyond  these 

attend  'em ! 
Rise  from  the  dust,  ye  relicks  of  the  dead, 


Act  !•  Sctne  1.] 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BONDUCA. 


4sr 


Whose  noblft  deeds  oar  holy  Druids  sing; 
( >h,  rise,  ye  valiant  bones !  {et  nut  base  cnrth 
Oppress  your  huuours,  V'hilst  tlic  pride  of' 

Rome  [Stories ! 

Treads  on  your  srocks,  and  wipes  out  all  your 

jS\n.    Thou  treat    liraiics^^^   whoin  our 

sacred  priests 
Armed  with  dreadful  thunder,  place  on  high 
Above  the  rest  of  the  immortal  gods, 
Send  thy  consuming  fires  and  deadly  bolts, 
^\nd  bhout  em  home ;  stick  in  e:ich  Roman 

hea<  t 
A  fear  fit  for  confusion;  b'ast  their  spirits, 
D\«eJi   in    em  to   dcstructiou;    thro'   their 

phalanx 
Strike,  as  thou  strik'^t  a  proud  tree ;  shake 

their  bodies, 
^lakc  their  strengths  totter,  and  their  top- 
Jess  '*  fortunes 
Unroot,  and  reel  to  ruin! 

I  Daugh.  Oh,  thou  Rod, 
Thou  feared  god,  if  evor  to  thy  justice 
lusnliing  uTon^s,  and  ravisfunents  of  women, 
(Women  derivM  from  thee)  their  shame»35, 

the  sufferings 
Of  those  tliat  daily  fill'd  thy  sacrifice     fme ! 
With  virgin  inccuae,  have  access,  now  hear 
>iOvir  snatch  thy  thunder  up,  now  ou  these 

Rf)uians, 
Despisers  of  ihy  power,  of  us  »!efacers, 
Jtuvenge  thyself;  tiike  to  thy  killing  answer, 
To  make  thy  great  work   tail,  thy  justice 

spoken, 
An  utter  rootin;:  from  this  blensed  islo 
Of  what  Roiue  is  or  has  been  ! 

lUmd.  Give  more  inrci-sc  ! 
The  gods  are  deaf  and  drowsy,  no  happy  flame 
Uiscs  to  raise  our  thoughts.     Pour  on. 

'i  Dauf^h,  See,  lleav*n, 
And  all  you  pow'r^  ttiac  guide  us,  sec  and 

shanjr,  , 

We  kneel  so  long  for  pity.     OVr  your  altars, 


Since  'tis  no  light  oblation  that  you  look  far. 
No  incense-offer inj;,  will  Lhang  mine  eyes  ; 
And  as  [  wear  these  stones  with  hourly  weep- 

So  will  I  melt  your  powers  into  compassion. 
This  tear  for  I^rosutugus  my  br ive  father; 
(Ye  gods,  now  think  on  U'>me  !)  this  for  my 

mother. 
And  all  her  miseries;  yet  see,  and  save  ns  ! 
But  now  ye  must  be  open-ey'd.  See,  Heaven, 
Oh,  see  thy  showVs  >rorn  from  thee;  our 
dishonour*,  [.1  amnke  from  the  aifur. 
Oh,  sister,  our  dishonours !  (Jan  yc  bo  ^ojs, 
And  tfiese  sins  smothcr'd? 

Boad,  The  fire  takes. 

Car.  It  <loes  so. 
But  no  flame  rises.   Cease  your  fretful  pray- 

Vour  whinings,  an  I  y«>ur  tame  petitions; 
The  gods  love  couru*:;e  annM  wit  U  confidence*. 
And  prayers  tit  to  pull   theui  down :  Weak 

tears 
And  troubled  hearts,  the  dull  twins  of  coKl 

spirits, 
They  sit  and  smile  at,  Ileir  how  I  sabite  'em: 
Divnje  Aiidute^s,  thou  who  hold'st  the  reins 
Of  furious  kittles,  and  dlsorder'd  war, 
.And   proudly   roll'st    tliy    swariy    chariat- 

wJKels 
Over  the  heaps  of  woiinds  and  carcasses, 
6a din;;  lliro*  seas  of  blood ;  thou  sun^stcel'd 

sternness. 
Give  us  this  day  good  hearts,  good  enemies, 
(j.)od  blow*  o'  buth  bides,  wounds  that  fear 

or  flight  [fuujrrs 

Can  claim  no  share  in ;  steel  us  botfi  vvitli 
And  v\arlike  executions  tit  thy  viewing; 
LlX  n  une  put  yn  her  be>t  strength,  aiid  thy 

Britain, 
Tiiy  iiitie  lirituin,  but  as  great  in  fortune, 
.Meet  her  ^is  str({^g  as  siie,  as   pruuil,   as 

daringl 


«  T/iuu  great  Tiranes.]  Thus  wrote  our  Authors,  though  the  antiquarians  of  latter  days 
have  not  followed  their  example. 

Mr.  Samnies,  in  his  Britannia  Antiqna  Illustrata,  culls  this^^od  TttramU  ^  Toland  in  his 
Remains,  Taram is  or  Tamnh;  but  Mr.  Baxter  allows  neither  the  one  nor  the  other.  *.Jupi- 
'  ter  Tonuns  vero  sive  TuiwAi*   Lucimo    Varanis  OwWonww  lijii;ua  dicitur.     iNain  vitio^uni 

*  esse  'lurfimiSf  BritannorUiii  hodicrna  lini^ua  clansMino   e««t  arguiaento,  cui  Tnnilrua  di- 

*  cnntur  !/«rfl«ftt,  ut  sit  sinjj,ulari  nmncro 'ilc/ra/*,'  rid,  (Jlossar.  .Antiq.  Bntaninc.  in  voc, 
Tanarus.  From  so  great  a  choice  of  names  as  1  ha\t  here  served  up,  tlie  reader  nu^tuktt 
which  pleases  him  best.         Sj//ffpsoH. 

3»  jymr  io^lLbr*  fortunrs.]  This  epithet  is  by  no  means  agreeable  to  the  context;  probably 
we  should  read  svp/ess. 

35  Their  shames  j  '^yvnpson  and  Seward,  *  The  shames.* 

'•  Jhvine  Andate.  ]  Tlie  real  name  of  this  goddess,  says  Mr.  Baxter  from  Xiphilin,  is 
not  Andate  but  Andrasta;  and  so  I  have  ventured  to  alter  the  text.         Sympson. 

Whctljcr  the  real  name  of  thegodiless  uiys  Andutc  (U*  Andiusta^  there  <'an  be  little  doubt 
but  that  the  Authors  \%  rote  And/ute  ;  and  therefore  it  is  scarce  warrantable  to  alter  it.  We 
cannot  but  observe,  that  Mr.  Glover,  who  wrote  a  tragedy  on  this  sfory,  follows  the  Au- 
thors in  tlieir  name  of  the  goddess,  act  i.  scene  1. 

*  May  stern  Andate,  way's  victorious  goddess, 
'  Again  resign  me  to  your  impious  raae, 

*  if  e'er  I  blot  my  sutienngs  fiom  rcniembrance.^  Us 

31  2 


m 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BONbUCA. 


[Act  5.  Scetif  1 


And  thvfrtook  op,  tbou  red-ey'd  god*';  who 

doe^j  be$t, 
Reward  with  honour ;  who  despair  makes  fly, 
Unarm  fot  ever,  ^d  l;rand  with  infamy  ! 
Grant  thi>,  divine  Andate!  'tis  but  justice; 
;And  my  first  blow  thus  on  thy  holy  altar 
If  sacrifice  unto  thee.  [AJlajneuriset. 

Bond,  It  flames  out.  [Miaick, 

Car.  Now  stnw,  ye  Druids.  [Song. 

iiond.  It  is  out  again. 

i^ar.  H*  has  giv'n  us  leav^  to  fight  yet;  we 
ask  no  more ; 
The  Vest  hanr;s  in  our  resolutions : 
T^mpt  bin?  no  more. 

Jhud^  I  would  know  further,  cousin. 

Car.  His  hidden  meaning  dwells  in  otir 
endeavours,  '    [st^ldier. 

Our  vaiours  are  our  best  g^xi^*     Chear  the 
And  let  him  eat. 

M€t,  I  led  at  it,  sir* 

Car.  ^\way  then ;  , 

When  he  has  doue,  let's  max^h, 

not^lady; 
This  day  the  Roman  gains  no  more  ground 
But  what  his  body  lies  in. 

Bond,  >{ow  Tin  confident. 

[Exeunt,  UccordsTi. 

SCENE  It 
inttr  JkiniuSf  Curitts^  and  X>erh/i. 

Dee.  We  dare  not  hazard  it ;  beside  our 
lives, 
It  forfeits  all  o^r  understandings. 

Jun.  Gentlemen, 
Pan  ye  fprsake  i^e  in  so  ju^t  a  service, 
A  service  for  the  comuioii wealth,  for  honour  i 
Read  bat  the  letter ;  you  may  love  too. 

Dec,  I^ead  it. 
If  there  be  any  sdfeiy  in  the  circumstance^ 
Or  likelihood  '^tis  love^  we  will  not  f^l  you ; 
iteftd  it,  good  CuritiS.' 
'  Cur.  Willingly. 

Jun.  ^{oW  mark  it. 


Come,  fear 
[hcTe, 


Cttr.  \reading.]  Ifedtb  to  thy  heart,  roy 
honour'd  Junius, 
And  all  thy  love  reiiuited!  I  am  thine, 
Thine  evcrlastingiy ;  thy  lo%'e  hi|s  won  me; 
And  let  i(  breed  no  doubt,  our  new  acquaint- 
ance 
Compels  this ;  'tis  the  gods'  depree  to  bless  us. 
The  times  arc  dangerous  to  meet,  yet  fail  uot; 
By  all  the  love  thou  hear'st  me  I  conjure  thee, 
VV^hout  distrust  of  danger,  to  come  to  me  I 
For  I  have  purpos'd  a  delivery 
Both  of  myself  and  fortune  this  ble$s*d  driy 
Into  thy  hands,  if  thoy  think'st  good.    To 

shew  thee 
How  infinite  my  love  i?,  cv'n  my  mother 
Shall  l»e  thy  prisoner,  the  day  yours  witliou^ 

hazard ; 
Fori  beireld  your  danger  like  a  lover, 
A  just  aflfecter  of  tiiy  faith:  Tliy  jroodnoss, 
I  knqw ,  will  use  us  nobly  ;  antj  our  marriage, 
If  not  redeem  *>,  yet  lessen  Rome's  am  hi  riou : 
I'm  weary  of  these  miseries.  Use  mv  mother 
(If  you  intend  to  take  her)  with  all  honour; 
And  let  this  disobedience  to.  my  parent 
Be  laid  on  love,  not  m^.     Bring  lajUi  thee, 

Junius, 
Spirits  re^olv'd  to  fetph  me  off,  the  noblest. 
Forty  will  ser\e  ^he  turn,  just  at  the  joining 
Of  both  the   battles;   we   will   be   weakly 
guarded,  [thee 

And  for  a  guide,  within  this  hour,  shall  reach 
A  fa,ithful  friend  of  mine.    The  pt>ds,  my 
Junius,  [ainvica. 

Keep  thee,  and  me  to  serve  thee  !  Young 

C^r,  This  letter  carries  much  belief,  and 
most  objections 
AnswerM  w,  we  must  have  doubted. 

J>ec.  Is  that  fellow  ' 
Conic  to  you  for  a  gu>ide  yc^? 

Jun,  Yes. 

Dec.  And  examinVl  ?  {tures,  yet 

Jun.  Far  more  than  that ;  he  has  felt  tor- 
He  vows  he  knows  no  more  than  diis  truth. 

Dpc.  Strange! 


i^Tftcrtr  fed^dGoA,]  Ajj  the  Greeks  u^  eOt^  and  the  latins  Deuij  both  for  god  and 
goddess;  so  our  Poets  here  have  taken  the  satue  liberty,  and  call  Andraj^ta  red-eu'd  Gody 
though  she  was  reallv  a  goddess.        ^^pfon.  « 

*  Redeem.]  Probfthly  we  ^hould  read,  reclaim,    jfn  this  place*  redjcem  iq  hardly  sense. 

•9 '•  and  most  ob^ctionM  '        , 

Ansojer^df  tee  must  have  dfiuht^.^  This  is  not  grammar,  without  being  made  an  imper- 
^   £ect  sentent:e ;  But  I  believe  the  original  ran  thus : 
*— and  those  objections 

*  Answer^  we  must  have  doubted.* 
or,                    '  ■  and  those 

'  Objections  answers,  which  we  must  have  doubted/ 
^*he  former  i^ake$  the  following  verses  most  complete.        Seward, 
Perhaps  we  should  read, 

*  Tins  letter  carries  much  belief,  ar^l  most 

'  Objections  answered,  c/je  we  must  hnve  doubted.* 
The  simplest  mode  of  correction  is  by  inserting  the  word  ihat^  which  was  probably  dropt 
ft  press, 

*,  This  letter  carries  much  belief,  and  most 

*  Olyettionh  answer*d  thai  we  must  have  doubted  ;* 
are  is  understood,  accordnig  to  the  tlliptical  style  of  our  Authors. 
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Cur.  If  she  menQ  yfh%X  she  writes,  asH 
may  he  probable. 
Twill  be  the  happiest  Vantage  we  can  lean  to. 

Jun.  r\\  pawn  my  soul  »ha  ni^.ans  truth. 

Dec.  Think  an  hour  more ; 
Then  if  your  confidence  grow  stronger  on  yoy, 
We'll  set  in  with  you. 

Jun.  Nobly  done !  I  thank  ye. 
Ye  know  the  time. 

Cur.  \\p  will  be  either  ready 
To  give  you  present  counsel,  qrjoin  with  you. 

Enter  Stuetonius,  Pet  ill m^  Deinetriui,  and 

]ilaccr» 

Jr</a.  No  more,  as  ye  are  gentlemen.    The 

(;eneral !.  [for  us. 

Suet.  Draw  put  apf^ce;  the  enemy  waits 

Are  ye  all  reridy  ? 

jf«n.  Ail  our  troops  attenf),  sir. 
Suet.  I'm  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  Junius ; 
1  hope  youVe  dispos3es8'd. 

Jun.  1  hope  so  too,  sir.  [you  now ! 

Suet.  Continue  so.  Apd,  gentfeii|ien,  to 
To  bid  you  6ght  is  needless;  ye  are  Romans, 
Ttje  name  will  fight  itself :  To  tell  ye  who 
You  go  toiight  against,  his  power,  and  nature, 
ilut  loss  of  time  ;  ye  know  it-i^,  know  it  poor, 
And  oft  have  made  itso :  To  tell  ye  further. 
His  body  shews  more  dreadful  than  it  has 

done, 
*To  him  that  fears  less  possible  to  deal  with. 
Is  but  to  stick  more  honour  on  your  actions, 
Load  ye  uith  virtuous  names,  and  to  your 

niemories 
Tie  never-dying  Time  ai^d  Fortune  constant. 
Go  on  in  full  assurance  !  draw  your  swords 
As  daring  and  as  confident  as  justice; 
"^^he  gods  of  Rome  figbr  for  ye ;  loud  Fame 

calls  ye, 
Pitch*d  o,n  the  topless  Apenuine^S  wber^ 
the  snow  dwells, 

*•  Yet  knaa)  it.]  Mr.  Theobald,  Mr.  Seward,  and  myself,  all  concurred  in  this  slighfc 
i|lteration  of  the  text :  Not  that  I  should  have  taken  notice  of  so  small  a  matter,  but  out  of 
a  desire  that  tiie  world  should  know  tlie  ver^  minutest  thing  tliat  Mr.  Theobald  had  done  in 
bis  intended  edition  of  pur  Authors.         Sjftnpion. 

Very  kind  to  Mr.  I'faeobald's  memory  indeed !  and  very  honourable  to  themselves  !  since; 
die  word  ^  is  not  an  <  alteration  of  the  text,'  but  the  lection  of  the  old  books.     For  an  ac*- 
^ount  of  other  fsiselioods  in  the  annotations  on  this  play,  see  p.^  431. 
4» loud  fume  calU  yey 

pitched  on  the  topku  Apennmty  mul  bhwt 

To  all  the  under  world^  all  nationtf 

The  seas,  and  unfrequented  desarts,  where  the  snow  dwells; 

Waketts  the  ruined  monuments,  and  there 

Where  nothing  but  eternal  death  and  sleep,  is, 

Informs  again  the  dead  bones.     With  your  virtues, 

Co  on,  I  say  :  Valiant  and  wise,  rule  Heaven, 

And  all  the  great  aspects  attend  'em.     Dp  (^ut  blow 

Upon^  this  enetny,  who,  bjut  ihj^t  we  want. foes,  &c.]  So  run  the  former  editions.— The 
-words  '  where  the  snow  dwells'  seem  by  some  accident  to  have  jjot  out  of  their  place.  Their 
^ranspositioii,  the  new  arr^Dj|^tncnt  of  the  verses,  and  punctuation,  wc  hope  will  be  allowed. 
to  throw  new  beauties  on  the  passage.  The  abolition  of  the  period  after  the  words  '  dead 
jK>nes'  15  also  recommended  by  Mr.  Seward  in  his  Preface. 

«•  Sparkling.]  L  e.  sc0tteriug^  See  note  »*  on  The  Loyal  Subject;  and  note  *  on  Th^ 
Uumofom  Lieuteiu^t^ 


And  blows  to  all  the  onder*world,  all  nations, 
The  seas  and  unfreqaeiited  desarts ;  wakens 
The  ruin*d  moimmcntb ;  and  there  where  no*: 

tiiinir 
But  eternal  death  and  sleep  is,  informs  again 
The  dead  bones  with  your  virtues.     Go  on, 

1  say:  [j^rea^ 

Valiant  and  wise  rule  lieav'n,  and  all  the 
Aspects !  attend  'em,  do  hut  blow  upon 
This  enefny,  who  but  that  we  want  foes, 
Cannot  deserve  that  name;  and  like  a  mist, 
A  lazy  fo«t»  l>efore  your  burning  valours 
You'll  find  him  Hy  to  nothing.  This  is  all. 
We've  swords,  and  are  the  sons  of  aiitieni 

Romans,  [auer  \ 

Heirs  to  their  endless  valours;  fight  ana  con- 
Dec.  Dtm.  It  is  done. 
Pet.  That  man  that  loves  not  this  day. 
And  hugs  not  in  his  arm^  the  noble  danger. 
May  he  die  fameless  and  forgot  !^ 

Suet.  Sufficient!  [thunder; 

Up  to  your  troops,  and  let  your  drum«»  bea^; 
Marchdose  and  sadden,  like  a  tempest:  All 

executions  [Mnrch. 

Dpne  without  spark  ling  ^^  of  the  body;  keep 

your  phalanx  [ward, 

Sure  lin'd,  and  picc'd  together,  your  pikes  for- 
And  so  march  like  ^  moving  fort.    Ere  thia 

day  run, 
W^  shall  have  ground  to  add  to  Rome,  weU 

won.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  III. 

£n/«r  Caratttch  and  Nennius, 

Nen.  Tlie  Roman  is  advancVI ;  fcom  yond^ 
hiir»  brow 
We  may  behold  him,  Carataoh.    [A  march. 
Car.  Let's  thither; 

[Drufos  within  at  one  place  afar  off\ 
I  see  tbe  dustily.    Now  I  see  the  body. 
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Observe  *cro,  Nennius ;  by  Heaven,  a  hand- 
some body. 
And,  of  a  few,  jitmngly  and  wisely  jointed  ! 
Suetonius  is  a  soldier. 
?!cn.  As  I  take  it, 
That's  he  ihat  jj.a'.lops  by  the  regiments, 
Viewing  tlicir  preparations. 

Car.  \^cry  hkely ;  [bravely 

He  shews  no  less  than  grncral.    See  how 
The   body    moves,    and   in  die   bead  how 

proudly 
llie  captains  stick  like  plumes;  be  comes 
apace  oh.  [tenant 

Good  Nennius,  go,  and  bid  my  stout  lieu- 
Bring  on  the  first  square  body  to  oppose  *em, 
And,  as  he  charges,  open  to  enclose  'em  ; 
The  queen  move  next  with  hers,  and  wheel 
about,  [vanguard  ! 

To  gain  tlieir  backs,  in  wh'ch  1*11   lead  the 
Wc  shall  have  bloody  crowns  this  day,  I  see 

by't. 
Haste  thee,  good  Nennius;  I'll   follow  in- 
stantly. [Ej;U  Nennius. 
How  close  they  march,  as  if  they  grew  to- 
gether, [March, 
No  place  but  lin'd  alike,  sure  from  oppres- 
sion ! 
They  will  not  change  this  figure ;  we  must 

charge  'em, 
And  chai-jje  *em  home  at  both  ends,  van  and 
rear ;     [ Drums  in  anof  fur  place  afar  off. 
They  never  totter  else.     I  hear  our  niusick. 
And  must  attend  it:  Hold,  good  sword,  but 
this  day,  [after 

And  bite  hard  where  I  hound  thre  !  and  herc- 
lUl  make  a  rclick  of  thee,  for  young  holdiccs 
To  come  like  pilgrims  to,  and  kiss  for  con- 
quests. lExit, 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Junius,  Curius,  and  Decius, 
Jun.  Now  is  the  time :  the  ftUow  stays. 
Dec.  What  think  ye? 
Cur.  I  think  'tis  true. 
Jun.  Alas,  if 'twere  a  questiop. 
If  any  doubt  or  hazard  fell  into't, 
i^ye  think  mine  own  discretion  so  self-blind, 
My  care  of  ye  so  naked,  to  run  headlong? 
Dec.  Let's  take  Petillius  with  us ! 
Jujt.  By  no  means :  [ous, 

He's  never  wise  but  to  himself,  nor  courte- 
But  where  the  end's  his  own  :  We're  strong 

enough, 
If  not  too  many.     Behind  yonder  bill, 
The  fel(o\v  tells  me>    she  attends,  weak 

guarded. 
Her  mother  and  her  sister. 
Cur.  I  would  venture. 


Jun.  We  sb^U  not  strike  fire  blows  for't. 
Weigh  the  good, 
The  genend  good  may  come. 
Dec,  Away  !  I'll  with  ye; 
But  with  what  doubt*-- — 

Jun.  Fear  not ;  my  soiil  for  nil ! 

[Exeunt.  Aiatms,  dt^ms  an*l  trutppeit 
in  sevrrul  places  hjar  off,  as  at  u 
main  batile. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Drusius  and  Penius  abort. 

Drus.  Here  yon  may  see  'cm  all,  sir ;  from 
The  country  shews  oiF  level.  [this  hill 

Pen.  Gods  defend  me. 
What  multitudes  they  arc,  m  hat  infinites ! 
The  Roman  power  shtiws  like  a  little  star 
Hedg'd  wii  h  a  double  halo  «. — Ndw  t  he  knell 
rings :  [  I^fmH  shoutt. 

Hark,  how  they  shout  to  th'  battle !  how  the 

air 
Totters  and  reels,  and  rends  apieccs,  Drusiu«, 
With  the  hnge-voliied  clamours ! 

Drus.  Now  they  charge 
(Oh,  gods  I)  of  all  sides,  fearfully. 

Pen.  Little  Rome, 
Stand  Kut  this  growing  Hydra  one  short  hour, 
And  thoii  hast  out-done  Hercules ! 

DruJt.  The  dust 
Hides  'em;  we  cannot  see  what  follows. 

Pen.  TheyVe  gone, 
Gone,  s\^aliow*d,  Drusius;  this  eternal  sun 
Shall  never  see  *em  march  more. 

Dfus.  Oh,  turn  this  way, 
And  see  a  model  of  the  field  !  some  forty. 
Against  four  hundred  ! 

Pen.  Well  fought,  bravely  foHow'd  ! 
Oh,  nobly  charg'd  again,  charg'd  home  too ! 

Drusius, 
They  seem  to  carry  it.  Now  they  charge  all ; 

[lAntd  shouts. 
Close,  c]o*>e,  I  say !  they  follow  it.  Ye  gods. 
Can  there  he  more  in  men?  more  daring 

spirits? 
Still  they  umke  good  their  fortunes.     Now 

they're  gone  too. 
For  ever  gone  I  see,  Drusius,  at  tht  ir  hacks 
A  fearful  ambush  rises.     Farewell,  valour;?, 
Excellent  vidours!  oh,  Rome,  where's  thy 

Dtus.  They're  gone  indeed,  sir.  [wisdom  ? 

Pen.  Look  out  toward  the  army ; 
I'm  hpavy  with  these  slaughters. 

Drus.  'Tis  the  same  still, 
Covcr'd  with  dust  and  fury. 

Enter  the  two  Daughters,  teith  Junius,  Cu* 
rius,  Decius,  Soldiers,  andStroants. 
2  Daugh.  Bring  'em  in ; 
Tie  'cm,  and  then  unarm  'em. 


'little  st(.r 


Hedgd  with  a  double  hollow.]  Thus  the  octavo  of  1711 :  The  folio  of  1679  has  hollo,  thai 
of  1647  halloa;  which  last  led  me  to  conjecture  the  real  word  was  halo,  a  well-known  term 
in  astronomy,  and  to  my  great  plciisurc  I  found  afterward,  Mr.  Theobald  had  placed  this 
very  correction  in  his  margin.        St/mpson. 
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1  Daugh,  Valiant  Romans, 
YeVc  welcome  to  your  loves! 

a  Davgh,  Your  death,  fools! 

Dtc.  VVe  deserve  'em ; 
And,  women,  do  your  worst. 

1  Dttugh.  Ye  need  not  be^  it. 

2  Daugh.  Which  is  kind  Junius? 
Serv.  This. 

2  Daugh.  Are  you  my  sweetheart? 
It  looks  ill  on*t !  iiow  hinv  is*t,  pretty  soul, 
Siuce  you  and  I  first  lovM  ?  Had  we  not  rea- 
7  o  dote  extremely  upon  one  another  ?  [son 
How  does  my  lover  This  is  not  he  ;  my 
Could  pnite  finely^  sing  a  love-song,  [chicken 

Jun.  Monster 

S  Daugh.  Oh,  now  it  courts ! 

Jun.  Arm'd  with  more  malice 
Than  he  that  got  thee  has,  the  devil. 

9  Daugh,  Good ! 
Proceed,  sweet  chick. 

Jun.  I  hate  thee;  that's  my  last. 

a  Daugh.  Nay,  an  you  love  me,  forward ! 
— No?  Come,  sister, 
Let*s  prick  our  answers  on  our  arrows*  points, 
And  make  'em  laugh  a  liltie,    Ye  damn'd  le- 
chers. 
Ye  proud  impxovident  fools,  have  we  now 
caught  ye?  [creatures, 

Are  ye  i'  th'  noose  ?  Since  ye're  such  lovinj; 
We'll  be  your  Cupids:  Do  ye  see  these  arrows? 
We'll  send  them  to  your  wanton  livers,  goats. 

]  Daugh,  Oh,   how  I'll  trample  on  your 
hearts,  ye  villains,  [sins! 

Ambitious  salt-itch  slaves,  Rome's  master- 
Tbe  mountain-rams  tupt  your  hot  mothers. 
r    2  Daugh.  Dogs,  [suck! 

To  whose  brave  founders  a  salt  whore  gave 
Thieves,  honour's  hangmen,  do  ye  grin  ?  Per- 
dition 
Take  me  for  ever,  if  in  my  fell  anger** 
I  do  not  out-do  all  example. 

Enter  Caratach, 

Car.  Where,  [ter! 

Where  are  these  ladies  ?  Ye  keep  noble  quar- 
Ybur  mother  thinks  you  dead  or  taken,  upon 
which  [faces 

She  will  not  move  her  battle.— Sure  these 
I  have  beheld  and  known ;  theyVe  Roman 
How  came  they  here?  [leaders ! 

JS  Daugh.  A  trick,  sir,  that  we  us'd ; 
A  certain  policy  conducted  'em 


Unto  our  snare :  We've  done  you  no  small 

service. 
Tiiese  us'd  as  we  intend,  we  are  for  th' battle. 
Car.  As  you  intend  ?  Taken  by  treaciiery  ? 

1  Duugh.  Is't  not  allowed  ? 

Car.  Those  that  should  p\t\  oar  conquest, 
Make  up  a  battle  worthy  of  oar  winning, 
Catch'd  up  by  craft  ? 

2  Daugh.  )Ay  any  means  that's  lawful. 
Cdr.  A  woman's  wisdom  in  our  triumphs? 

Out!  '      .  [swords 

Out,  out,  ye  sluts**,  ye  follies!  From  our 
Filch  our  revenges  basely  ? — Arm  again,  gen- 
Soldiers,  i  charsje  ye  help  'ei\i.         [tiemeu  ! 

2  Daugh.  By  Heaven,  Uncle, 
We  will  have  vengeance  for  our  rapes! 

Car.  By  Heaven,  [Dispatch  there ! 

Ye  should  have  kept  your  legs  close  then. 

1  Daugh.  I  will  not  oflf  thus  ! 

Car.  He  that  stirs  to  execute,  [rac. 

Or  she,  tho'  it  be  yourselves,  by  him  that  got 
Shall  quickly  feel  mine  anger!  One  great  day 

giverf  us,  [basely, 

Not  to  be  snatch'd  out  of  our  hands  but 
And  must  we  shhme  the  gods  from  whence 

we  have  it,  [first, 

With  setting  snares  for  soldiers?  I'll  run  away 
Be  hooted  at,  and  children  cull  me  coward, 
Before  I  sot  up  stales  for  victories  *^. 
Give  'cm  their  swords. 

2  Daugh.  Oh,  Gods ! 
Car,  Bear  off  the  women 

Unto  their  mother  I 

2  Davgh.  One  shot,  gentle  uncle ! 

Car.  One  cut  her  fiddie-striug !  Bear  >!■ 

off,  1  say. 
1  Daugh.  The  devil  take  this  fortune ! 
Car.  Learn  to  spin,     [Exeunt  Daughters. 
And  curse  your  knotted  hemp  I — Go,  gentle- 
men, 
Safely  go  off,  up  to  your  troops;  be  wiser; 
There  thank  me  like  ttiU  soldiers  r  I  shall 
seek  ye.  [Exeunt. 

Cur.  A  noble  worth ! 
Dec.  Well, Junius? 
Jun.  'Pray  ye,  no  more  ! 
Cur,  He  blushes;  do  not  load  him, 
Dec.  Where's  your  love  now  ? 

[Drums  hud  €igaln. 
Jun.  Puff!  there  it  flies.     Come,  let's  re 
deem  our  follies. 
[Exeunt  JuniuSy  Curius,  and  Declus. 


4*  M}f  sclf-an^<?r.]  Fell^  as  I  have  corrected  the  text,  and  as  Mr.  Seward  likewise  read?, 
is  undoubtedly  the  genuine  lection.         Sympsvn, 

Sympson  may  be  credited  in  the  assertion  that /c//  is  *  undoubtedly  the  genuine  lection,' 
though  not  in  the  other,  that  helms  *  corrected  the  text;'  since  the  first  folio  reads/<?//,  not 
self !— In  the  same  style,  he  tells  us,  that  he  and  Seward  joined  in  making  Suetonius  (p.  432) 
speak  of*  Honour's  golden /ace,' instead  oi  fate,  when  the  first  folio  exhibits  ^i/cc.'— And 
also,  that '  tlie  other  copies'  make  Caratach  say  to  Hengo,  (p.  433)  *  The  fortune's  mine,* 
and  he  and  Seward  *  agreed  in  correcting  the  place,'  by  altering  the  to  thif  ;  tljough  the  first 
folio  reads  thy! 

45  Out,  ye  sluts.]  We  have  added  the  word  out  here,  which  we  have  no  doubt  was  dro^  t 
by  the  compositor  or  transcriber. 

**  Set  up  scales/or  victories.]  Amended  in  1750. 


#SJi 
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[AbtS.  Scenes. 


Drtis,  Awake»  sSr ;  yet  the  Roniiin  body's 
J  sre  Vm  clear  again.  [whole ; 

^    Pen.  Whole?  'tis  not  possible; 
t)rusiiis,  they  must  be  lost. 

Drus,  By  Heav'n,  they're  whole,  sir, 
Auii  id  brave  doiog;  see,  they  wheel  about 
To  gain  more  ground. 

Pen.  But  see  there,  Drusius,  see, 
See  that  huge  battle  uioviug  from  the  moun- 
tains ! 
Their  gilt  coaU  shine  like  dragfitis'  scales, 

their  march 
Like  a  rough  tumbling  storm ;  see  'em,  and 

view  *cm,  '  [look, 

And  then  see  llome  no  more.    Say  they  fail, 
Look  where  the  arniied  carts  stand ;  a  new 

army !  [murdering 

Look  how  they  hang  like  falling  rockft!  as 
Deuth  rides  in  triumph^  Drusius,  fbll  Destruc* 

tion 
Lashes  his  fiery  horse,  and  round  about  hint 
HiH  many  thousand  ways  to  let  out  souls. 
Move  me  again  when  they  charge^  when  the 

mountain  [ax'trees 

Molts  under  their  hot  wheels,  and  fl'om  their 
Huge  claps  of  thunder  plough  the  ground 

before  cm ! 
'Till  then,  I'll  dream  what  Rome  whs. 

tlnter  Suctoniut,  Petilliu*^  Detnetrkis,  and 
Macer, 

Suet.  Oh,  bravely  fought ! 
honour  'till  now  ne  er  shevi^'d  her  golden  face 
I'tir  field  :  Like  lions,  gentlemen,  touVe  held 
Your  heslds  up   this  day.     Where's  young 
Curius  and  Decius?  [Junius, 

Pet.  Gone  ui  H«a\'*n,  I  think,  sir. 

8'jtet,  Their  worths  go  witli  *em !    Breatlic 
a  while.     How  do  ye? 

Pet*  Well ;  Some  few  scurvy  wounds ;  nay 
.  heart's  whole  yet.  [ground ! 

J)tm.  'VVould  they  would  give  uS  more 

Suet,  Give  ?  we'll  have  it.  [devil. 

Peti  Have  it,  and  bold  it  too,  dedpite  the 

inter  Juniui,  Decius,  and  Curitif, 
Jun,  Lead  up  to  the  head,  and  line  sure ! 
The  queen's  battle 
^gins  to  chaise  like  wildfire.     Where's  the 
general  ? 
Suet.  Oh,  they  are  living  yet.    Come,  my 
brave  soldiers,  [Li^'e, 

Come,  let  me  pour  Rome's  blessing  on  ye: 
Live,  and  lead  armies  all!  Ye  bleed  hard. 

Jun.  Best; 
We  shall  appear  the  sterner  to  t!)e  foe. 
Dec.  Mote  wuuiids,  more  honour. 
Pet.  Lose  no  time. 
Suel.  Away  then; 
And  stand  tliis  shock,  ye'vc  stood  the  worldw 


Pet.  Well  grow  foY 
Is  not  this  better  now  tKaii  lofwsy  loving? 
Jun.  I  am  myself,  Petillius. 
Fet.  Tis  I  lo^b  thee<7.  [Extunt  Romania 

Enter  BonducOj  Caratach,  Daugkten,  imJ 
Nennius 
Cur.  Charge    em  i'  tli'  flanks !  Oh,  ybii 
have  play'd  the  fool, 
'The  f(»ol  extremely,  tlt/e  mad  fool ! 

Band.  Why,  cousin  ? 
•  Car.  The  woman  fool  f  Why  did  you  gird 
the^  word  f  people, 

Unto  the  carts  to  charge  down,  and  our 
In  gross  before  the  enemy  ?  We  pay  for't ; 
Oor  f>wn  swords  cut  our  throats?  Why,  pox 

op't ! 
Wh^  d<)  you  offer  to  command  ?  The  devil, 
Ihe  devil,  find  his  dam  too }  who  bid  you 
Meddle  in  men's  affairs? 
Bofid.  ni  help  all. 

Car.  Home,  [Exeunt  Queen ji^t. 

Holne  and  ^piu,  woman,  spifa,  go  spin !  )'ou 

•    trific. 
Opeu  before  there,  or  all's  riiin'd  ! — How? 
[Shaufs  vithin. 
Now  comes  the  tempest  on  ourselves,  b? 
Within.  Victbria !  [Heaven! 

Car.  Oh,  womafl,  scurvy  womsin,  beasdy 
vi^oman ! 
[Exeunt  omnes  praier  Drusius   and 
Petiiu^. 
Dnit.  Victoria,  victoria! 
Pen.  How's  that,  Drusius? 
Drus,  They  win,  tliey  win,  they  win !  Ob^ 
look,  look,  look,  sir. 
For  Hesiv'ii's  sake,  look !    The  firitons  By; 
the  Britons  fly  1  Victoria  i 

Enter  Suetonius,  Sdldieri,  and  Captains, 

Suit.  Soft,  soft,  pursue  it  soft,  exceJkiM 

soldiers ! 

Close,  my  brave  fellows,  honourable  Roinnn*! 

Oh,  cool  thy  mettle,  Junius;  they  are  ours, 

The  world  cannot  redeem  'em :   Stern  Fetil- 

lius. 
Govern    the  conquest  nobly.     Soft,    good 
soldiers !  [^eunt. 

Enter  Bonduca,  Daughters,  ^nd  Britons. 
Bond.  Shame  !  whither  fly  ye,  ye  uoluckj 
Britons  ? 
Will  yecreep  intoyOur  mothers'  wombs  agftin  J 

Back,  cowai-ds!     ^ 
Hares,  fearful  hares,  doves  ip  your  angers  I 
leave  roe  ?  [dretii 

Leave  your  queen  desolate  ?  her  hapless  chii- 

Enter  Curatuch  end  Bengo, 
To  Roman  rape  again,  and  .fury  ? 


<ff  *Tis  I  love  thee.]  So  the  former  copies.  Mr.  Seward  and  myself  agreed  in  filling  up  the 
deficiency  of  the  sense  by  the  insertion  of  now  into  tiie  present  text.        Sj/nipson. 

They  read,  *Tis  now  l  love  thee  /  but  the  former  copits  are  right,  as  Petillius  means  to 
oppose  his  love  to  that  of  Bonvica. 
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Car.  Fly,  ye  buzzards ! 
YeVe  wingseoougb,  ye  fear!  Get  thee  gone, 
woman,  [Loud  shout  toitkin. 

Shame  tread  upon  thy  heels  \  All's  lost,  airs 

lost!  Hark, 
Hark  how  the  Romans  ring  our  "knells ! 

\_Exeunt  Bond.  Sfc. 
.    Hengo.  Good  uncle. 
Let  mc  go  too. 

Car,  No,  boy;  thy  fortune's  mine; 
I  must  not  leave  tiiee.    Get  behind  me; 
shake  Qot ; 

Enter  PetilliuSj  Junius,  and  Decius, 
ni  breech  you,  if  you  do,  boy. — Come,  brave 
All  is  not  lost  yet.  [Romans ! 

Jun.  Now  1^11  thank  thee,  Caratach. 

[Fight.  Drums. 
Car.  Thou  art  a  soldier;    strike   home, 
home !  have  at  you !  [anvil. 

Pen.  His  blows  faU  like  huge  sledges  on  an 
Dec.  Vm  weary. 
Pet.  So  am  I. 

Car.  Send  more  swordJItbme. 
Jun.  Let's  sit  and  rest.  [Sit  down. 

Drus.  What  think  you  now  ? 
Pen.  Oh,  Drusius, 
I've  l(>5t  mine  honour,  lost  my  name,  lost  all 
That  was  my  light :  These  arc  true  Romans, 
and  I 


A  Briton  coward,  abase  coward !  Guide  me 
Where  nothing  is  but  desolation* 
That  I  may  never  more  behold  the  face 
or  man,  or  mankind  know  me!  Oh,  blind 
Hast  thou  abus'd  me  thus !  [Fortune, 

Drus,  Good  sir,  be  comforted;  [Ixune; 
It  was  your  wisdom  rul'd  you.  'Pray  you  go 
Your  day  is  yet  to  come,  when  this  great 

fortune 
Shall  be  hut  foil  unto  it.  [Retreat. 

Pen.  Fool,  fool,  coward  ! 

[Exeunt  Penius  and  Drusitts. 

Enter  Suetofiius,  Denretrius,  Soldiers,  drum 
and  colours. 
Suet.  Draw  in,  draw  in  I — Well  have  yoo 

fought,  and  worthy  [wounds; 

Rome's  noble  recompense.     Look  to  your 
Tiie  ground  is  cold  and  hurtful.    The  proud 

queen  [ters 

Has  got  a  fort,  and  there  she  and  her  daugh^ 
Defy  us  once  again :  Tomorrow  morning 
We'll  seek  her  out,  aud  make  her  know  our 

fortunes  [Honour, 

St6p  nt  no  stub*born  walls.    Come,  sons  of 
True  Virtue's  heirs,  thus  hutch'd  witl]  Britain 

-blood, 
Let's  inarch  to  rest,  and  set  in  gules  like  suns. 
Beat  a  soft  march,  and  each  one  ease  his 

neighbours!  [ExeunU 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L 

JSnter  PetilViuSy  Junius,  Decitli,  and  Deme- 

triui,  singing. 
I^el  OMOOTH  was  his  cheek, 

•^  Dec»  And  his  chin  it  was  sleek, 
Jun.  With,  whoop,  he  has  done  wooing ! 
Dem.  Junius  was  this  captain's  name, 

A  lad  for  a  lass's  viewing. 
Pe^  Full  black  his  eye,  and  plump  his  thigh, 
Dfc.  Made  up  for  love's  pursuing. 
Dem.  Smooth  was  his  cheek, 
Pet.  And  his  chin  it  was  sleek, 
Jun.  With,  whoop,  he  has  done  wo6ing ! 

Pet.  Oh,  my  vei'd  thief,  art  thou  come 
honiea?.ain^ 
Are  thy  brains  perfect? 
Jun.  Sound  as  bells.     . 


Pet,  Thy  bAck-worm  ' 

Quiet,  and  ca^t  his  sting,  boy^ 

Jun.  Dead,  Petillius, 
Dead  to  nil  folly,  ami  now  my  anger  only 
.  Pet.  Why,  that's  well  said ;  hangCupid  and 
his  quiver,  [saint 

A  drunken  brawling  boy!     Thy  honour'd 
Be  thy  ten  sliil lings,  Junius;  tltere's  tlie  money, 
And  there's  tike  ware ;  square  dealing :  This 
but  sweats  thee  [buttock'd ; 

Like  a  ncsh  na^^,  and  makes  thee  look  pin- 
The  other  runs  thee  whining  up  And  down 
Like  a  pig  in  a  slorm,  tills  thy  brains  full  of 
ballads,  [body 

And  shews  thee  like  a  long  Lent,  Uiy  brave 
Turn'd  to  a  tail  of  grtfeo  fish  without  butter. 
Dec.  When  thou  lov'st  next,  love  a  goo4 
cup  of  wioc,    • 


If  Like  a  nesh  nag.]  Nesh,  j.  c.  tender,  delicate,  from  the  A.  S.  nc*c,  nujUifj  detcaiut 
t^-^S^pson. 
So  in  Chaucer's Caurt  of  love, 

*  Thau  flatiry  bespsike  and  said  iwls, 

'  Se  so  she  goth  on  pa  tins  faire  and  fete, 

*  Itduth  ri^litWell,  wlwt  pretty  man  is  lUis, 

*  Thatromith  here?  now  truly  dnnJi  ncincta 

*  Ntile  I  not  have,  mine  hertc  fof  joy  doth  bete 

*  Him  to  !)(ho!dc,  so  i&he  go'^lely  freshc,' 

*  It  semtth  for  iovc  his  h  rte  is  bendrc  Aol  nesthe.^        A 
Vol.  JL  ■  *  * 


434 


THE  TRAdEfaY  OF  BONDUCA. 


[Act  4.  Scene  l2. 


A  mistress  for  a  ki  n<; !  she  leaps  to  kiss  thee. 
Her  red  and  white's  her  own,  she  makes  iiood 

blood,  [help, 

1'akes  none  away;  whutshe  heats  sleep  can 
Without  a  groping  surgeon. 
Jun.  I  am  couiisolM ; 

And  henceforth,  when  I  doteag^aia 

Dem.  Take  heed ; 
Y'had  almost  paid  for't. 

Pei,  Love  no  more  great  ladies ; 
TIiou  cau'st  not  step  umiss  then ;  there's  no 

deli!;ht  in  'cm: 
Airs  in  the  whistling  of  their  snatcht-up  silks; 
The^Ve  only  made  for  haiidbome  view,  not 

handling; 
Their  bodies  of  so  weak  and  wash  a  temper, 
A  rough-pac'd  bed  will  bhake  tliem  all  to 

pieces;  [souls; 

A  tough  hen  pulls  their  teeth  out,  tires  their 
FlendK  rimarum  sunt,  they're  full  of  rennet, 
And  take  the  bkin  off  where  they're  tasted : 

Shun  'em ; 
They  live  in  culisses,  like  fotten  cocks, 
Stevi'd  Co  a  tenderness  that  holds  no  tack; 
Give  me  a  thing  I  may  crush. 

Jun,  Thou  speak'st  truly : 
The  wars  shall  be  my  mibtress  now. 

Pet.  Well  chosen! 
Por  she's  a  bouncing  lass;  shell  kiss  thee  &t 

night,  boy, 
And  break  thy  pate  i'  th'  morning. 

Jun.  Yesterday 
I  found  those  favours  infinite. 
Dcm.  Wench  good  enough, 
But  tliat  she  talks  too  loud. 

Pet,  She  talks  to  th'  purpose, 
Which  never  woman  did  yet.    Shell  hold 

grappling, 
And  he  that  lays  on  best  is  her  best  servant ; 
All  othor  loves  are  mere  catching  of  dottrels, 
^tretchintr  of  legs  out  only,  and  trim  laziness. 
iicre  comes  the  general. 

Enter  Suetonius,  CuriuSy  and  Mucer, 
Suet.  I'm  glad  Tve  found  ye : 
Are  those  come  in  yet  that  pursued  bold 
Caratach? 
Pet,  Not  yet,  sir,  for  I  think  they  mean 
to  lodge'him ;  [dangerous. 

Take  him  I  know  they  dare  not,  'twill  be 
Suet.  Then  haste,  Petillius,  haste  to  Peoius: 
I  fear  the  strong  conceit  of  what  disgrace 
11'  hns  pull'd  upon  himself,  will  be  his  rain ; 
1  fear  his  soldiers'  fury  too:  Haste  presently ; 
I  would  not  lose  him  for  all  Briuiu.    Give 

him,  Petillius 

Pet.  That  that  shall  choke  him.      [Aside. 
Suet.  All"  the  noble  counsel. 
His  fault  forgiven  too,  his  place,  his  Honour — 


Pet.  For  me,  I  think,  as  lumdsome— 

[Asidi. 

Suet.  All  the  comfort ; 
And  tell  the  soldier,  'twas  ort  our  command 
He  drew  not  to  the  battle. 

Pet.  I  conceive,  sir, 
And  will  do  that  shall  cure  all. 

Suet.  Bring  him  with  you  [him; 

Before  the  queen's  fort,  and  his  forces  with 
There  you  shall  find  us  following  of  our  con- 
Make  haste !  [quest. 

Pet.  The  best  I  may.  -  [Exit. 

Suet.  And,  noble  gentlemen, 

Up  to  your  companies !  we'll  presently  [done 

T)p(»n  the  queen's  pursuit.     There's  nothin;; 

'Till  she  be  seiz'd;  witfiouthcr,  nothing  won. 

[Kieunt.     Short  Jiourish. 

SCENE  IL       . 
Enter  Curatach  and  Hengo. 

Car.  How  does  my  boy  ? 

Herigo.  1  would  do  well ;  my  heart's  well ; 
I  do  not  fear. 

Cur.  My  good  boy  ! 

Hengo.   '  know,  uncle, 
We  must  all  die ;  my  little  lirother  died, 
I  saw  him  die,  and  he  die<l  smiling;  sure 
There's  no  great  pain  in't,  uncle.     But  'pray 

tell  me. 
Whither  must  we  go  when  we're  dead  ? 

Cur,  Strange  questions ! —  [sv\ecfiies3 
Why,  to  the,blessed'st  place,  boy — £vir» 
And  happiness  dwells  thc^e. 

Hengo.  Will  you  come  to  me  ? 

Cur.  Yes,  my  svreet  boy. 

Hengo.  Mine  aunt  too, 'and  my  cousins? 

Cur.  All,  my  good  child. 

Hettgu.  No  Komans,  uncle? 

Car.  No,  boy.  [there. 

Hetigo.  I  should  be  loath  to  meet  them 

Car.  No  ill  men, 
That  live  by  ^  iolence,  and  strong  oppression. 
Come  tliittier;  'lis  for  those  the  gods  love, 
good  men. 

Hengo.  Why,  then,  I  care  not  when  I  go, 
for  surely 
I  am  persuaded  they  love  me :  I  never 
Bhisphem'd  'em,  uncle,  uor  transgress'd  my 
I  always  said  my  prayers.  [partnts  <•"; 

Cur.  Thou  shalt  go  then, 
Indeed  thou  shall. 

Hengo.  When  they  please. 

Cur.  That's  my  good  boy ! 
Art  thou  not  weary,  Hengo? 

Hengo.  Weary,  uncle?  famiour. 

I've  heard  you  say  you've  roarch'd  all  day  ia 
Car.  1  have,  boy. 
Hetigo.  Am  not  I  your  kinsman? 


«  Transgressed  my  parents.]  The  sense  here  is  clear,  though  the  phrase  be  unusual :  How- 
ever, we  find  it  occur  again  in  Women  Pleas'd,  act  iii.  sc.  1.  Belviderc  says  to  her  mother 
the  Duchess, 

* You  are  too  royal  to  me, 

*  To  me  that  have  iofooliahly  trunsgresid  youJ        Sympson. 
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Cnr.  Yes.  [you 

Hengo.  And  am  not  I  as  fully  allied  untri 
la  tiiose  brave  things,  as  blood? 

C<ir.  Thou  art  too  tender. 

Hengo.  To  go  upon  ray  legs  ?  they  were 
nmde  to  bear  ine.  '    [son, 

I  can  play  twenty  mile  a-day;  I  see  no  rea- 
Hut,  to  preserve  my  country  and  myself, 
I  slmuld  march  forty. 

Car,  What  woaldst  thou  be  living 
To  wear  a  man*s  strength  ? 

Hengo,  Why,  a  Caratach, 
A  Koman-hater,  a  scourge  sent  from  Heaven 
To  whip  tl»esc  proud  thieves  from  our  king- 
dom.    Hark ,  [Drum. 
Hark,  uncle,  baik  !  1  hear  a  drum. 

Enter  Judai  arid  hit  people  to  the  door. 
Judat.  Beat  saftly, 
Softly,  I  say ;  they're  here.  Who  dare  charge? 

1  fe/rf.  He 
That  dares  be  knocked  o*  th*  head :  Til  not 
come  4icar  him. 
Judas.  Retire  again,  and  watch  then.  How 
he  Htares ! 
ir  has  eyes  would  kill  a  (Jragon.    Mark  the 

boy  w^ll ; 
If  we  could  taljje  or  kill  him— A  pox  on  ye, 
iiow  fierce  ye  look  !  See^  how  he  broods  the 

hoy ! 

The  devil  dwells  in's  scabbard.  Back,  I  say ! 

Apace,  itpacr !  h*  has  found  us.  [Thej/  retire. 

Car*  Do  ye  hunt  us? 

llengo.  Uncle,  good. uncle,  see!  the  tliip 

starv*d  rascal,  [thickets : 

The  eating  Roman,  see  where  he  thrids  the 

Kill  hiiu,  dear  uncle,  kill  him !  one  good  blow 

To  knock  his  brains  into  his  breech;  strike's 

head  offj^ 
That  I  may  pres  ifi's  face. 

Car.  Do  ye  make  us  foxes  ? 
Here,  hold  my  charging-statF,  and  keep  the 

place,  boy ! 
T  am  at  bay,  and  like  a  bull  I'll  bear  me. 
.Stand,  suiud,  ye  rogues,  ye  squirrels!  [Exit. 

HengiK  Now  he  pays  Vni ; 
Oh,  cliut  1  had  a  niau's  strength  ! 

Enter  Judas,  SfC. 

Judas.  Here's  the  boy; 
Mnic  own,  1  thank  my  forttme. 

Hf-n^n.  Unrle,  uncle ! 
Famine  *»  is  fair»  upon  me,  uncle. 

Judas.  Come,  sir, 
Yield  willin!:ly,  (your  uncle's  out  of  hearing) 
J '11  tickle  your  young  tail  else. 

Hettgo.  I  der'v  tiiee, 
Thou  muck-ni^ide  man  of  mat !  Charge  home, 

sirrah ! 
Ihing  thee,  base  slave,  thou  sliak^t. 

Judas.  Upon  my  conscience,        [bravely, 
I'he  boy  villi  beat  me !  how  it  looks,  how 


How  confident  the  worm  is!  a  scab'd  boy 
To  handle  me  thus !  Yield,  or  1  cut  thy  head 
off. 
Hengo,  Thou  dar'st  not  cut  ray  finger; 

here  'tis,  touch  it. 
Judas.  The  boy  speaks  sword  and  buckler ! 
'Pritliee  yield,  boy ; 
Come,  here's  an  apple,  yield, 

Hengo,  By  Heav'n,  lie  fears  tnel 
I'll  give  you  sharper  lapgaage:  When,  ye 
When  come  ye  up  ?  [coward, 

Judas.  If  he  should  beat  nic 

Hen.  When,  sir? 
I  long  to  kill  thee !  Com€,thou  canst  not  'scape 

me; 
I've  twenty  ways  to  charge  theCjtwcnty  death* 
Attend  njy  i^Unyiiy  statF. 

Judas,  ^ure  'lis  the  devil, 
A  dwarf  devil  in  a  doubletl 

Hengo.  1  have  kili'd 
A  captain^  sirrah,  a  brave  captain,  and  when 
I've  done,  [charge 

I've  kick'd  him  thus.    Look  here  ;  S£>e  how  I 
This  staff!  .       ' 

Judas.  Most  certain  this  boy  will  cut  my 
throat  yrt. 

Eater  ttL'O  Soldiers  running. 

1  S(dd    llee,  ilec  !  he  kills  us. 

2  Sold,  ilc  comes,  he  comes ! 
Judas,  The  devil  take  thi^  hindmost !. 

[Exeunt  JudfiSf  ^c 
H^ngo.  Run,  run,  ye  rogues,  ye  precious 
rojiEUCs,  ye  rank  rogues ! 
A  comes,  a  comes,  a  cumcs,  a  comes  I  that*8 

he,  hoysf 
What  a  brave  cry  they  make  I 

Enter  Carutachy  with  a  head. 

Car.  How  does  my  chicken? 

Hcnfio.  'Faith,   uncle,  grown  a  soldier,  a 
prt'iit  soldier ; 
For,  by  the  virtue  of  your  charginjr-sOxff, 
And  a  strange  tiuhtingfacc  i  put  upon't, 
I've  out- bravM  lluuii^cc. 

Car,  That's  ni)'  boy,  my  sweet  boy  ! 
Here,  h  re's  a  Roiuan's  head,  for  iliee.. 

Hengo.  (iood  provision ! 
Before  i  starve,  my  swcct-fac'd  gentlcraan, 
I'il  try  your  favour. 

Cu,r,  A  right  complete  sqldicr ! 
Come,  ciiicken,  let's  go  seek  some  place  of 
strength  [in; 

(The  country's  full  of  scouts)  to  rest  a  while 
Thou  wilt  not  eUc  be  able  to  endure 
Tlie  journey  to  my  country.  Fruits  and  water 
Must  be  your  f*i<id  a  wliile,  boy, 

Hengo.  Any  thing; 
I  can  ea^  mob^,  nay,  i  can  live  on  anger, 
To  vex  tiicsc  iiiJUiHUS.  Let's  be  wary,  uncle. 

Car.  I  warrant  thee ;  come  cheerfully. 

HtMgo.  And  boldly!  [Exeunt, 


«•  Faniine.]  Meaning  Judas,  whom  he  before  calls  the  thin  $tarv'd  rascal,  and  afterwards, 
Hunger. 
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Enter  Feniusy  DrunuM,  and  Regulus. 

Reg.  The  soldier  shall  not  grieve  you. 
Fen.  Tray  ye  forsake  rae ; 
Look  not  upon  me,  as  ye  love  your  honours ! 
I  am  so  cold  a  coward,  my  infection 
Will  choke  your  virtues  lite  a  damp  else. 
Drut.  Dear  captain ! 
Reg.  Most  honour'd  sir ! 
Fen.  Most  hated,  most  abhorr'd !       frae. 
Say  so,  and  then  ye  know  nie,  nay,  ye  please 
Oh,  my  dear  credit,  my  dear  credit! 

Reg,  Sure 
Ills  mind  ib  danj^erous. 

Druu  The  good  gods  cure  it! 
Fen,  My  honour  got  thro'  fire,  thro'  stub- 
born breaches, 
Thro'  battles  that  have  been  as  hard  to  win 

as  Heaven, 
Thro'  Death  himself,  in  all  his  horrid  trims^ 
Is  gone  for  ever,  ever,  ever,  gentlemen  ! 
Aiid  now  I'm  left  to  scornful  talcs  and 
laughters,  fhc, 

To  hootings-at,  pointing  with  fingers,  *Tlj;it's 
*>  That's  the  brave  gentleman  forsook   the 
battle,  [ard.' 

*  The  most  wise  Penius,  the  disputinij;  cow- 
Oh,  ni^Y  good  sword,  break  from  my  side,  and 

kiil  me; 
Cut  out  the  coward  from  my  heart ! 
Reg,  You  are  none-. 

Fen,  He  lies  that  says  so ;  by  Heaven,  he 
lies,  lies  basely. 
Baser  than  I  have  done !  Come,  soldiers,  seek 
me;  [»ne; 

iVc  robb'd  ye  of  your  virtues !  Justice  seek 
I've  broke  my  fair  obedience !  last*".  Shame 
take  me,  fn^, 

Take  me,  and  swallow  me,  make  ballads  of 
Shame,  endless  Shame !  and  'pray  do  yuu 
forsake  nic  ! 
J>rus.  What  shall  we  do  ? 
jlf*rii.  Good  gentlemen,  foVsake  rae; 
You    were   not    wont  to  be  commanded. 

Friends,  'pray  do  it. 

And  do  not  fear;  for  as  I  am  a  cowacd  [mc, 

I  will  not  hurt  myself,  {when  tluitmind  tokcs 

f  11  call  to  you,  and  ask  your  help)  I  dare  not. 

[  jT/j rows  himself  vpon  the  ground. 

Enter  Fetillita, 

Fet,  Good-morrow,  gentlemen !  Where's 

the  tribune? 
Reg.  There. 

Drus.  Whence  come  you,  good  Petilliusr 
Fet.  From  the  general. 
Drus,  With  what,  for  Heaven's  sake. ^ 
fet.  With  good  counsel,  Drusius, 
And  love,  to  comfort  him. 
jPruj.  Good  Regulus, 


SU'p  to  the  soldier  i^nd  all«y  his  anger ; 
For  he  is  wild  as  winter. 

[F^xeunt  Drus.  and  Reg, 
Fet.  Qb,  are  you  tiiere  ?  have  at  you  !— 
Sure  he's  de^d, 
It  cannot  be  he  dare  out-live  this  fortune ; 
He  must  die,  'tis  most  necessary ;  mcu  ex- 
pect it,  r^*"^* 

And  thought  of  life  in  him  goes  beyond  cow- 
Forsake  the  field  so  basely?  Fy  upon*t !     ^ 
So  poorlv  to  betray  his  worth,  so  coldly 
To  cut  all  credit  from  the  soldier  ?  Sure 
If  this  man^  mean  to  live,  (as  1  should  think  it 
Beyond  belief)  he  raubt  retire  where  never 
The  name  of  Home,  the  voice  of  arms,  or 

honour, 
W^j  known  or  heard  of  yet.  He's  certain  dead, 
Or  strongly  metins  it ;  he*&  no  soldier  else, 
N(i  lionian  in  him ;  all  h'  has  done  but  outride. 
Fought  cither  drunk  or  despVate.     Now  he 
How  docs  lord  Penius  ?  [rises.— 

Feu.  As  you  sec. 

Fet.  I'm  glad  on't; 
Continue  so  still.    The  lord  general. 
The  valiant  general,  great  Suetonius- 
Pen.  No  more  of  me  i^  spoken ;  my  name's 
periah'd.  [^l^y^ 

Fet,  lie  that  commanded  fortune  and  the 
By  his  own  valour  and  discretion, 
(VVJicn,  as  some  say,  Penius  refus'd  tocome^ 
But  1  believe  'em  not)  sent  me  to  see  you. 

Fen.  YeVe  welcome;  and  'pray  see  me, 
see  mc  well; 
You  shall  not  sec  me  long. 

Fet.  I  hope  so,  Penius.— 
The  \i,Qds  defend,  sir! 

Fen.  See  mc  and  understand  me:  This  is  h^ 
Left  to  fill  up  your  triumph;  he  that  bnitciy 
Whistled  his  honour  off  to  th*  wind,  thatcoldly 
Shrunk  iu  his  politick  head,  when  Il,ome,  like 

reapers, 
Sweat  blood  and  spirit  for  a  glorious  harvest. 
And  hound  it  up,  and  brought  it  off;  tiiat 

fool. 
That  having  gold  and  copper  offer'd  him, 
RefusVi  the  wealth,  and  took  the  waste ;  that 
soldier,  [tune, 

That  being  courted  by  loud  fame  and  For- 
Labour  in  one  hand  that  propounds  us  gods, 
And  in  the  other  Glory  tliat  creates  us, 
Yet  durst  doubt  aud  be  damn'd ! 

Fet,  It  was  an  error. 

Fen,  A  foul  one,  and  a  black  one. 

Fet.  Yec  the  blackest 
May  be  wash'd  white  again. 

Pen.  Never, 

Fet.  Your  leave,  sir; 
And  I  beseech  you  note  me,  for  I  love  you„ 
And  bring  along  all  comfort:  Arc  we  gods, 
Allied  to  no  infirmities?  are  our  natures 
More  than  men's  natures  ?  When  we  slip  a 
little 


5»  Obedience,  lost:  shame  take  ««.]  Tkis  seems  an  evident  corruption,  which  the  alteration 
of  one  letter  rectifies. 
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Out  of  the  way  of  virtue,  are  we  lost  f 
Is  there  no  mcdiciac  call'd  sweet  mercy  ? 

Pen,  None,  Petillius; 
There  is  no  mercy  in  mankind  can  reach  me, 
Nor  is  it  lit  it  should ;  I've  sinn'd  beyoud  it. 

Pet.  Forgiveness  meets  with  ail  faults. 

Pen.  Tis  all  faults, 
AW  sins  I  can  commit,  to  be  forgiven ; 
Tis  loss  of  whole  man  in  me,  my  discretion, 
To  be  so  stupid,  to  arrive  at  pardon  ! 

Pet.  Oh,  but  tlic  general 

Pen.  He's  a  brave  gentleman, 
A  valiant,  and. a  loving;  and  I  dare  say 
He  would,  as  far  as  Honour  durst  direct  him, 
Make  even  with  my  fault ;  but  'tis  not  honest, 
Korin  his  power :  ]£xamples  that  may  nouri•^h 
Neglect  and  disobedience  in  whole  bodies, 
And  totter  the  estates  and  faiths  of  armies. 
Must  not  be  play'd  witha! ;  nor  out  of  pity 
Make  a  general  forget  his  duty ; 
Kor  dare  I  hope  more  from  hits    than   is 

Pet.  What  would  you  do  ?  [worthy. 

Pen.  Die. 

Pet.  So  would  sullen  children. 
Women  that  want  their  wills,  slaves  disobe^ 
dit^nt,  [)rou 

That  fear  the  law.    Die?  Fy,  great  captain  ! 
A  man  to  rule  men,  to  have  thousand  lives 
Under  your  regiment,  and  let  your  passion 
Betray  your  reason  ?  I  bring  you  all  forgive- 
ness, [honour — 
The  noblest  kind  commends,  your  place,  your 

Pen.  'Prithee  no  more ;  'tis  foolish.   Didst 

not  thou  [there, 

(By  Heaven,  thou  didst;  I  over-heard  thee, 

There  where  thou  stand*st  now)  dehver  me 

for  rascal, 
poor,  dead,  cold  coward, miserable,wretched, 
If  I  outliv'd  this  ruin  ? 

Pet.  1? 

Pen.  And  thou  didst  it  nobly, 
^•ike  a  true  mau,  a  soldier;  and  I  thank  thee, 
X  thank  thee,  good  PetiUius,  thus ;  thank  thee ! 

Pet,  'ijnce  you're  so  justly  made  up,  let 
me  tell  you, 
fTis  fit  you  Jie  indeed. 

Pen.  Oh,  how  thou  lov'st  me  ! 

Pet.  For  say  he  had  forgiven  you,  say  the 

people's  whispers  L^c'*' 

Were  ttime  again,  tiie  time  run  out  for  won- 

Wbat  must  your  own  command  think,  from 

whose  swords  [lours 

You've  taken  off  the  edges,  from  whose  va- 

The  due  and  recompense  of  arms;  nay,  made 

it  doubtful 


Whether  they  knew  obedience?  must  not 
these  kill  you  ?  [miracle 

Say  they  are  won  to  pardon  you,  by  mere 
Brought  to  forgive  you,  what  old  vaiinnt  sol- 
dier, [Ilonje, 
What  man  that  loves  to  ficlit,  and  fight  fur 
Will  ever  follow  you  more  ?  Dare  you  know 

these  ventures  ? 
If  so,  I  bring  you  comfort ;  dare  you  take  it  ? 

Pen.  No,  no,  Pctiiii'is,  no. 

Pet.  If  your  mind  serve  you, 
You  may  live  still ;  but  how  f  yet  pardon  mc : 
Yon  may  out-wcar  all  too;   but  when?  and 

certain 
There  is  a  mercy  for  each  fault,  if  tamely 
A  man  will  takc't  upon  conditions. 

Pen.  No,  by  no  means:  Tm  only  thinking 
now,  sir, 
(For  I'm  rcsolv'd  to  go)  of  a  most  base  deaths 
Fitting  tfjc  baseiicss  of  my  fault.     I'll  hang. 

Pet.  You  shall  not;  youVc  a  gentleman  I 

honour, 

I  would  else  flatter  you,  and  force  you  live, 

Which  ii  far  baser.     Hanging?  'tis  a  dog'i 

An  end  for  slaves.  [death. 

Pen.  The  fitter  for  my  baseness. 

Pet.  Besides  the  man  ttmt'shang'd  preadics 
his  end, 
And  sits  a  sign  for  all  the  world  to  gape  at  5». 

Pen.  That's  true ;  I'll  take  a  litter ;  poison. 

Pet.  No, 
'Tis  equtd  ill ;  the  death  of  rats  and  women, 
Lov<;rs,  and  la^y  boys,  that  fear  correction; 
Die  like  a  mau. 

Pen.  Why,  my  sword  then. 

Pet.  Ay,  if  your  sword  be  sharp,  sir. 

There's  nothing  under  Heaven  that's  hke  your 

»  Your  sword's  a  death  indeed  !  [sword; 

Pen.  It  shall  be  sharp,  sir. 

Pet.  Why,  Mithridatcs  was  an  arrant  ass 

To  die  by  poison^'',  if  all  Bo^^phoni^s 

Could  lend  him  swords :  Your  sword  must  do 

the  deed :  [bleed. 

Tis  shame  to  die  choak'd,  fame  to  die  and. 

Pen.  Thou   hast  confirm'd  me;   and,  my 
good  Petillius, 
Tell  me  no  more  I  may  live. 

Pet.  'Twas  my  counnibsion ; 
But  now  I  see  you  in  a  uubler  way, 
A  way  to  make  all  even. 

Pen.  Farewell,  captain ! 
Be  a  gofid  man,  and  li<;ht  well ;  be  obedient; 
Command  thyself,  aud  then  thy  men.    Why 
shakcst  tiiuu  ? 

Pet,  I  do  not,  sir. 


<*  And  sits  a  sign."]  This  reading  is  certainly  againist  all  the  notions  any  one  can  have  of  a 
man's  being  hanged.    '  To  set  a  sign '  bids  fairest  for  the  true  lection,  (hough  I  have  uuc 
dared  to  disturb  the  text.        Sifmpson, 
^  Mithridutes  was  an  arrant  ass 
To  <he  by  poison,  if' all  Bosuhortu 

Could  lend  him  swords.]  The  assertion  in  this  passage  is  a  manifest  contradiction  to 
the  truth  of  history.  For  Mithridates  did  not  end  his  days  by  poison,  but  by  die  sword. 
Another  iostauce  this  of  inattention  in  our  Authors^  or  trusting  too  much  to  an  uninfatUble 
loemory.        Sympwn, 
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Pen.  I  would  thou  badst,  Petillius! 
I  would  find  something  to  forsake  the  world 
with  [quake 

Worrliv  tbc  man  that  dies :  A  kimi  of  eaith- 
'ihro*  all  stern  vnlours  liut  mine  own. 

Pet.  J  I  Vol  now 
A  kind  of  trtmhling  in  me- 

Pen.  Ket'p  it  stiJl ; 
As  thou  lov'ht  virtue,  keep  it. 

PcL  And,  brave  captain. 
The  i;reat  and  honour'd  Penius ! 

Pen,  That  agniii ! 
Oh,  how  it  hcijrhtenb  me!  again, Petillius! 

Pft,  ^lost  excellent commundei! 

Pen.  Those  were  minc^ 
Mine,  onlv  mine! 

Pet.  Hiey  are  su.il. 

Peii.  Then,  to  keep  'em 
For  ever  falliDfi;  more,  hnye  at  ye !  Heavens, 
Ye  evcrlu'»iijpg  powers,  Tm  vours:  1  he  work 
is  done,  \Kif/s  himtelf. 

That  neither  fire,  nor  ape,  nor  nioltini:;  envy  *3, 
Shall  ever  conquer,  ('airy  my  last  words 
To  th' great  j;en*ral :  Kiss  his  himds,  :uid  say, 
My  soul  I  pive  to  lleav'n,  my  fault  to  justice, 
Wiiich  1  have  done  upon  myself;  my  virtue, 
If  ever  there  was  any  in  poor  Penius, 
Made  more,  and  happier,  light  on  him !  (I 

faint) 
And  where  there  is  a  foe,  I  wislj  him  fortune. 
i  die :  Lie  lightly  on  my  ashes •'^,  geuiie  earth  ! 

[l)ie$. 

Pet.  And  on  my  sin!-  Farewell, great  Pe- 
nius! 
The  soldier  is  in  fury;  now  Pm  plad 

[  jSo't&e  rfifJtin. 
Tis  done  before  he  comes.  This  way  for  me. 
The  way  of  toil;  for  thee,  the  way  ot  houour! 

[JCsit. 

Enter  Vrushn  ami  "Rcpthts^  with  Soldiers. 
Siild.  Kill  him,  kill  him,  kill  hhn! 
iJrus.  What  will  ye  do? 
Iteg.  Good  soldiers,  honest  soldiers 


SoiJ.  Kill  him,  kill  Iihti,  kijlhim! 
Dru$.  Kill  us  first ;  we  command  top. 
Rfg.  Valiant  soldiers, 
Consider  but  whose  hfe  ye  seek. — Ohj^Dru* 

sius,  '  fsay, 

Bid  him  be  gone;  he  dies  else. — Shall  Rome 
Ye  most  approved  soldiers,  her  dear  children 
Devoured  the  fath«rsof  the  fights?  shall  raj^c 
And  stubborn  fury  guide  those  swords  in 

slaughter. 
To  slaiijihter  of  their  own,  to  rinl  ruin  } 
DrtiS.  Oh,    let  'cm  in;    all's  dpne,  all's 

ended,  Rcpulus;  [dier^, 

Penius  has  found  his  last  eclipse.  Comc»  sol* 
Conie,and  behold  your  miseries ;  come  brave- 
Full  of  your  mutinous  and  bloody  angers,  [ly. 
And  here  bestow  your  darts.  Oh,  only  Iti- 
Oh,  fijthcr  of  the  wars!  [man, 

Rfg,  Why  stand  "ye  stupid?  [now 

Whf  re  hi'  your  killing  furies?  whose  sword 
S|j:iJl  first  be  sheath*d  in  Penius  ?  Do  ye  weep? 
Haw  I.  our,  yc  wretches^  ye  have  cause ;  hoivl 

ever !  [lour 

Who  shall  now  lead  ye  fortunate?  whose  va- 
Preserve  ye  to  the  glory  of  your  country? 
Who  shall  inarch  out  "before  ye,   coy'd  and 

courted 
By  all^  the  ;nistrcssc.s  g/  war,  rare,  counsel, 
Quick-ey'd  experience,  and  victory  twlu*(J  t9 

hiin? 
WMio  shall  beget  ye  deeds  beyond  inhcntanre 
Jo  speak  your  names,  and  keep  your  honours 

living, 
WUcu  children  fail,  and  Time,  tliat  take* 

all  witfi  him, 
Onild  fiousea  for  ye  to  oblivion  ? 

Drus.  Oh,  ye  poor  desp'ratc   fools,   no 

mure  now  soldiers. 
Go  home,  and  hang  your  arms  up;  let  rust 

rot  'em ;  [ers ! 

And  humble  your  stern  valours  to  soft  pray- 
I'or  ye  have  sunk  the  frame  of  all  your  vir- 
tues; fever. 
The  sun  that  /varm'd  your  bipods  Is  hi  tot 

•"*  Melting  enrj/."]  Tliis  epithet  seems  a  little  <irifrnnd  obscure.  It  was  a  custom  of  the 
Romans  to  deface  the  marble,  and  melt  down  the  bra/tn  stiitues  of  those  who  were  becouie 
detestable  to  them ;  and  to  the  melting  of  these  brazen  ones  this  epithet  must  refer.     ScriurJ. 

We  do  not  en:er  into  Seward's  explanation  of  this  epithet.  IIjc  Poets  seem  to  mean  to 
refer  to  0\  id's, 

— . (jund  ncc  Jovis  IrUy  ncc  ICAIS, 

I^ec  potent  ferrttniy  nee  ednx  atxdcrc  relunfas. 

^  JJc  V^htJif  on  mif  aihes,^ gentle  earth. 1  In  the  beautiful  Ode  to  the  Memory  of  Col. 
Gefirce  Villitrs,  drowned  in  tlic  river  Piava,  in  the  county  of  Kriuli,  1703,  the  aulhoc, 
Mr.  Prior,  seems  to  haye  been  indel)icd  to  this  line  for  the  thouglit  in  the  following;    " 

*  Lay  the  dead  hero  graceful  in  a  grave; 

*  (1  he  only  honour  he  can  now  receive) 

*  And  fraerant  mould  upon  his  body  throw; 

*  /\nd  plant  the  warrior  laurel  o'er  his  brow  : 

'  l^ght  He  the  forth ;  and  Hourish  green  the  bough/ 
So  also  Mr.  Pope,  in  tlie  FJeiiv  to  the  Memory  of  an  Unfortunate  Lady  : 

*  What  tho'  no  sacred  earth  allow  thee  room, 

'  Nor  hullow'd  dirge  he  mutier'd  o'er  thy  tomb, 
'  Vet  shall  thy  grave  with  risinp  flow'rs  be  drest, 

*  And  the  green  turf  lie  lightly  on  thif  In  east  J         R, 
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I'll  kiss  thy  boDOui'd  cheek.   Farewell,  great 

Petiius, 
Thou  thunder-bolty  farewell  I — ^Take  up  the 

body: 
Tomorrow  moumin«;5s  to  the  camp  convey  it, 
There  to  receive  due  ceremonies.    That  eye 
That  blinds  himself  with  weeping,  gets  most 

glory.  [Exeunt  with  a  dead  march, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Suetonius^  Judiui,  Decius,  Demetrivs, 
Cvriutf  and  Soldiers:  Btmduca,iwo  Daugh- 
terSf  and  Nennim  uifjve.  Drum  and  colours 

Suet,  Bring  up  the  catapults,  and  shake 
the  wall ; 
We  will  not  be  out-bmv*d  thus. 

Nen,  Shake  the  earth,  [rams, 

Ye  cannot  shake  our  souls.    JBrinc;  up  your 
And  with  their  armed  heads  make  the   fort 

lotter. 
Ye  do  but  rock  us  into  death.       [Exit  Nen. 

Jan.  See,  sir, 
See  tlie  Icenian  queen  in  all  her  glory,   [ing. 
From  the  strong  battlements  proudly  appear- 
As  if  she  meant  to  give  us  lashes ! 

Dec.  Yield,  queen. 

Bond.  Vin  unacquainted   with   tlint  lati- 
gua«re,  Roman.  J  mercy; 

Suet.  Yield,  honour^  lady,  and  expect  our 
We  love  thy  nobleness.  [Exit  Decius. 

Himd.  I  thank  ye !  ye  say  well ; 
But  mercy  and  love  are  sins  in  Rome  and  hell. 

Suet.  You  cannot  'kcape  our  strength ;  you 
must  yield,  lady; 
Yo4i  must  adore  and  fear  the  power  of-Rome. 

Bond,  if  Rome  be  earthly^  why  should  any 
knee 
With  bending  adoration  worship  her? 
She*s  vicious;  and,  your  partial  selves  confess, 
Aspires  the  heiii^ht  of  ail  impiety; 
Tlicrefore  'tis  fitter  I  siiould  reverence 
Hie  thatched  houses  where  the  Britons  dwell 
In  careless  mirth ;  where  the  blcss'd  house- 
hold gods 
See  nought  but  chaste  and  simple  purity. 
Tis  not  high  power  that  makeb  a  place  divine, 
Nor  that  the  men  from  gods  derive  their  line; 
But  sacred  thoughts,  in  holy  bosoms  storM, 
Make  people  noble,  and  the  place  adur'd. 

Suet.  Beat  the  wall  deeper  ! 

Bond.  Beat  it  to  t lie  centre, 
We  will  not  sink  one  thought. 

Sutt.  I'll  make  ye. 

Bond.  No. 

%  Davgh.  Oh,  mother,  these  are  fearful 
hours;  speak  gently 

Eater  Petillius,  who  whispers  Suetonius. 
To  tliese  fierce  men,  they  ivill  afford  ve  pity. 

Bond,  Pity?    Thou  fearful  girl,   'tis  for 

those  wh!tches  [less  ? 

That  misery  makes  tame.   Wouldst  thou  live 


Wast  hot  thou  borii  a  princess?  Can  my 

blood, 
And  thy  brave  father^s  spirit,  suffer  in  thee 
So  bAse  a  separation  from  thyself, 
As  mercy  fi-om  these  tyrants?  Thoti  lov'st 
lust  sore,  ~       [beauty 

And  long'st  to  pmstitute  thy  youth  and 
To  common  slaves  for  bread.  Say  they  had. 
The  devil  a  relenting  conscience,  [mercy. 
The  l»ves  of  kings  rest  in  their  diadems, 
Which  to  their  bodies  lively  souls  do  give. 
And,  ceasing  to  be  kings,  they  cease  to  live. 
Sliew  sbch  another  feai*,  and*,  b^  the  Gods, 
ni  fling  thee  to  their  fury. 

Suet,  lie  is  dead  then)  [sir, 

Fet.  I  think  so  certainly ;  yet  all  my  means, 

Even  to  the  hazard  of  my  life 

Suet.  No  more: 
We  must  not  seem  to  mourn  here. 

Enter  Decius, 
Dec.  There's  a  breach  made ; 
Is  it  your  will  we  charge,  sir? ' 

Suet.  Once  more,  mercy, 
Mercy  to  ail  that  yield  ? 

Bond.  1  scorn  to  answer; 
Speak  to  him,  girl,  and  hear  thy  sister. 

1  Daugh.  General,  [me, 

Hear  me,  and  mark  me  well,  and  look  upon 
Directly  in  my  face,  my  woman's  face, 
Whose  only  beauty  is  the  hate  it  bears  ye; 
See  with  thy  narrowest  eyes,  thy  sharpest 

wishes. 
Into  my  soul,  and  sec  what  there  inhabits; 
See  if  one  fear,  one  shadow  of  a  terror. 
One  paleness  dare  appear  but  from  my  anger. 
To  lay  hold  on  your  mercies.     No,  ye  fools. 
Poor  fortune's  fools,  wc  were  not  born  for 

triumphs. 
To  follow  your  gay  sports,  and  fill  your  slaves 
With  hoots  and  acclamations. 
Pet.  Brave  behaviour! 
1  Daugh.  The  children  of  as  great  as  Rome, 
as  noble,  [envy. 

Our  names  before  her,  and  our  deeds  her 
Must  wc  gild  o'er  your  conquest,  make  your 

slate, 
That  i«*  not  fairly  strong,  but  fortunate?  [ye. 
No,  no,  ye  Romans,  we  have  ways  to  scape 
To  make  ye  poora^^ain,  indeed  our  prisoners, 
And  stick  our  triumphs  full. 
Bet.  "Sdeath,  J  shall  love  her. 
1  Daugh.  To  torture  ye  with  suffering,  like 
our  slaves; 
To  make  ye  curse  our  patience,  wish  the 

world 
Were  lost  again,  to  win  us  only,  and  esteem 
The  end  of  all  ambitions. 

Bond.  Do  ye  wonder}  [tune; 

We'll  make  our  monuments  in  spite  of  for- 

In  spite  of  all  your  eagles'  wings,  we'll  work 

A  pitch  above  ye ;  and  from  our  height  we'll 

&toop 


'^  Tomorrow  morning.]  The  variation  in  the  text  is  recommended  in  the  edition  of  1750. 
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As  fearless  of  your  bloody  soars,  and  fortu- 
As  if  we  prey'd  on  heartless  doves.  [nate, 
Suet.  Strange  stiffness ! 


THE  TRAGEbY  OF  BONDUCA. 


[Act  4.  Scene  4. 


Decius,go  charge  the  breach.  [Exit  Decius. 
£(?/i(/.  Charge  it  home,  lloinan  ;      [niusf 


We  shall  deceive  tliee  else.    Where's  New 

.     Enter  Nenniu^. 
Nen.  They've  made  a  mighty  breach. 
Bond.  Stick  in  thy  body, 
And  make  it  pood  but  half  an  hour. 
Nen.  niddit. 

1  Daugh.  And  then  be  sure  to  dio. 
Nen.  It  shall  go  hard  else. 

Bond,  Farewell,  with  all  my  heart !    We 
shall  meet  yonder, 
W^here  few  of  these  must  come. 

Nen.  Gods  take  thee,  lady !       [Erit  Nen. 
Bond.  Bring  up  the  swords,  and  poison* 

Enter  one  with  swords  and  a  great  cup, 

2  Baugh.  Oh,  my  fortune! 

Biynd.  How,  how,  ye  whore  ?  fvou. 

2  Daugh,  Good  mother,  nothing  to  offend 

Bond.  Here,  wench. 
Behold  us,  Romans ! 

Suet.  Mercy  yet. 

Bond.  No  talking  !  [pfayers, 

Puff!  there  goes  all  your  pity.  Come,  short 
And  let's  dispatch  the  business  I  You  begin ; 
Shrink  not,  I'll  see  you  do'ti 

2  Davgh.  Oh,  gentle  mother ! 
Oh,  Romans !  oh,  my  heart !  I  dare  not. 

Suet.  Woman,  woman, 
Unnatural  w  oman ! 

2  Dau^h.  Oh,  persuade  her,  Romans: 
Alas,  Tm   young,  and   would  live.     Noble 

mother, 
Can  ye  kill  that  ye  gave  life?   Are  my  years 
Fit  for  destruction  ? 

Suet.  Yield,  and  be  a  queen  still, 
A  mother,  and  a  flpicnd. 

Bond.  Ye  talk!— Come,  hold  it^ 
And  put  it  home. 

1  Davgh.  Fy,  sister,  fy ! 
What  would  you  live  to  be? 

Bond.  A  whore  still  ? 

2  Daugh.  Mercy  I 

Suet.  Hear  her,  thou  wretched  woman  I 

2  Davgh.  Mercy,  mother ! 
Oh,  whither  will  you  send  me?  I  was  once 
Your  darling,  your  delight. 

Bond.  Oh,  «;ods !  l^ar  in  my  family  ? 
t)o  it,  and  nobly. 

2  Daugk.  Oh,  do  not  frown  then. 

i  Duugh.  Doit,  worthy  sister ;         [you. 
TTisnothuig;  'lis  a  pleasure:  We'll  go  \vitli 

2  Davgh.  Oh,  if  I  knew  but  whither  ! 

1  Davgh'  To  th«  blessed  ; 
W' here  we  shall  meet  our  fathcr-r — 

Suet.  Woman! 

Bond.  Tall;  j)0t, 

1  Daugh.  Where  nothln::  but  true  joy  is — 

Bond.  That's  a  jLOod  wcnrli ! 
Mine  own  sweet  girl!  put  it  close  to  thee. 


2  Davgh.  Oh* 
Comfort  me  still,  for  Heav'n's  sake. 

1  Daugh.  Where  eternal 

Our  youths  are,  and  our  beauties;  where  no 

wars  come, 
Nor  lustful  slaves  to  ravish  us. 

2  Davgh.  That  stieels  me ; 

A  long  farewell  to  this  world !  [Dia, 

Bond.  Good;  I'll  help  thee. 

1  Daugh.  The  next  is  mine.     Shew  me  ft 
Roman  lady  [nour  { 

In  all  your  stories,  dare  do  this  for  her  ho- 
They  are  owwrds,  eat  coals  like  compell'd 
Yorir  great  saint,  Lucrece,  [cats ; 

Died  not  for  honour;  Tarquin  tupt  her  well, 
And,  mad  she  could  not  hold  him,  bled. 

Pet.  By  Heaven, 
I  am  in  love !  I'd  give  an  hundred  pound  now 
But  to  lie  with  this  woman's  behaviour.  Ob, 
the  devil ! 

1  Davgh.  Ye  shall  see  me  example :  All 
your  Rome, 
If  I  were  proud  and  lOv'd  ambition. 
If  I  were  lustful,  till  your  ways  of  pleasure. 
If  I  wore  greedy,  all  the  wealth  ye  conquer— 

Bond.  Make  haste. 

1  Daugh.  1  will. — Could  not  entice  to  live. 
But  two  short  hours,  this  frailty.  Would  }e 

learn 
IIow  to  die  bravely,  Romans,  to  flin^  off 
This  case  of  flesh,  lose  all  your  carps  for  ever? 
Live  as  we  have  done,  well,  and  fear  the  gods; 
Hunt  honour,  and   not  nations,  with  your 
swotds;  [hitih; 

Keep  your  minds  luimble,  your  devotions 
So  shail  ye  learn  the  noblest  part,  to  die. 

n}ifx. 

Bond.  I  come,  wench.— To  ye  all,  rale's 
hangmen,  you 
That  ease  the  nged  destinies,  and  cut 
The  threads  of  kingdoms  as  they  draw  *em! 
here,  [Cicsar 

Here  is  a  draun;ht  would  ask  no  less  thaA 
To  pled^^e  it  for  the  glory's  sake ! 

Cur.  (ircut  lady  ! 

Suet.  Make  up  your  own  conditions. 

Bond.  So  we  will." 

Suet.  Stay ! 

Dem.  Stay! 

Siiet.  Be  an^  thing. 

Bond.  A  snmt,  Suetonius, 
When  thou  shalt  fear,  and  die  like  a  slave; 
Ye  fools,  [conqucr'd; 

Ye  should  have  tied  up  death  first,  when  ye 
Ye  sweat  for  us  in  vain  else  :  See  him  here^ 
He's  ours  still,  and  ouf  friend;  laughs  at 

your  pities; 
And  we  command  him  with  as  easy  reins 
As  do  our  enemies.— 1  feel  the  poison.— 
Poor  vanqui.sh'((  Romans,  with  what  matdi^ 

less  tortures 
Could  I  now  rack  ye !  But  I  pity  ye. 
Desiring  to  die  quiet :  Nay,  so  much. 
I  hate  to  prosecute  my  victory, 
Tiiat  i  will  give  ye  counsel  «n*  I  die: 


Act  5.  Scene  1.] 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BONDUCA. 


^41 


If  you   will  keep  jour  laws   and  empire 

.whole, 
Pl$ce  in  your  Roman  flesh  a  Briton  soul. 

[Dia. 
Enter  Deems. 
Suet.  Desperate  and  strange ! 
Dec.  Tis  won,  sir,  and  the  Britons 
AH  put  to  th'  sword. 


Suet.  Give  her  fair  funeral ; 
She  was  truly  noble,  and  a  queen. 

Pet.  Poxtake  it, 
A  love-mange  grown  upon  roe  ?  Whata  spirit ! 

Jun.  Vm  slad  of  thi« !  I've  found  you. 

Pet*  In  my  belly. 
Oh,  how.  it  tumbles ! 

Jhi,  Ye  good  gods,  I  thanl^  ye !  [Ejceunt, 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I. 


Caratach  vpon  a  rock,  and  Heiigo  ly  him 

sleeping. 
Car.  T[^HUS  we  afflicted  Britons  climb  for 

safeties. 
And  to  avoid  ourdangers, seek  destructions; 
Thus  we  ^wafce  to  sorrows.  Oh,  thou  woman, 
Thou  agent  for  adversities,  what  curses 
This  day  belong  to  thy  improvidence ! 
ToBritaine,  by  thy  means,  what  sad  millions 
Of  widows*  weeping  eyes !  The  strong  man's 

valour 
Thou  hast  betray'd  to  fury,  the^hild's  fortune 
To  fear,- and  want  o^  friends ;  whose  pieties 
Might  wipe  his  mournings  off,  and  build  his 

sorrows 
A  house  of  rest  by  his  biess'd  lincestors: 
The  virgins  thcu  hast  robb'd  of  all  their 
wishes,        ,  r«««{^s» 

Blasted  their  blowing  hopes,  turnetJ  their 
Their  mirthful  marriage-song?,  to  funerals; 
The    land    th'  hast   left   a   wilderness  of 

wretches. — 
The  boy  begins  to  stir.;  thy  aafety  made, 
Would  my  soul  were  in  Ileav'u ! 

Hengo.  Oh,  noble  uncle, 
Look  out;  I  dream'd  we  were  betray'd. 
Car.  No  harm,  boy; 

[-4  soft  dead  march  within. 
Tis  but  thy  emptiness  that  breeds  these  fan- 
Thou  shalt  have  meat  anou.  fcies : 

•  Hengo.  A  little,  uncle,         •  [those, 

And   I  shall  hold  out  bravely.— What  are 
(Look,  uncle,  look  !)  those  multitudes  that 

march  there  ^ 
They  come  upon  us  stealing  by. 

Car.  I  see  'em ; 
And  prithee  be  not  fearful. 

Hengo.  Now  you  hate  me; 
'Would  I  were  (Jead ! 

Car.  Thou  know'st  I  love  thee  dearly, 
Hengo.  Did  I  e'er  shrink  yet, uncle?  Were 
i       1  a  man  now, 
I  should  be  angry  witli  you. 

Enter  Dnaius,  Regulus,  and  Soldiers,  with 
Penius^x  hearse,  drums  and  colours. 
Car.  My  sweet  cliicken  ! — 
Sec,  they  have  rcach'd  us;  and,  as  it  seems, 
they  bear 
Vol.  ir.  3 


Somesoldier*s  body,  by  their  solemn  gestured. 
And  sad  solemnities;  it  well  appears  too 
To  be  of  eminence. — Mo«t  worthy  soldiers, 
liCt  me  entreat  Tour  krtowledge  to  inform  me 
What  noble  bo^y  that  is  which  you  bear 
With  such  a  sad  and  ceremonious  grief, 
A  s  if  ye  meant  to  wooe  the  world  and  Nature 
To  be  in  love  with  death  ?  Most  honourable 
Ex coUeHt  Romans,  by  youf  ancient  valours. 
As  ve  love  fame,  resolve  me ! 

Sold.  'T\i  the  body 
Of  the  groat  captain  Penius,  by  himself 
Made  cold  and  spiritless. 

Car.  Oh,  stay,  ye  Romans, 
By  the  religion  which  ye  owe  chose  gods ; 
That  lean  ye  on  to  victories!  by  tlwse  ^orle^ 
Which  made  even  pride  a  virtue  in  ye ! 

Drus.  Stay. 
What's  thy  will,  Caratach  ? 

Car.  Set  down  the  body, 
The  body  of  the  noblest  of  all  Romaaf  i 
As  ye  eipect  an  offering  at  your  graves 
From   your  friends*  sorrows,   set  it  down 

.awhile, 
That  with  your  griefs  an  enemy  may  mingle, 
(A  nobJe  elieray,  tb^it  loveS  a  soldier) 
And  lend  a  tear  to  Virtue !  Ev'ii  your  foes,  ■ 
Your  wild  foes,  as  youcaU'd  us,  are  yetstor'd 
With  fair  affections,  our  hearts  fresh,  ouf 
spirits,  [dies, 

Tho   sometime  stubborn,  yet  when  Virtue 
Soft  and  releuting  as  a vir{rin'8 prayers: 
Oh,  set  it  down! 

Drus.  Set  down  the  body,  soldiers. 

Car.  Thou  hallovv'd  relick,  thou  rich  dia« 
mond 
Cut  witJi  thine  own  dust;  thou  for  whose 

wide  fame 
The  world  appears  too  narrow,  man's  a^ 

thoughts, 
Had  they  all  tongues,  too  silent;  thus  I  bow 
To  thy  mpst  honoured  ashes  !  Tho' an  enemy, 
Yet  fi lend  to  all  thy  worths,  sleep  peaceably; 
Happiness  crown  thy  soul,  and  in  thy  earth 
Some  laurel  fix  his  seat,  there  grow  and  flou- 
rlj^h,  , 

And  make  thy  grave  an  everlasting  triumph ! 
Farewell  all  glorious  wars,  now  thou  art  gone, 
And  honest  arms,  adieu  !  All  noble  battles, 
iVlnintain'd  in  thirst  of  honour,  not  o^  blood, 
rarcwcU  for  ever ! 

Li 
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[Act  5.  Scene  1 


Hevgo,  Was  tliis  Roman,  uncle. 
So  j;ood  a  man  f 

C^r.  Thou  nererlcncw'st  thy  father. 

fieri  go.  He  died  Tore  I  was  born. 

Ctfr.  This  worthy  Roman 
Was  such  another  piece  of  rndless  honour, 
Such  a  brave  soul  dwelt  in  him ;  their  pro- 
portions 
And  faces  were  not  much  unlike,  boy.    Ex- 
cellent nature ! 
See  how  it  works  into  his  eyes !  ipine  own  boy ! 

Hengo.  The  multitudes  of  these  men,  and 

th«ir  fortunes,  [goodpess — 

Could  never  make  me  fear  yet;  one  man's 

Car.  Oh,now  thoupleasestine;  weep  still, 
ray  child. 
As  if  thou  saw*stme  dead  !  with  such  a  flax 
Or  flood  of  sorrow,  still  thou  pleasest  me. 
And,  worthy  soldiers,  'pray  receive  these 

pledges. 
These  hatchments  of  ourgiiefs,  and  grace  us 

so  much 
X*^>  place  *em  on  hishearsci  Kowjif  ye  please. 
Bear  off  the  ndblc  burden ;  raise  his  pile 
High  as  Olympus,  making  Heav*u  to  wonder 
To  see  a  star  upon  earth  oiit'^hining  theirs : 
Andevei^loved,  evei  living  be 
I'hy  honour*d  and  roost  sacred  memory! 

brut.  Thou  hast  done  honestly,  good  Ca- 

ratach;  ]^  Romans 

And  when  thou  diest,  a  thousand  virtuous 

Shall  sing  thy  soul  to  Heaven.     Now  march 

on,  soldiers.      [Exeunt,  A  dead  march. 

Car.  Now  dry  thine  eyes,  my  boy. 

Hengo,  Are  they  all  gone  ? 
I  could  have  wept  this  hour  yet. 

Car,  Come,  take  cheer. 
And  raise  thy  spirit,  child ;  if  but  this  day 
Thou  canst  bear  out  thy  faintness,  the  nij^ht 
1*11  fashion  our  escape.  [commg 

Hengo.  'Pray  fear  not  me; 
Indeed  I'm  very  hearty. 

Car,  Be  so  still ; 
His  mischiefs  lessen,  that  controls  his  ill. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Petillivs, 
Fet,  What  do  I  ail,  i'  th'  name  of  Heav'n  ? 
I  did  but  see  her,  [strongly, 

'And  see  hei*  die;  she  stinks  by  this  time 
Abominably  stinks.    She  was  a  woman, 
A  thing  1  never  car'd  for ;  but  to  die  so, 
^     So  confidently,  bravely,  strongly — Oh,  the 
devil,  [strangely, 

I  have  the  bots !  by  Heaven^  she  scorn'd  us 


All  we  could  do,  or  durst  do ;  threaten'd  as 
With  such  a  noble  anger,  and  so  eovern'd 
With  such  A  fiery  spirit — ^The  plam  bots**! 
A  pox  upon  the  l)Ots,  the  love-bots !  Hang  oie, 
Hang  me  ev'o  out  o*  th*  way,  directly  hangmc! 
Oh,  penn^  pipers,  and  most  painful  penners 
Of  bountiful  new  ballads,  what  a  subject, 
What  a  sweet  subject  for  your  silver  suuads^ 
Is  crept  upon  ye  ^'1 

Enter  Janiut. 
Jun.  Here  is  he;  have  at  him.!       [Sings. 
She  set  the  sword  unto  her  breast. 

Great  pity  it  was  to  sec. 
That  three  drops  of  her  life-warm  blood 
Run  trickling  down  her  knee. 

Art  thou  there,  bonny  boy?  And  i*  faith  how 
dost  thou  ? 
Pet.  Well,  gramerry ;  how  dost  thou  ?  Wan 
found  me. 
Scented  me  out ;  tiie  shame  the  devil  ow*d  mc, 
ir  as  kept  his  day  with.    And  what  news, 
Jumus? 
Jun.  It  was  an  old  tale  ten  thousand  times 
told. 
Of  a  young  lady  was  turn'd  into  mould. 
Her  life  it  was  lovely,  her  deatli  it  was 
bold. 

Pet.  A  cruel  rogue !  now  he  has  drawn 
pursuit  on  n\e^, 
He  hunts  me  like  a  devil.    No  more  singing ! 
Th'  hast  got  a  cold :  Come,  lei's  go  drink 
some  sack,  boy. 

Jun,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Pet,  Why  dost  thou  laugh? 
What  mare  s  nest  hast  thou  found  ? 

Jun.  Ha^  ha,  ha ! 
I  cannot  laugh  alone :  Decius !  Demetrius ! 
Curius  I  dh,  my  sides !  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
The  stra  ngest  jest ! 

Pet.  'Prithee  no  more. 

Jun.  The  admirablest  fooling ! 

Pet.  Thou  art  the  prettiest  fellow ! 

Jun,  Sirs! 

Pet.  Why,  Junius! 
'Prithee  away,  sweet  Junius ! 

Jun.  Let  me  sing  then. 

Pet.  Whoa,  nere's  a  stir  now  !  Sing  a  song 
^o'  sixpence ! 
By  Heaven,  if— 'prithee— pox  on't,  Junius  S 

Jun.  I  must  either  sing  or  laugh. 

Pet.  And  what's  your  reason?    ' 

Jun.  What's  that  to  you? 

Pet.  And  I  must  whistle. 

Jun.  Do  so. 
Oh,  I  hear  'em  coming. 


^  Bots.  See  note  *•  on  The  Humourous  Lieutenant. 

^  Crept  upon  ye.]  Sympson  calls  this  nonsense,  and  reads, '  crept  upon  ME ;'  *  fbr*  says  h^, 
'  Love  was  not  crept  upon  them,  but  himself*  Petillius  means,  *  What  a  sweet  subject  is 
fallen  in^our  way  1 

^  H*  as  drazcn  pursue  IT onmc]  What  strtmge  stufTis  this?  By  a  small  change  of  letterf 
and  a  comma,  1  hope  I  have  restored  this  place  to  its  ancient  purity^        Sevard. 

Pirst  folio  says,  *  now  h'  has  drawn  pursue  on  me.' 


Act  5.  Scene  9.] 
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Pet,  IVe  a  little  business. 

Jttii.  Tbou  &balt  not  go,  believe  it:  Wba: ! 
a  gentleman 
Of  thy  sweet  conversation  ? 

Pet.  Captain  Junius, 
Sweet  captain,  let  me  go  with  all  celerity ! 
Things  are  not  always  one;  and  do  not  ques- 
tion, [ditties, 
Nor  jeer,  nor  gibe  :  Non^  of  your  doleful 
Nor  your  sweet  conversation ;  you  will  find 
I  may  be  angerM.  [then 

Jan.  By  no  means,  Petillius ; 
Anger  a  man  that  never  knew  passion  ? 
Tis  most  impossible :  A  noble  captain, 
A  wise  and  generous  gentleman  ? 

Pet,  Tom  Puppy, 
Leave  this  way  to  abuse  me :   I  have  found 
you,  [you. 

But,  for  your  mother's  sake,  I  will  forgive 
Your  subtile  understanding  may  discover. 
As  you  tiiiuk^  some  trim  toy  to  make  you 
merry,  [to't ; 

Some  straw  to  tickle  you;  but  do  not  trust 
You're  a  young  man,  and  may  do  well ;  be 
Carry  yourself  discreetly.  [sober, 

Enter  DecluSy  Demetrius,  and  Curius, 

Jun.  Yes,  forsooth. 

J)em.  How  doeji  the  brave  Petillius? 

Jun,  Monstrous  merry. 
We  two  were  talking  what  a  kind  of  tiling 
1  was  when  1   was  in  love ;  what  a  strange 

monster 
)''or  little  bovs  and  girls  to  wonder  at; 
liow  bke  a  fool  1  look'd  ! 

Dec,  So  they  do  all, 
like  great  dull  slavering  fools. 

Jun,  Petillius  saw  too. 

Pet.  No  more  of  this;  'tis  scurvy;  peace  ! 

'Jun.  How  nastily, 
Indeed  how  beastly,  all  I  did  became  me ! 
How  1  forgot  to   blow  my  nose !  There  he 

standi). 
An  honest  and  a  wise  man;  if  himself 
( I  dare  avouch  it  boldly,  for  I  know  itj 
bhould  find  himrit'lf  in  love 

Pet,  I'm  angry. 

Jun.  Surely 
]lis  wise  self  would  bang  his  beastly  self; 
His  buderstandintf  self  so  mawl  his  ass  self — 

DiC.  He's  bound  to  do  it;  tor  he  knows 
the  follies, 
The  p«iverties,  ?iud  baseness,  that  belongs  to't; 
\V  has  read  upon  the  reformations  long. 

Pet.  lie  has  so. 

Jun.  Tis  true,  and  hemustdo't:  Nor  is 
it  fit  indeed 
Any  such  coward 

Pet,  YouMl  leave  prating? 

Jun,  'Should  dare 
Come  near  tlte  regiments,  especially 
Those  curious  puppies  (^for  believe  there  are 
such)  [whelps. 

That  only  love  behaviours :  Tlwsic  are  dug- 

a  L  2 


Dwindle  away  because  a  womAn  dies  well; 
Commit  with  passions  only  ;  fornicate 
With  the  free  spirit  merely.     You,  Petillius, 
For  you  have  long  observ*d  tlie  world 

P«J^  Dost  tbou  hear? 
ril  beat  thee  damnably  within  these  three 
hours !  [Jack-daws  J 

Go  pray ;  may  be  Til  kill  thee.     Farewell, 

Bcc,  What  a  strange  thing  he's  grown ! 

[KxU  Pet. 

Jun.  I'm  glad  be  is  so; 
And  stranger  he  shall  be  before  I  leave  him. 

Cur.  Is't  possible  her  mere  death — — > 

Jan.  I  observ'd  him, 
Aud  found  him  taken,  infinitely  taken, 
With  her  bravery;  I  have  foliow'd  him. 
And  seen  him  kiss  his  sword  since,  court  his 
scabbard,  [tress ; 

Call  dicing  dainty  dear,  her  hrave  mind  mis- 
C'asting  a  thousand  ways  to  give  those  forms, 
That  he  might  lie  with  'em,  and  get  old  ar- 
mours. 
He Jiud  ^ot  me  o'  tli'  hip  once ;   it  shall  go 

*  hard,  friends. 
But  he  shall  find  his  own  coin. 

Enter  Maeer, 
J)ec,  tlow  now,  Macftr  ? 
Is  Judas  yet  come,  ia? 

Enter  Judas. 

Macer,  Yes,  and  has  lost 
Most  of  his  men  loo.     Here  he  is. 

Cur.  What  news?  ^     .  [dares! 

Jud.  I've  lodgM  liiin ;  rouse  lilm,  he  tout 

Dem,  Where,  Judas? 

Judas.  On  a  steep  rock  i*  th'  woods,   the 

boy  too  with  htm ;  [gentlemen. 

And  there  he  swears  he*il  keep  hi^  Christmas, 

But  he  will  come  away  with  full  couditiou'). 

Bravely,  and  like  a  iJritoiL     lie  paid  pa^^ 

ol  us;  ■^  [p**'ty 

Yet  I  thiidk.  we  fought  bravely ;  For  mine  o»\  ii 

1  was  four  several  times  at  hull-sword  v^ith 

him,  [\^ 

Twice  stood  his  part iznn;  but  the  plain  truth 

lie's  a  mere  devil,  and  uo.mui).    I*  th*  end, 

he  swiiig'd  us,  rwitf:hciaft ; 

And   swing'd  us  soundly  too:  lie  h^hts  by 

Yet  (or  all  that  1  saw  him  lod^'d. 

Jun.  Take  more  men,  [along. 

And  scout  him  round.    Macer,  u^ch  you 
What  victuals  has  he? 

Jtt^/fif.  Not  a  piec<4  of  biscuit. 
Not  so  much  as  will  stop  a  tooth,  nor  water 
More  than  they  nvtke  themselves:   I'hey  lie 
Jus(  like.^  b^ac^  of  bear'-whclps,  close,  and 

crafly,  • 

Sucking  tivfir  f»n^rs  for  their  food. 

Dec,  Cut  otf  then 

All  hope  of  that  way  ;  take  sufficient  forces. 

Jun,  But  use  no  foul  play,  ou  your  Lves ! 

that  man  [liiin. 

That  does  him  mischief  by  deceit,  ru  kill 
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Macer.  He  shall  have  fair  play ;  he  de- 
serves it 
Judas,  Hark  ye! 
What  should  I  do  there  then  ?  You  are  hrave 
' '      captains,  [virtue ; 

ilost  valiant  men:  Go  up  yourselves;  use 
See  what  will  comeon't;  pray  the  {:;entleman 
To  come  down,  and  be  taken.     Ye  all  know 
him,  fhim. 

I  think  yeVe  felt  him  too:  There  yc  shall  Bna 
His  sword  by's  side,  plums  of  a  pound  weight 

by  him, 

Will  make  your  chops  ache:  YouTl  find  it  a 

more  labour  [nest. 

To  win  him  living,  than  climbing  of  a  crow's 

)  JDfc.  Away,  and  compass  him ;  we  shall 

come  up  [close. 

Tm  sure  within  these  two  hours.  Watcli  him 

Macer.  He  shall  flee  thro*  the  air,  if  he 

escape  us. 
Jun,  What's  this  loud  lamentation  ? 

ySad  uoisc  rvithin. 
Macer,  The  deati  hod^  f&ir. 

Of  the  great  Peniusxs  new  come  to  tli'  camp, 
Dem,  Dead? 

Macer.  By  himself,  they  say. 
inn.  I  fcar*d  that  fortune. 
Cur,  Peace  guide  him  up  to  Heaven  ! 
Jun,  Away,  good  Macer. 

[Exeunt  Macer  and  Judas. 

Enter  ^etoniusy  Drusius,  Regulus,  and 

Fetillivs. 
Suet.  If  thou  be*st  guilty; 
Some  sullen  plague,  thou  hat'st  most,  light 

upon  thee  I 
The  regiment  return  on  Junius; 
IJe  well  deserves  it. 
Pet.  So ! 

Suet,  Draw  out  three  companies, 
(Yours,  Decius,  Junius,  and  tliou,  Petillius) 
And  make  up  instantly  to  \IIarat.ich ; 
He's  in  the  wood  bcfotc  ye :  We  shall  follow, 
After  due  ceremony  done  to  th'  dead, 
The  noble  dead.   Come,  let*s  go  burn  the 
body.  [Ereufft  all  hut  F^illhts. 

Pet.  The  regiment  giv'n  from -me?  dis- 
grac'd  openly  ? 
In  love  too  with  a  trifle  to  abase  me  .' 
A'merry  world,a  tine  world !  serv'd  seven  years 
To  be  an  ass  o'  b(jth  sides?  sweet  Petillius, 
YouVe  brought  your  hogs  to  a  fine  markVt ! 

You  are  wise,  sir. 

Your  honourable  brain-pan  full  of  crotchets, 

An  understanding  gentleman ;  your  projects 

Cast  wjtli  assurance  ever  !  Wouldstnot  thou 

Be  bang'd  about  the  pate,  Petillius?      [now 

Answer  to  that,  sweet  sotdier!  surely,  surely, 

I  think  you  would ;  pulfd  by  the  nose,  kick'd  ? 

Hang  thee,  [dora 

R  Thou  art  the  arrant'st  rascal !  Trust  thy  wis- 

With  any  thing  of-  weight?  the  wind  with 

feathers !  [;»overn  ? 

Out,  you  bllud  puppy !  you  command  ?  you 


Dig  for  a  groat  a>day,  or  serve  a  swine-herd, 
Too  noble  for  thy  nature  too  I — 1  must  u(p; 
But  what  I  shall  do  there,  W  tine  discover. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  HI. 
Enter  Macer  and  Judas,  with  n^eat  and  a 
bottle. 
Macer.  Han^*it  o'  th'  side  o'  th'.rock,  as 
tho'  the  Britons 
Stole  hither  to  relieve  him:  Who  first  ventures 
To  fetch  it  off,  is  ours.     I  cannot  see  hiin. 
Judas.  He  lies  close  in  a  bole  above,  I  kiiow 

Gnawing  upon  his  anger.  Ha !  no ;  tis  not 
Macer.  Tis  but  the  shaking  f)f  the  bough«( 
Judas.  Pox  shake  'em  ! 

I'ni  sure  they  shake  me  soundly.— There ? 
Macer,  Tis  nothing.  [tempest 

Judas,  Mnke  no  noise ;  if  he  stir,  a  deadly 

Of  hui;e   5ti)nes  falls   upon's.     Tis   done  t 
a w ay ,  close !  [  Exeunt. 

Enter  Caratach, 
Car,  Sleep  still,  sleep  sweetly,  child  ;  'tis 

all  thou  feed'st  on  ! 
No  gentle  Briton  near,  no  valiant  charity. 
To  briii^  thee  food  ?  Poor  knave,  tliou'rt  sick, 

extrerne  sick,  [goodness 

Almost  growTj  wild  for  meat;  and  yet  thy 
Will  not  confess,  nor  shew  it.  AILUie  woods 
Are  double  lin'd  with  soldiers  ;  no  way  left  us 
To  make  a  noble  'scape.  V\\  sit  down  by  thee, 
And,  when  thou  wnk*st,  either  get  meat  to 

save  thee, 
Or  lose  my  life  i' th' purchase ;  good  Gods 

comfort  thee ! 

Enter  Junius,  Decivs.  Petillius,  and  Guide. 

Guide,  You  are  ^ot  far  off  now,  sir. 

Jan.  Draw  the  ccinpanies 
The^closc<t  way  thro' the  woods;  we'll  keep 
on  this  nay. 

Guide.  1  will,  sir:   Half  a  furlong  mOre 

you'll  come  [side ; 

Witliiii  the  sight  o*  th'rock.  Keep  on  the  left 

You'll  be  discovcr'd  else:  I'll  lodge  your  com- 

In  the  wild  vines  beyond  ye.  '  [panics 

Dec.  Do  you  mark  him  ? 

Jun,  Yes,  nijd  am  sorry  for  hire. 

Pet.  Junius, 
'Pray  let  m<»  speak  two  words  with  yoo. 

Jitn.  W.alk  afore ;  ^ 
ril  overtjakc  vou  straight. 

Dec.  l  will.  [Eut, 

Jun,  Nowi  captain?^ 

Pet,  You  liave  oft  told  me,  you  have  lov'd 
me,  Junius. 

Jun,  Most  sure  I  told  you  truth  thert. 

Pet.  And  that  love 
Shduld  not  deny  me  any  honest  thinj;. 

Jun.  It  shall  not. 

Pet.  Dare  you  swear  it  ? 
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I  have  foreot  all  passages  between  us 
Tbat  have  been  ill,  forgiven  too ;  forget  yoii». 

J^n.  What  would  this  man  hav^  ? — By  the 
Gocls,  I  do,  sir, 
So  it  be  fit  to  grant  you. 
-'  Pet.  Tis  most  honest. 

Jan,  Why,  then  I'll  do  it. 

Pet.  Kill  me. 

Jttw.  How? 

Pet,  'Pray  kill  me. 

Jan.  Kill  you? 

Pet,  Ay,  kill  me  quickly,  suddeply; 
Now  kill  me. 

Jun.  On  what  reason  ?  You  amaze  me  ! 

Pet.  If  you  do  love  me,  kill  me;  ask  me 
I  would  be  kiird,  and  by  you.         [not  why: 

Jun.  Mercy  on  me ! 
What  ails  this  man?  Petillius! 

PeL  Tray  you'diSpulch  me; 
You  are  not  safe  whilst  I  live :  I  am  dangerous, 
Troubled  extremely,  cv'n  to  mischief,  Junius, 
Au  enemy  to  all  good  men.     Fear  not ;  'tis 
1  shall  kill  you  else.  [justice; 

Jun,  Tell  me  but  the  cause. 
And  I  will  do  it. 

Pet.  Vm  disgraced,  my  service 
Slighted  and  unrewarded  by  the  general, 
jMy  hopes  left  wild  and  naked ;  besides  these, 
I*m  grown  ridiculous,  an  ass,  a  ifblly, 
I  (jare  not  trust  myself  with :  'Prithee,  kill  me ! 
I  Jun.  All  these  may  be  redeem'd  as  e^ily 
As  you  would  heal  your  finger. 

Pet.  Nay 

Jun.  Stay,  I'll  do  it ;  [tillius, 

You  siiall  not  need  your  anger.  But  fir>»t,  Pc- 
You  shall  unarm  yourself;  1  dare  not  trust 
A  man  so  bent  to  mischief.'  •. 

Pet,  '1  here's  my  sword. 
And  do  it  handsomely. 

\f^n.  Y'es,  I  will  kill  you,  [you 

Believe  that  certain;  but  first  I'll  lay  before 
The  most  extreme  fool  you  have  play'd  in 

this, 
The  honour  purpos'd  for  you,  the  great  ho- 
Tho  jiencral  intended  you.  [nour 

Pvt.  How? 

Jun.  And  then  I'll  kill  yon, 
Becjiuse  you  shall  die  miscM-ahlc.  Know,  sir. 
The  regiment  was  giv'n  me,  but  'till,  time 
Caird  you  to  do  some  worthy  deed,  might  stop 
The  people's  ill  ttioughts  of  you  for  lord  Pe- 
nius,  [to  you, 

I  mean  his  death.  IIow  soon  this  time's  come 
And  hasted  by  Suetonius !  po,  says  he, 
Junius  and  Decius,  and  go  thou,  Petillius, 
(distinctly,  thou,  Pciilliun)  and  draw  up,    . 
To  take  stout  Caratach;  there's  the  deed 

prfrpos'd, 
A  deed  to  take  off  all  faults,  of  all  natures  : 
And  thou,  Petillius,  mark  it !  there's  the  ho- 
And  that  done,  all  made  tven.  [nour; 

Ptt.  Stay ! 


Jun.  No,  I'll  kill  you. 
He  knew  thee  absolute,  and  full  in  soldier. 
Daring  beyond  all  dangers,  fdund  thee  out 
According  to  the  boldnc^ss  of  thy  spirit, 
A  subject,  such  a  subject 

Pet,  Hark  you,  Junius ! 
I  will  live  now. 

Jun.  By  no  means. — Woo'd  thy  worth, 
Held  thee  by  the  chin  up,  as  thou  sunk'st^ 
and  shcw'd  thee  [ready, 

How  Honour  held  her  arms  out.  Come, make 
Since  you  win  die  an  ass. 

Pet,  Thou  wilt  not  kill  me? 

Jun.  By  Heaven,  but  I  will,  sir.    I'll  have 
no  man  dangerous 
Live  to  destroy  me  altcrward.    Besides,  you 
have  gotten  ^     [^^X> 

Honour  enough ;  let  young  men  rise  now. 
I  do  perceive  too  by  the  gcni*ral,  (which  is 
One  main  cause  you  shall  die,  howe'cr  he 

carry  it) 
Such  a  strong  doting  on  you,  that  I  fear 
You  shall  command  1n  chief ;  how  arc  we  paid 
Come,  if  you'll  pray,  dispatch  it.         [ibcu  ? 

Pet.  Is  there  no  way  ? 

Jun.  Not  any  way  to  live. 

Pet,  I  will  do  any  thing, 
Redeem  myself  at  any  prtce:  Good  .lunius^ 
Let  me  hut  die  upon  the  rock,  but  otTcr 
My  hfe  up  like  a  soldier  ! 

Jun.  Y»iu  will  seek  then 
To  out-do  every  man. 

Pet,  Believe  i.t,  Junius, 
You  shall  go  stroke  by  stroke  with  me. 

Jun.  You'll  leave  oft*  too, 
As  you  are  noble,  and  a  soldier, 
For  ever  these  mad  fancies. 

Pel.  Dare  you  trust  me? 
By  all  that's  good  and  honest 

Jun.  There's  your  sword  then  ; 
And  now,  come  on  a  new  man :  Virtue  guide 
thee !  [Eieunt. 

Enter  Caratach  end  HengOy  on  the  rock. 

Car.  Courage,  my  boy  !  I  have  f..und  meat : 

Look, llcMgo,  [thee. 

Lock  where  scnne  blessed  Briton,  to  p^^^erve 

Has  hung  a  little  food  and  drink :  Cheer  up, 

Do  not  f«)rsake  me  now  !  [hoy; 

Hcfigu.  Oh,  uncle,  uncle, 
I  feel  1  cannot  stay  long;  yet  I'll  fetch  it. 
To  keep  your  noble  life.     Uncle,  I'm  hcart- 
And  would  live.  [whole, 

Car.  Thou  shalt,  long  I  hope. 

Heng.  But  my  head,  uncle ! 
Methiuks  the  rock  goes  round. 

Enter  Macer  and  Judas, 

Macer,  Mark  'em  well,  Judas. 
JuJus.  Peace,  as  you  love  your  life ! 
Hengo.  Do  not  you  hear 
The  noise  of  bells .'' 


»  Forgot  tfou.]  Amended  in  1750, 
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Car.  Of  bells,  bov  ?  Tia  thy  fancy; 
Alas,  thy  body's,  full  of  wind. 

flengo.  Metbiuks,  sir, 

They  ring  a  strange  sad  knell,  a  preparation 

To  some  near  fuuenU  of  state:   Nay,  weep 

not,  [sooner. 

Mine  own  swcrt  uncle !    you  will  kill  me 

Car.  Oh,  ray  poor  chicken  ! 

Hcngo.  Fy,  faint-hearted  uncle  ! 
Come,  tie  me  in  your  belt,  and  let  me  down. 

Car.  I'll  go  myself,  boy. 

Hengo.  No,  as  you  love  mo,  uncle ! 
I  will  not  eat  it,  ifl  do  not  fetch  it; 
The  danger  only  I  desire;  'pray  tie  me. 

Car,  I  will,«and  all  my  care  hangover  thee! 
Come,  child. 
My  valiant  child ! 

HengQ.  Let  ra6  down  apace,  uncle. 
And  you  shall  see  how  like  a  daw  I'll  whip  it 
From  alkheir  policies;  for  'tis  most  certain 
A  KoiTian  train :  And  you  must  hold  me  sure 
too,  [uncle. 

You'll  spoil  all  else.  When  I  have  brought  it, 
We'll  be  as  merry 

Car.  Go,  i'  th'  name  of  llcav'n,  boy  ! 

Hengo.  Quick,  quick,. uncle  !  I  huve  it. — 

Car.  What  airst  thou?  [Oh! 

[Judas  shoots  ncniio. 

Hengo,  Oh,  my  best  uncle,  I  am  blain  ! 

Car.  1  see  you, 

[Car.  kills  Judas  with  a  stone. 
And  Hcav'n  diri-ct  my  hand !— Destruction 
Go  with  thy  coward  soul! — How  dost  thou, 
Oh,  villain,  pocky  villain  !  [boy? — 

Hengo.  Oh,  uncle,  uncle. 
Oh,  how  it  pricks  me  (am  I  preserved  for  this  ?) 
Extremely  pricks  me! 

Car.  Coward,  rascal  coward  ! 
Doi^s  eat  thy  flesh  ! 

ilengo.  Oh,  r  bleed  hard;  I   faint  too; 
out  upon*t, 
How  feick  I  am  !— The  lean  rogue,  uncle ! 

Car.  Look,  boy; 
I've  laid  him  sure  cnouil^h. 

Hengo.  Have  you  kuock'd  his  brains  out  f 

Cur.  I  warrant  thee  for  stirring  more: 
Cheer  up,  child. 

Hengo.  Hold  my  sides  hard  ;  stop,  fctop; 
oh,  wrerclied  fortune. 
Must  we  part  thus?  Still  i  grow  sicker,  uncle. 

Car.  Heaven  look  upon  tln&  noble  child! 

Hengo.  1  once  h'>p*d  [Homans 

I  shoutd  have  liv'd  to  have  met  these  bloody 
At  my  sword's,  point,  to  have  reveng'd  my 

father. 
To  have  beaten  'em.    Oh,  hold  me  hard ! 
But,  uncle — 

Car.  Tliou  shall  live  still  I  hope,  boy.  Shall 
1  draw  it? 

Hengo.  You  draw  away  my  soul  then ;  I 

would  live 

A  little  longer,  (spare  me,  Heavens !;  but  only 

To  thank  you  for  your  tender  love  !  Good 

Good  uoble  uncle,  weep  not !  [uncle, 


Car.  Ob,  my  riiicken, 
My  dear  boy,  what  shall  I  lose? 

Hengo.  Why,  a  child, 
That  must  have   died  however;   had  this 

'soap'd  me, 
Fever  or  famine^-<-^T  was  bom  to  die,  sir. 

Car.  But  tlms  unblown,  my  boy .' 

Hengo.  I  go  the  straighter  [you 

My  journey  to  the  gods.    Sure  I  shall  kiiow 
When  you  come,  uncle? 

Car.  Yes,  boy. 

Herigo.  And  I  hope  fness 

We  shall  enjoy  together  that  great  blessedr 
You  told  roe  oh 

Car.  Most  certain,  child. 

Hengo.  I  grow  cold ; 
Mine  eyes  are  going. 

Car.  Lift  'em  upT 

Hengo.  Pray  for  me ; 
And,  noble  uncle,  when  my  bones  ar«  ashes, 
Ihink  of  your  little  nephew  !  Mercy  ! 

O/r,  Mercy! 
You  blesserl  angels,  take  him  ! 

Hengo.  Kiss  me !  so. 
Farewell,  farewell!  [Dies. 

Car.  Farewell  the  hopes  of  Britain  ! 
Thou  royal  graft,  farewell  for  ever ! — Time 

and  Death, 

Yc've  done  your  worst.    Fortune,  now  see, 

now  proudly  [Look, 

Pluck  ofl  thy  veil,  and  view  thy  triumph : 

Look  what  tii'  hast  brought  this  land  to.  Oil, 

fair  flower. 
How  lovely  yet  thy  ruins  shew,  how  sweetly 
Ev'u  death  embraces  thee!   The  peace  of 

Het\ven, 
The  fellowship  of  all  great  souls,  be  with  thee! 

Enter  Pctillius  and  Junius  on  the  rock. 
Ha  I  Dure  ye,  Romans?  Ye   shall  win  me 

bravely. 
Tliou'rt  mine  I  [^igH- 

Jan.  Not  yet,  sir. 
Car.  Breathe  ye,  ye  poor  Romans, 
And  come   up  all,    with  uU  your  ancient 

vulours ; 
Like  a  rough  wiud  I'll  shake  your  souls,  and 
scud  *em — 

Enter  Suetonius,  and  all  the  "Ronton  Captains. 

Suet.  Yield  thoe,  bold  Caratach !  By  all  the 
As  I  am  a  soldier,  as  I  envy  thee,  [gods, 
ril  use  thee  like  thyself,  the  vuliaiU  Briton.  ■ 

Fct.  Brave  soldier,  yield,  thou  stock  of 
arms  and  honour, 
Thou  filler  of  the  world  with  fame  and  glory ! 

Jun.  Most  worthy  man,  we'll  wooe  .thee, 
be  thy  prisoners. .  [nour. 

Suet.  Excellent  Briton, do  me  but  thathu^ 
That  more  to  me  than  conquests,  that  true 
'To  be  my  friend !  [Iis^ppiuts^, 

Car.  Oh,  Romans,  see  what  ht.rc  is ! 
IJnd  this  boy  liv'd [sake, 

Sunt.  For  Fame's   sake,  for  thy  swords 
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As  thou  desir*st  to  btiild  thy  virtues  greater! 
£y  all  tbat's  excellent  in  man,  and  honest— 

Car.  I  do  believe.    YeVehad  me  a  brave 
foe ;  [ness, 

Make  me  a  noble  friend,  and  from  your  good- 
Give  this  boy  honourable  earth  to  lie  in! 

Suet.  He  shall  have  fitting  funeral. 

Car,  I  yield  tlien ; 
Not  to  yuur  blows,  but  your  brave  courtesies. 

Pei.  Thus  we  conduct  then  to  the  arms 
of  peace 
The  wonder  of  the  world ! 

Suei.  I'hus  I  embrace  thee;       [Fiaurish. 
And  let  it  be  no  flattVy  that  1  tell  thee. 
Thou  art  the  only  soldier  ! 

Car,  How  to  thank  ye. 


I  must  hereafter  find  up6n  your  usage. 
1  am  for  liome? 

Suei,  You  must. 

Cah  Then  Rome  shall  know 
The  man  that  makes  her  spring  ofgloiy  grow. 

Suei,  Petillius,you  have  shewn  mucli  worth 
this  day,  [again ; 

Redeemed  much  error;  yoU  have  my  Jove 
Preserve  it.    Junius,  with  you  I  make  him 
Equal  in  the  rei;iment. 

Jun,  The  elder  and  the  nobler; 
I  will  give  place,  sir. 

Suet.  You  shew  a  friend's  soul,  [tongue, 
March  on,  and  thro'  the  camp,  m  every 
The  virtues  of  great  Caratach  be  sunj; ! 

[Exeunt, 


THE 

KNIGHT  OF  THE  BURNING  PESTLE. 


•  Quod. si 


Judicium  tuhtile^  videndis  artihut  illud 
Ad  iihrot  Sf  ad  hac  MuMarum  dona  vocares : 
haotum  in  crassojurures  aire  natum, 

liorat.  ia  Epist.  ad  Oct.  Aug. 


This  Play  was  first  printed  in  quarto,  in  the  year  1615.  The  title-pngc,  edit.  1635,  ascribes 
it  to  both  Authors:  The  preface  and  the  prologue,  however,  attribute  it  to  one  only. 
Langhaiiie  says,  it  was  in  vugue  sonne  years  since,  being  revived  at  the  King's  House» 
and  a  new  prologue,  instead  oi  the  (»l(i  one  in  prose,  spoken  by  Mrs.  Ellen  Guin.  He 
likewise  conjectures,  that  tlie  iilca  of  bringing  the  Citizen  and  his  Wife  upon  the  stage 
was  in  imitation  of  Iten  Jonsou's  Staple  of  News.  We  do  not  know  of  any  rev2V»l  of  it 
since  the  time  Langbaine  mentions  above. 


TO  THE  READERS  OF  THIS  COMEDY. 

Gentlemen,  the  world  is  so  nice  in  these  our  times,  that  for  apparel  there  is  do  fashion ; 
for  musick  (which  is  a  rare  art,  though  ni)w  slighted)  no  instrument;  for  diet,  none  but  tlie 
French  quelque  chose  that  arc  delicate ;  and  for  plays,  no  invention  but  that  which  now  run- 
neth an  invective  way,  touching  some  particular  persons,  or  else  it  is  contemned  before  it  is 
tiioroughly  understood.  Tliis  is  ail  that  I  have  to  say,  That  the  Author  had  no  intent  to 
wi-ong  any  one  in  this  Comedy;  but«  as  a  merry  passsigc,  here  and  there  interlaced  it  with 
deliglit,  which  he  hopes  will' please  all,  and  be  hurtful  to  none. 


PROLOGUE. 


Where  the  bee  can  suck  no  honoy,  she  leaves  her  sting  behind;  and  where  the  bear  can- 
not find  origanum  to  heal  his  grief",  he  hlasteth  all  other  leaves  with  hi«  breath.  We  fear,  it 
is  like  to  fare  ^>  with  us;  time  seeing  yon  cannot  draw  from  our  labours  sweet  content,  you 
leave  behind  you  a  sour  mislikc,  and  witii  open  reproach  blame  our  good  meaning,  because 
•you  cannot  reap  the  wonted  mirth.  Our  intent  was  at  this  time  to  move  inward  delight,  not 
outward  lightness;  and  to  brecii  (if  it  might  be)  soft  smiling,  not  loud  laugi^ig;  knowing 
it,  to  the  wise,  to  be  a  great  plea^iure  to  hear  counsel  mixed  with  wit,  as,  to  the  foolish, 
to  have  ^port  mingled  with  rudeness.  They  were  banished  the  theatre  of  Athens,  and  from 
Rome  hisbed,  that  brought  parasites  on  tiie  stage  witli  api.-h  actions,  or  fools  with  uncivil 
habits,  or  courtezans  with  immodcv^t  words.  VVe  have  endravoured  to  be  as  far  from  u^i- 
secndy  speeches,  to  make  your  ears  glow,  as  we  hope  you  will  be  free  from  unkind  reports, 
or  mistaking  the  author's  intention,  who  never  aimed  at  any  one  particular  in  this  play,  to 
make  our  cheeks  blusli.  And  thus  X  leave  it,  and  thee  to  thine  own  censure,  to  like  or  dis- 
like.    VaUK 

*  And  thus  I  leave  it,  &c.]  These  words  seem  more  addressed  to  the  reader  than  spectator ^ 
to  whom  this  Address  rather  would  apply  as  an  epilogue. 
Vol,  II.  3  M 
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PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


fipeaker  of  the  Prologue. 
V  Cicizeni 
.  Ralph,  his  Apprenticey  the  Knight  of  the 

,    Burning  Pcx^tje. 
^  M  RRCH  ANT,  Father  of  Luce. 
^'Jaspf.r,  hiM Apprentice,  [Tmcc, 

Vm ASTER  Humphrey,  a  faoUsh  Suitor  to 
y^LTi  Merrythought,  Father  of  Jasper  and 
t  MichaeL  [thouf;ht, 

v'AllCHAF.L, /arottri/c   Son  of  Mrs.   Merry- 
i^TlM.  acting  as  Squire  )  .     7>^/„a 

y  George,  acting  as  Dwarf  $  '^  ^^P''' 


Host. 

Barber. 

Tapster. 

Three  supposed  Knights. 

Serf^caiit. 

Soldiers. 

Bov, 

AViFE  to  the  Cithen. 
(lijrF.,  beloved  of  and  loving  Jasper. 
^Rs.  Mkrutthought. 
Woman  captixc. 


Enter  SpeaJicr  of  the  Prologue. 
PrologueJDKOyL  ajl  that's  near  the  court, 

•*^  from  all  that's  great 
Within  the  compass  of  the  city-walls. 
We  now  have  brought  our  scene 

Enter  Citizen, 

Cit,  Hold  your  peace,  goodman  boy ! 

i'rol.  What  do  you  mean,  sir? 

Cit,  That  you  have  no  good  meaning: 
Tliis  seven  years  there  hath  been  plays  ?it 
^his  house,  1  have  observ'd  it,  you  have  still 
girds  at  citizens;  and  now  you  call  your 
play,  *  The  London  Merchant.'  Down  witli 
your  title,  boy,  down  with  your  title ! 

ProL  Are  you  a  member  of  the  noble  cit)-  ? 

Cit.  I  am. 

Pro/.  And  a  freeman  ? 

Cit,  Yea,  and  a  grocer. 

JPro/.  So,  grocer;  then,  by  your  sweet fn»- 
TOur,  we  intend  no  abuse  to  the  city. 

Cit,  No,  «ir?  yes,  sir;  if  you  were  not 
resolv'd  to  play  the  Jacks,  what  nped  you 
f  tudy  for  new  {uhjects,  purpisely  to  abuse 
your  betters  ?  Why  could  not  you  be  con- 
tented, as  well  as  others,  with  the  legend  of 
Whittington,  or  the  Life  aiid  Death  of  Sir 
Thomas  Gresham?  with  the  building  of  the 
Royal  Exchange?  or  the  story  of  <iuecn 
}*21eanor,  with  the  rearing  of  Londoa-^ndge 
upon  wool-sacks? 

FroL  You  seem  to  be  an  understanding 
fnan ;  what  \^)uld  you  have  ub  do,  sir  ? 

Cit,  Why,  prefient  something  notably  in 
honour  of  the  commons  of  the  city. 

Prol,  Why,  what  do  you  say  to  the  Life 
and  Death  of  fat  Drake,  or  the  Repairing 
of  Fleet  Privies? 


Cit.  1  do  not  like  that ;  but  I  will  hare  a 
citizen,  and  he  shall  be  of  my  own  traiie. 

Prol,  Oh,  you  siiould  have  told  us  your 
mind  a  month  since ;  oujt  play  ih  ready  to 
be«;in  now. 

Cit.  Tis  all  one  for  that ;  T  will  hare  a 
grocer,  and  he  shall  do  admirable  things. 

Prol.  What  will  you  have  him  do  ? 

Cit.  Marry,  I  will  have  hira 

Tfi/J' [^e^tt'J.  Husband,  husband! 

Pfilph  [he/oTff],  Peace,  mistress  I 

Wife.  Hold  thy  peace,  Riilph;  I  know 
what  I  do,  I  warrant  you.  Husband,  hus- 
band ! 

Cit.  What  say*st  thou,  cony  ? 

W/fe.  JjRt  him  kill  a  lion  with  a  Pestle,  hus- 
band; let  him  kill  a  lion  with  a  Pc'^rle  ! 

Cit.  So  he  shall;  I'll  have  him  kill  a  lion 
with  a  Pestle. 

Wife.  Husband  I  shall  I  come  up,  huslvmd? 

Cit.  Ay,  cony.  Ralph,  liclp  your  mistress 
fliis  way.  Tray,  gentlemen,  make  her  a  lit- 
tle room ;  I  pray  you,  sir,  lend  me  your  hand 
to  help  tip  my  wife  :  I  thank  you,  sir;  so  ! 

Wife.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen  all  I  I'm 
something  troublesome ;  Vm  a  stranger  here; 
I  was  ne'er  at  one  of  these  plays,  as  they 
say,  before;  but  I  should  iiave  seen  Jane 
Siture*once;  and  my  husband  hath  pro- 
niiscd  ine  any  time  this  twelvemonth,  to  carry 
.me  to  the  Bold  Bcauchams,  but  iii  truth  he 
did  Mot.    I  pray  you  bear  with  me. 

Cit,  Boy,  let  my  wife  and  I  have  a  couple 
of  stools,  and  then  bc^in ;  and  let  the  grocer 
do  rare  things. 

Prol.  But,  sir,  we  have  never  ^  boy  to 
pj«y  him :  Every  one  hath  a  part  ajrcady. 

Wife,  Husband,  husbaitd,  fur  God's  $ake, 


*.Jane  Shore.]  Probably,  '  The  First  and  Second  Parts  of  King  lildward  the  Fourth,  con- 

*  taining  his  merry  pastime  with  the  Tanner  of  Tamworth,  as  also  his  love  to  fair  mistrisse 

*  Shorey  her  great  promotion,  fall  and  misorie,  and  lastly  the  lamentable  death  of  both  her 

*  and  her  husband,  &c.  as  it  hath  divers  times  been  publickly  played  by  the  right  honour- 

*  able  the  earle  of  Dcrbic  his  servants.'    B.  L.  quarto.        R, 
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let  Ralph  play  him :  Beshrew  me,  if  I  do  not 
think  he  willVo  beyond  them  ail. 

Cit.  Well  rcmcmbcr*d,  wife.  Come  up, 
Ralph!  Ill  tell  yuii,  gentlemen:  let  them 
but  lend  him  a  suit  of  reparrei,  and  neces- 
saries, and,  by  gad,  if  aiiv  of  them  all  blow 
wind  in  the  tail  on  him/  J'li  be  hang'd. 

W7^.  I  pray  you,  youth,  let  hiiu  have  a 
suit  of  reparrel !  Til  be  sworn,  jrentiemen, 
my  husband  tells  you  true:  He  will  act  you 
sometimes  at  our  bouse,  that  all  Uie  ntj^h- 
hours  cry  out  on  him ;  he  will  fetch  you  up  a 
cou raging  part  so  in  the  garret,  that  we  are 
all  as  tVar'd  1  warrant  you,  tliat  we  quake 
again.  We'll  fear  our  children  witli  him  ;  if 
they  be  never  so  unruly,  do  but  cry,  *  lialph 
comes,  Ralph  comes,'  to  them,' and  they'll 
he  as  quiet  as  lambs.  Hold  up  thy  head, 
Ralph ;  shew  the  gentlemen  what  thou  canst 
do  ;  speak  a  huffing  part;  I  wari-ant  you  the 
gentlemen  will  accept  of  it. 

Cit.  Do,  Ralph,  do. 

liaiphrXiy  Heaven,  metliinks*,  it  were  an 
easy  leap  [moon. 

To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac'd 
Or  dive  into  the  botton^of  I  he  sea. 
Where  never  fathom-line  touched  any  ground, 
And  pluck  up  drowned  liouuur  from  the  lake 
of  hell.* 

Ci>.  How  say  you,  gentlemen,  is  it  not  as 
I  told  you  ? 

W^fe.  Nay,  gentlemen,  he  hath  playM  lie- 
fore,  my  husband  says,  Musidorus«,  before 
the  wardens  of  our  company. 

Cit,  Ay,  and  he  should  have  play'd  Jero- 
uimo  &  with  a  shoemaker  for  a  wager. 

FroL  He  shall  have  a  suit  of  apparel,  if 
he  will  go  in. 

Cii,  In,  Ralph,  in,  Ralph !  and  set  out  the 
grocery  in  their  kind,  if  thou  lov'st  me. 

Wife,  I  warrant  our  Ralph  will  look  finely 
when  he's  dress'd. 

ProL  But  what  will  you  have  it  call'd  ? 


Cit,  *  The  Grocers'  Honour.' 

ProL  Methinks  *  The  Knight  of  the  Bum- 
injr  Pestle '  were  better. 

Wife,  ril  be  sworn,  husband,  that's  as 
good  u  name  as  can  be. 

Cit,  Let  it  be  so ;  begin,  begin ;  my  wife 
and  (  will  sit  down. 

Frol.  /  pray  you  do. 

Cit,  What  stately  musick  have  you?  you 
have  shaums*^? 

Prot,  Sliaums?  No. 

Cit,  No?  I'm  a  thief  if  my  mind  did  not 
give  mc  so.  Ralph  plays  a  ftateiy  part,  and 
he  must  needs  have  shaums:  I'll  oe  at  the 
charge  of  them  myself,  rather  than  we'll  be 
without  them. 

Pro/,  So  you  are  like  to  he. 

Cit,  Why,  and  so  I  will  be:  There's  two 
shillings;  let's  have  the  waits  of  South wark ! 
they  are  as  rare  fellows  as  any  are  in  Eng- 
land, nnd  that  will  fetch  tliem  all  o'er  tlie 
water,  with  a  vengeance,  as  if  they  wt-remad. 

Proi.  You  shall  have  them.  Will  you  sit 
down  then  ? 

Cit    Ay.    Come,  wife. 

Wt/e,  Sit  you  merry  all,  gentlemen;  I'm 
bold  to  sit  amongst  you  for  my  ease. 

Prtd,  From  all  tluit's  near  the  court,  from 
all  tint's  great 
Within  the  compass  of  the  city-walls, 
We  now  have  brought  our  scene:  lly  far 

from  hence 
All  private  taxes,  all  immodest  phrases ^ 
Whatever  may  but  shew  like  vicious ! 
For  wicked  mirth  never  true  pleasure  brings, 
fiut  honest  minds  are  pleas'd  with  honest 
things. — 

Thus  much  for  that  we  do ;  but,  for  Ralph's 
part,  you  must  answer  for  yourself*. 

Cit,  Take  you  no  care  for  Ralph;  he'll 
discharge  himself,  I  warrant  you. 

Wife,  I'faitb,  gentlemen,  I'll  give  my  word 
for  Ralph. 


3  By  Heaven,  methinks,  &c.l  This  speech  (with  very  little  variation)  is  taken  from  Shake- 
speare's First  Part  of  Henry  IV. 

^  Afutidonu.]  This  Flay  was  printed  in  the  year  1598,  and  afterwards  in  1610,  1615, 
16^9,  and  1668.    The  title  to  the  edition  of  16^9  is  the  following:  '  A  most  pleasant  Co- 

*  medy  of  Mucedorus,  the  King's  Sonne  of  Valeutia,  and  Amadine  the  King's  Daughter 

*  of  Aragon;  witli  ttie  merry  conceits  of  Mouse  Amplified,  with  new  additions,  as  it  was 
'  acted  before  the  King's  Majesty  at  Whitehall,  on  Shrove-iSunday  night,  by  his  Highnesse 
'  Servants  usually  playing  at  the  Globe.'  In  a  volume  now  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Garrick, 
and  which  formerly  belonged  to  King  Charles,  this  Play  is  ascribed  to  Shakespeare. 

*  Jeronimu.  See  note  ••op  The  Chances. 

*  Shoums.]  Musical  instruments  mentioned  in  Scripture,  |vobably  from  pteaumey  French 
for  psalms,  to  which  they  were  accompaniments.    Some  editions  read  shawnes, 

^  AU  private  taxes,  immSdest  phrases, 
Whate'er  may  but  shew — ]  The  variations  were  prescribed  by  an  anonymous  correspoa* 
dent  of  Mr.  Sympson. 

*  Fur  Raiph^s  part  you  must  answer  for  yourself.'^  I  6nce  thouglit  that  this  latter  Jbr  was 
to  be  struck  out  as  reduudaut;  but  upon  examination  we  shall  6nd  it  not  a  redundancy,  but 
«  deficiency,  and  should  read  tlms,  '  answer^br'/  voarsolf.'        Syinpstm^ 

llie  old  reading  is  easy,  and  correct  enough,  for  cemmon  conversation. 
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[Act  1- 


ACT  I. 


£nter  Merchant  and  Jatper. 

Merck,  CIRRAH,  Fit  make  yoa  know  you 

*^    are  my  'prentice. 
And  whom  my  charitable  love  redeem'd 
Even  from  the  fall  of  fortune ;  gave  thee  heat 
And  growth,  to  be  what  now  thou  art,  new 

cast  thee; 
Adding  the  trust  of  all  I  have,  at  home. 
In  foreign  staples,  or  upon  the  sea, 
To  thy  direction  ;  tied  the  good  opinions 
Both  of  myself  and  friends  to  thy  endeavours ; 
So  fair  were  thy  beginnings :  But  with  these. 
As  I  remember,  you  had  never  charge 
To  love  your  master's  daughter;  and  even 

then 
When  I  had  found  a  wealthy  husband  for  her; 
I  take  it,  sir,  you  had  not:  But,  however, 
I'll  break  the  neck  of  that  commission, 
And  make  you  know  youVe  but  a  merchant's 
factor. 
Ja»p.  Sir,  I  do  liberally  confess  I'm  yours, 
Bound  both  bv  love  and  duty  to  your  service, 
In  which mv  labour  hath  been  all  my  profit; 
I  have  not  lost  in  bargain,  nor  delighted 
To  wear  your  honest  gains  upon  my  back ; 
Nor  have  I  given  a  pension  to  my  blood, 
Or  lavishly  in  play  consum'd  your  stock  : 
These,  and  the  miseries  tliat  do  attend  them, 
I  dare  with  innocence  proclaim  as  strangers 
To  all  mv  temperate-  actions.     For   your 

dauenter. 
If  there  be  any  love  to  my  deservings 
Borne  by  her  virtuous  self,  I  cannot  stop  it; 
Nor  am  I  able  to  refrain  her  wishes: 
She's  private  to  herself,  and  best  of  know- 

iedee 
Whom  she  will  make^  so  happy  as  to  sigh  for. 
Besides,  I  cannot  think  you  mean  to  match 
Unto  a  fellow  of  so  lame  a. presence,      [her 
One  tliat  hath  little  left  of  nature  iu  him. 
Merch»  Tis  very  well,  sir;  I  c^n  tell  your 
wisdom 
How  all  this  shall  be  cur'd. 
Jatp,  Your  care  becomes  you. 
Merck*  And  thus  it  shall  be,  sir:  I  here 
discharge  you 
My  house  and  service ;  take  your  liberty ; 
And  when  I  want  a  son  III  send  for  you. 

[Exit, 
Jaxp,  These  be  the  fair  rewards  of  them 
that  love. 
Oh,  you  that  live  in  freedom  never  prove 
The  travel  of  a  mind  led  by  desire ! 

Bnter  Luce, 

Luee.  Why,  how  now,  friead  2  struck  with 

my  father's  thunder }  [remedy 

Jatp,  Struck,  and  struck  dead,  unless  the 


Be  full  of  speed  and  virtue ;  I  am  now. 
What  I  expected  long,  no  more  your  father's. 

Luce,  But  mine  ?  . 

Jasp.  But  yours,  and  only  yours  I  am; 
That's  all  I  have  to  keep  me  from  the  statute. 
You  dare  be  constant  still  ? 

Luce.  Oh,  fear  me  not ! 
In  this  I  dare  be  better  than  a  woman. 
Nor  shall  his  anger  nor  his  offers  move  roe. 
Were  they  both  equal  to  a  prince's  power. 

Jatp,  Vou  know  my  rival  ? 

Luce,  Yes,  and  love  him  dearly ; 
E'en  as  I  Idve  an  ague,  or  foul  weather ; 
1  prithee,  Jasper,  jfcar  him  not ! 
'   Jasp.  Oh,  no; 

I  do  not  mean  to  do  him  so  much  kindnes*. 
But  to  our  own  desires  *** :  You  know  tiie  plot 
We  both  ae;reed  on  ? 

Luce.  Yes,  and  will  perform 
My  part  exactly. 

JoMp.  I  desire  no  more. 
Farewell,  and  keep  my  heart;  'tis  yours. 

Luce.  I  take  it ; 
He  must  do  miracles,  make  me  forsake  it. 

\Exeunt. 

Cit,  Fy  upon  'em,  little  infidels  I  what  a 
matter's  here  now  ?  Well,  Til  be  hang'd  for 
a  halfpenny,  if  there  be  not  some  abomina- 
tion knavery  iu  this  play.  Well ;  let  'em  look 
to't ;  Ralph  must  come,  and  if  there  be  any 
tricks  a-brewing 

Wife.  Let  'em  brew  and  bake  too,  hus- 
band, a  God's  name ;  Ralph  will  find  all  out, 
I  warrant  you,  an  they  were  older  tlinn  they 
are.  I  pray,  my  pretty  youth,  is  Ralph  ready  ? 

Bo^.  He  will  be  presently. 

Wife,  NowM  pray  you  make  my  commen- 
dations unto  him,  and  withal,  carry  him  this 
stick  of  licorice ;  tell  him  his  mistress  sent  it 
him;  and  bid  him  bile  a  piece;  'twill  open 
his  pipes  the  better,  say. 

Enter  Merchant  and  Master  Humphrey. 

Merck,  Come,  sir,  she^s  yours;  upon  my 
faith,  she's  yours ; 
You  have  my  hand :  For  other  idle  Ictts, 
Between  your  hopes  and  her,  thus  with  a  wind 
They're  scattered,  and  no  more.  My  wanton 

'prentice. 
That  like  a  bladder  blew  himself  with  love, 
I  have  let  out,  and  sent  him  to  discover 
New  masters  yet  unknown. 

Hum.  I  thank  you,  sir, 
Indeed  I  thank  you,  sir ;  and  ere  I  stir, 
It  shall  be  known,  however  you  do  deem, 
I  am  of  gentle  blood,  and  ^eiftle  seem. 

Merck,  Oh,  sir,  I  know  it  certain. 

Hum,  Sir,  my  friend,     . 
Altho',  as  writers  say,  ail  things  hare  end. 


**  But  to  our  own  desires.]  Probably  daigm. 
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And  that  we  call  a  pudding  hath  his  two, 
Oh,  let  it  not  seem  straoge,  I  pray  to  you. 
If  in  this  bloody  simile  I  put  [gut. 

My  lovt*,  more  endless  than  frail  things  or 

Wife.  Husband,  I  prithee,  sweet  lamb,  tell 
me  one  thini;;  but  tell  me  truly. — Stay, 
youths,  I  beseech  you,  till  I  question  my 
husband. 

Git.   What  is  it,  mouse? 

Wife.  Sirrah,  didst  thou  ever  see  a  prettier 
child?  how  it  behaves  itselF,  I  warrant  ye  ! 
and  speaks  and  looks,  and  perts  up  the  head ! 
I  pray  you,  brother,  with  your  favour,  were 
you  never  none  of  Mr.  Moncaster*s  scholars  } 

Cit.  Chicken,  T  prithee  heartily  contain 
thyself;  the  childer  are  pretty  childer;  but 
when  Ralph  comes,  lamb 

Wife,  Ay,  when  Ralph  comes, cony  !  Well, 
my  youth,  you  may  proceed. 

Merck.  Well,  sir ;  you  know  my  love,  and 

rest,  I  hope,  fter*s, 

Assur'd  of  my  consent;  get  but  my  daujj;!!- 

And  wed  her  when  you  please.    You  must 

be  bold, 
And  clap  in  close  unto  her ;  come,  I  know 
You  Ve  language  good  enough  to  win  a  wench. 

Wife.  A  whoreson  tyrant !  hath  been  an 
old  stringer  in  his  days,  I  warrant  him ! 

Hum,  T  take  your  gentle  offer,  and  withal 
Yield  love  again  for  love  reciprocal. 

Merck.  What,  Luce!  witlim  there! 

Enter  Luce. 

Ijuee.  Caird  you,  sir } 

Merck.  I  did; 
Give  entertainment  to  this  gentleman  ; 
And  see  you  be  notfroward.    To  her,  sir! 
My  presence  will  but  be  an  eye-sore  to  ynn^ 

[kxit. 

Hum.  Fair  mistress  Luce,  bow  do  you  ? 
are  you  well } 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  then  I  pray  you  tell 
How  doth  your  little  sister,  and  your  brother? 
And  whether  you  love  me  or  any  other  ? 

Luce.  Sir,  these  are  quickly  answered. 

Hum.  So  they  arc. 
Where  women  are  n6t  cruel.     But  how  far 
Is  it  iH>w  distant  from  the  place  we  arc-in, 
Unto  that  blessed  place,  your  father's  warren  ? 

A^  TUler.]  See  note  ><  on  Philaster. 

•«  Thit  strange  patsion.]  Sympson  says,  *  To  send  for  a  constable  and  raise  a  tcnvn,  to  with- 

*  stand  aSTRANGX  passiony  borders  seemingly  near  upon  nonsense;'  he  would  ihiercfore  read, 

*  strone  passion  :*  But  we  see  no  reason  why  she  may  not  go  from  one  metaphor  to  another. 

•'  'nat  great  watck  nf  Midsummer  datf  at  night^  What  is  alluded  to  here  is  probably  the 
foIlowin<:  custom :  On  the  vigil  of  St.  John  the  Baptist,  it  was  fonnerly  usual,  after  sun- 
setting,  for  the  principal  citizens  to  make  bonfires  before  their  doors,  and  also  to  set  out 
tables  furnished  with  meat  and  drink,  of  which  they  invited  their  neighbours  and  passen- 
gers to  partake.  At  the  same  time  a  marching  watch,  consisting  of  about  2000  men,  fur- 
nished with  lights,  penmiliulatcd  from  St.  Paul's  Gate  to  Ald^nte,  anfl  back  again,  when 
they  broke  up.  Pari  of  this  watch  was  provided  at  the  expence  of  the  city  of  London,  and 
other  part  of  the  several  parishes.  The  custom  continued  until  tl»e  time  of  Henry  VIH. 
when  It  was  prohibited  by-  him.  In  1548  it  was  again  revived  ;  but  being  found  to  be  the 
meansof  collecting  disorderly  people  together,  and  occasioning  great  riots,  it  was  in  the 
-year  1S69  laid  aside^  and  has  ever  sinc^  beea  discootinued.    See  Stow's  Survey.      JR. 


Luce   What  makes  you  think  of  that,  sir  ? 

Hum.  E'en  tliat  facR  ; 
For  stealing  rabbits  whilome  in  that  place, 
God   Cupid,   or   the   keeper,   I   know   not 
whether,  [ther, 

Unto  my  cost  and  charges  brought  you  tlii- 
And  there  began— 

Luce.  Your  game,  sir? 

Hum.  Let  no  game. 
Or  any  thing  that  tcndeth  to  the  same, 
Be  ever  more  remember'd,  diuu  fair  killer, 
For  whom  1  sate  me  down  and   brake  my 
tiller'*. 

Wife.  There's  a  kind  gentleman,  I  warrant 
you;  when  will  you  do  as  miich  for  me, 
George?  [losses; 

Luce.  Beshrew  roe,  sir,  I'm  sorry  for  your 
But,  as  the  proverb  says,  '  I  cannot  cry ; ' 
I  would  you  had  not  seen  me ! 

Hum.  So  would  I, 
Unless  you  had  more  maw  to  do  me  ?ood. 

Luce.  Why,  cannot  this  strange  pasMon  '* 
be  withstood  ? 
Send  for  A  constable,  and  raise  tlie  town. 

Hum.  Oh,  no,  my  valiant  love  will  batter 
down 
Millions  oi  constables,  and  put  to  flii;ht 
E  en  that  great  watch  of  Midsummer  day, 
at  nitrht '».  [ed  then; 

Lvce.  Beshrew  me,  sir,  'twere  good.  I  yield- 
Weak  women  cannot  hope,where  valiant  men 
Have  no  resistance. 

Hum.  Yield  then;  I  am  full 
Of  pjty^  tho*  I  say  it,  and  can  poll 
Out  of  my  pocket  til) us  a  pair  of  gloves. 
Look,  Lucy,  look  ;  the  dog's  tooth,  nor  the 

doves. 
Are  not  so  white  as  these ;  and  sweet  they  be, 
And  whipt  about  with  silk,  as  you  may  sec 
If  you  desire  the  price,  shoot  from  your  eye 
A  beam  to  this  place,  and  you  shall  es|)y  ' 
F  Sf  which  is  to  say,  my  sweetest  honey. 
They  cost  me  tliree  and  two-pence,  or  no 
money. 

Luce.  Well,  sir,  I  take  them  kindly,  and 
J  thank  you : 
What  would  you  more  ? 

Hum.  Nothing. 

Luce.  Wliy  then,  farewell  J 
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Hum.  Xor  so,  nor  so ;  for,  lady,  I  must  tell, 
Before  we  part,  for  what  we  met  together ; 
God  (:rant  ine  time,  aitd  patience,  oiid  fair 
wt-atlier ! 

Lvcc.  Speuk  and  declare  your  mind  in  trrms 
so  brief.  [relief 

Huf/i.  I  shall ;  then  first  and  foremost,  for 
I  cull  to  you,  if  that  you  can  alford  it; 
I  care  not  at  what  price,  for  on  my  word,  it 
Shall  be  repaid  a^m,  altho'  it  cost  me 
More  than  1*11  speak  of  now;  for  love  has 

tobs'd  me 
In  furious  blanket  like  a  tennis  Kail, 
And  now  I  rise  aloft,  and  now  L  fail 

Tmcc.  Alas,  c,ood  gentleman,  alas  the  day ! 

Hum.  1  thank  you  heartily  ;  and,  as  1  say, 
Thus  do  I  siill  continue  without  rest, 
J*  th*  mornin)*  like  a  man,  at  ni^ht  a  beast, 
Roariui;  and  bellowing  mine  own  dibquiet, 
That  nmch  I  fear,  forsaking  of  my  diet, 
NVill  hrint;  me  presently  to  chat  quandary, 
I  shall  bid  all  adieu. 

Luce.  Now,  by  St.  Mary, 
Thiic  were  j^reat'pily ! 

Hum.  So  it  were,  beshrew  me ; 
Thtn  easeine,  lusty  Luce,  and  pity  shew  me. 

Luce.  Why,  sir,  you  know  my  will  is  no- 

tliing  worth 

Withrmtiny  father's  grant ;  get  his  consent. 

And  tlicn  you  may  with  full  assurance  try 

me  N.  [deny  me ; 

Hum,  The  worshipful  your  sire  will  not 
For  1  have  ask'd  him,  and  he  haih  repliini, 
•  Sweet  mahter  Humphrey,  Lute  shall  be  lliy 
bride.*       '  [content. 

Luce.  Sweet  master  Humphrey,  then  1  ara 

Hum.  And  so.  am  1,  in  truth. 

Luce.  Yet  take  me  with  you ; 
There  is  another  clause  mn&t  be  annexed, 
And  this  it  is :  I  swore,  and  will  perform  it. 
No  man  shall  ever  "joy  me  as  his  wife,  [ture. 
But  lie  that  stole  mc  hence :  if  you  dare  ven- 
I'm  yours  (you  need  not  fear ;  my  father  loves 
If  not,  farewell  for  ever !  [>*^")> 

Hum.  S(ny,  nymph,  stay  ; 
I  have  a  double  gelding,  coloured  bay. 
Sprung  by  his  father  from  Barbarian  kind, 
Another  for  myself,  tho*  somewhat  blind, 
Yet  true  as  trust^y  tree. 

Luce.  Fm  sati&hed; 
And  so  I  K've  my  hand.  Our  course  must  lie 
Thro*  Walthnm-Forcbt,  where  I  have  a  friend 
Will  entertain  us.  So  farewell,$ir  Humphrey, 
And  think  upon  your  busii^ss!   [Exit  Luce. 


Hum.  Tho*  I  die, 
I  am  resolv'd  to  venture  life  and  limb, 
For  one  so  young,  so  fair,  so  kind,  so  triffl< 

[£xt7  Rum. 

Wife.  By  my  faith  and  troth,  George,  and 
as  i  am  virtuous,  it  is  e*cn  the  kindest  yoong 
man  that  ever  trod  on  shoe-leatbcr.  Well, 
»o  thy  ways;  if  thou  hast  lier  not,  'tis  not  thy 
fault,  iYaith. 

Cit.  I  prithee,  mouse,  be  patient !  a  shall 
have  her,  or  I'll  make  some  of  'cm  smoke 
for*t. 

Wife.  That's  my  good  lamb,  George.  Fy ! 
thi^  stinking  tobacco  '&  kills  men  '^  I  *would 
there  were  none  in  England  !  Now  I  pray, 
gentlemen,  what  goml  does  this  stinking  to- 
bacco do  you  ?  nothing,  I  warrant  you;  make 
chimnies  si  your  faces! — Oh,  husband,  hus- 
band, now,  now !  there's  llalph,  there's  Ralph ! 

Enter  Ralphf  like  a  grocer  in  hit  thopy  vM 

two  apprentices,   reading  Falotcrin  of 

England. 

Cit.  Peace,  fool !  let  Ralph  nlor.e.    Hark 

you,  Ralph ;  do  not  strain  yourself  too  much 

at  the  first.     Peace !  Begin,  Ralph. 

Raip/t.  "  Then  Palmerin   and  Trinens '', 

*  snatching  their  lances  from  their  dwarfs, 
'  and  clasping  their  helmets,  gallop'd  amaiu 
'  after  the  giant;  and  Palmerin  having  gotten 

*  a  sight  of  iiim,  came  posting  amain,  saying, 
"  Stay,  traiterous  thief  I  for  thou  mayst  not 
**  so  carry  away  her,  that  is  worth  the  grettt- 
"  est  lord  in  the  world  ;*'and  with  these \%ords 

*  gave' him  a  blow  on  the  shoulder,  that  he 
'  struck  him  besides  his  elephant.  And  Trinc- 

*  us  coming  to  the  knight  that  bad  Agricula 
*^  behind  him,  set  him  soon  besides  his  horse, 

*  with  his  neck   broken  in  the  fall ;  so  that 

*  the  princess  getting  out  of  the  throne,  be- 

*  twcen  joy  and  grief  said,  "  All  happy  knight, 
'*  the  mirror  of  all  such  as  follow  anus,  now 
**  may  I  be  well  assured  of  the  love  thou  bear- 
'*  est  me.'"  I  wtmder  why  the  kings  do  not 
raise  an  army  of  fourteen  or  fifteen  hondred 
thousand  men,  us  big  as  the  army  that  the 
fjrince  of  Portigo  brought  against  Rosicler, 
and  destroy  these  giants ;  they  do  much  hurt 
to  wandenng  damsels,  that  go  in  quest  of 
their  knights. 

Wife.  'Fuitli,husband,  and  Ralph  says  trite; 
for  they  say  the  king  of  Portugal  cannot  sic 
at  his  meat,  but  the  giants  and  the  ettins  ** 
will  come  and  snatch  it  from  him. 


*<  You  may  with  anurance  try  mc]  The  measure  assisted  by  Svmpson. 

»5  Tubtu'co.']  At  the  time  our  Authors  wrote  (we  learn  from  Wynne,  in  hib  liistriomastix, 
p.  ^V.2.)  toUtcco,  wine,  and  beer,  were  the  usual  acconnnodations  in  the  theatre,  as  the  two 
latter  are  still  at  Sadler's  Weils.     See  also  Percy's  Reliques  of  Ancient  Poetry,  vol.  i.     R, 

»**  Kilh  men.]  Sympson  reads,  *  kills  me.' 

*7  Then  raimcrin  and  Triniuty&cc]  This  passage  is  taken,  with  some  slight  variations,  from 

*  Palmerin  D'Oliva,  the  Mirrour  of  Nobilitie,  Mappe  of  Honor,  Anotamieof  Rare  Fortunes, 

*  Heroycull  President  of  Ix>ve,  W^onder  of  Chivalrie,  and  most  accomplished  Knight  in  aU 

*  Perfections.'  4to.  1588.  BL.  p.  131.         R. 

^^  Ettins]  I'he  good  \>oman  is  here  a  little  tautological,  as  another  times  she  is  aonscasi- 
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Cit.  Hold  thy  tongue.  On,  Ralph? 
Kalph.  And  certainly  those  kiiicrlits  are 
much  to  he  commended,  who,  neglecting 
their  possessions,  wander  with  a  squire  and 
a  dwarf  through  tl)e  desarte,  to  relieve  poor 
ladies. 

TIV/c.  Ay,  hy  my  faith  are  they,  Ralph; 
let  'cm  say  what  they  will,  tbey  are  indeed 
Our  knit{hts  neglect  their  possessions  well 
enougti,  but  tliey  do  not  the  rest. 

Ralph.  There  are  no  such  courteous  and 
fair  well-spoken  knights  in  this  age*  They 
will  culi  one  the  gaHnfavhorc,  that  I'ahnerin 
of  Cngland  would  have  caljed./tfiV  «ir;  and 
^ne  that  Rosicler  would  have  called  rifiht 
beavteous  damsel y  they  will  call  damnd  bitch. 
Wife,  nibc  sworn  will  they,  Ralph;  they 
have  called  me  so  au  hundred  times,  ahout 
a  scur\'y  pipe  of  tohacco. 

Ralph,  But  what  brave  spirit  could  he  con- 
feut  to  sit  in  his  shop,  with  a  flapet  of  wood, 
and  n  blue  apron  before  him,  scltint;  Mcthri- 
da  tain  and  dragons'  water  to  visited  houses, 
that  might  pursue  feats  of  arms,  and,throu<;h 
his  noble  atchievements,  procure  such  a  fa- 
mous history  to  be  written  of  his  heroick 
prowess  ? 

C*/.  Well  said,  Ralph;  some  more  of  those 
words,  Ralph ! 

Wife,  Tiiey  go  finely,  hy  my  troth. 
Ralph.  Why  should  J  not  then  pursue  this 
course,  both  for  the  credit  of  myself  and  our 
company  }  for  amongst  all  tlie  worthy  books 
of  atchievements,  I  do  not  call  to  mind  that 
1  yet  read  of  a  Grocer-Errant:  I  will  be  the 
haid  Knif;ht. — Have  you  heard  of  an^  that 
hath  wanHf.red  unfurnished  of  his  squire  aud 
dwarf?  My  elder  *prentice  Tim  shall  be  my 
trusty  squire,  and  little  George  my  dwarf. 
Hence,  my  blue  apron!  Yet,  in  remembrance 
of  my  former  trade,  upon  my  shield  shall  be 
pourtraycd  a  Burning  Pestle,  and  I  will  be 
called  tlie  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle. 

Wife.  Nay,  1  dare  swear  thou  wilt  not  for- 
get thy  old  trade;  thou  wertevcr  meek. 
Ralph.  Tim  I 
Tim.  Anon. 

Ralph.  My  beloved  squire,  and  George 
my  dwarf,  I  charge  you  that  from  henceforth 
you  never  call  me  ny  any  other  name,  but 
the  Hight  courtettus  and  valiant  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Pestle ;  and  that  you  never  call  any 
female  by  the  name  of  a  woman  or  wench, 
but Jeu'r  /c/r/y,  if  she  have  her  desires;  if  not, 
distresMed  damsel;  that  you  call  all  forests 
and  heaths  desartSy  and  all  horses,  pdlfries! 

Wife.  This  is  very  fine !— 'Faith,  do  the 
gentlemen  like  Ralph,  think  you^  husband  ? 


Cit.  Ay,  I  warrant  thee;  the  players 
would  give  all  the  shoes  in  their  shop  for  him. 

Ralph.  My  beloved  squire  Tim,  standout; 
Admit  this  were  a  desart,  and  over  it  a  knight- 
errant  pricking '»,  and  I  should  bid  you  en- 
quire of  his  intents,  what  %vould  you  say  ? 

Tim.  '  Sir,  my  master  sent  me  to  know 
'  whither  yo'j  are  riding?* 

Rilph.'So.\  thus:  *  Fair  sir!  the  Right 
'  niurtcovs  and  ralianl  Knight  of  the  Bmrning 

*  iV*//^  commanded  me  to  enquire  upon  ivhat 

*  adventure  you  arc  bound  ;  whether  to  rc- 

*  lievesomedistress'^d  dum^els,  orolherwise? 

Cit.  Whoreson  blockhc:id  cannot  remem- 
ber! 

Wife.  rfaith,and  Ralph  told  him  on't  be- 
fore ;  all  the  gentlemen  heard  him ;  did  he 
not,  gentlemen  ?  did  not  Ralph  tell  himon*t? 

Ocnrffe.  Right  courteous  arid  valiant  Kaighi 
of  the  Burning  Pestle,  here  is  a  distressed 
damsel,  to  have  a  halfpenny-worth  of  jiep- 
per. 

Wife.  That's  a  good  boy!  see,  the  little 
boy  can  hit  it;  by  my  trotli,  it's  a  fine  child. 

Ralph.  Relieve  her,  with  all  courteous 
language.  Now  shut  up  shop;  no  more  my 
'prentice,  but  my  trusty  Squire  and  Dwarf, 
I  must  bespeak  my  shield,  and  arming  Pestle. 

Cit.  Go  thy  ways,  Ralph !  As  I  am  a  true 
man,  thou  art  the  best  on  'em  all. 

Wife.  Ralph,  Ralph  I 

Ralph.  What  say  you,  mistress? 

Wfc.  I  prithee  come  again  quickly,  sweet 
Ralph. 

Ralph.  Bye-and-bye.  [Exit, 

Enter  Jasper  and  Mrs.  Merrythtmght. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Give  thee  my  hR'Ssing  ?  No,  Til 
never  give  thee  my  blessing;  Til  sec  then 
hnng'd  first;  it  shall  ne'er  be  said  I  gave  thee 
mv  blessing:  Thou  art  thy  father's  own  son, 
of  the  blood  of  the  Merrythoughts ;  I  may 
curse  the  time  that  e'er  I  knew  thy  father; 
he  hath  spent  All  his  own,  and  mine'  too,  and 
when  I  tell  him  of  it,  he  laughs  aud  dances^ 
and  sings,  and  cries,  '  A  merry  heart  lives 

*  lung-a.'  And  thou  art  a  waste-thrift,  and 
art  run  away  from  thy  master,  that  loved 
thee  well,  and  art  come  to  me;  and  I  have 
laid  up  a  little  for  my  younger  son  Michael, 
and  thou  thinkest  to  bezzle  that,  but  thou 
shalt  never  be  able  to  do  it.  Come  hither, 
Michael ;  come,  Michael;  down  on  thy  knees: 
Thou  shalt  have  my  blessing. 

Enter  Michael. 
Mich.  I  pray  you,  mother,  pray  to  God  to 
*  ble«»ii3e! 


cat,  (unless  I  mistake  her  meaning  in  this  place,)  for  giants  and  ettins^  or  etinSy  are  gianu 
and  giants,  eten  in  Saxon  signifying  so.         Sjfmpsnn. 

EttinSy  quasi  heathens  ;  it  is  not  probable  she  thought  of  Saxon. 

»»  Pricking.]  i.  e.  riding.  *  A  gentle  knight  was  pricking  on  the  pla 
Spenser's  Fairy  Queen. 


ilain,'  is  the  first  line  of 
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Mrs,  Mer.  God  bless  thee !  but  Jasper 
shall  never  have  my  blessing ;  he  shall  be 
hai).(;'d  first,  shail  he  not,  Michael?  how 
sayst  t'um? 

Jll/c/t.  Yes,  forsooth',  mother,  and  grace 
of  God. 

Mrs.  Mer.  That's  a  good  boy ! 

Wife.  l*faith,  it's  a  iine-spokcn  child  ! 

Jmp.  Mother,  tho'  you  forget  a  parent's 
I  roust  preserve  the  duty  of  a  child,      [love, 
I  ran  not  from  my  master,  nor  return 
To  have  your  stock  maintain  my  idleness. 

Wife,  Unji^racious  child,  I  warrant  him ! 
hark,  how  he  chops  logick  with  his  mother : 
Thou  hadst  best  tell  her  she  lies ;  do,  tell 
her  she  lies. 

Cit,  If  he  were  my  son,  I  would  hang  him 
up  by  the  heels,  and  (leu  him,  and  salt  him, 
whoreson  halter-back  I 

Joip.  My  coming  only  is  to  bei;  your  love. 
Which  I  must  ever,  rho'  I  never  gain  it ; 
And,  howsoever  you  esteem  of  me, 
There  is  no  drop  of  blood  hid  in  these  veins. 
But  I  remember  well  belongs  to  you, 
That  brought  me  forth,  and  would  be  glad 

for  you 
To  rip  them  all  a^ain,  and  let  it  out. 

Mrt.  Mer.  Tfaith,  I  had  sorrow  enough 
for  thee  (God  knows);  but  TU  hamper  thee 
well  enough.  Get  thee  in,  rhou  vairabond. 
get  thee  in,  and  learn  of  thy  brother  Michael. 

Mer.  [within^  Nose,  nose,  jolly  red  nose, 
And  vvho  gave  thee  this  jolJy  red  nose? 

Mrt,  Mer.  Hark,  my  husband  !  he's  sing- 
ing and  hoiting ;  and  I'm  fain  to  cark  and 
care,  and  all  little  enough.  Husband  I  Chailes! 
Charles  Merrythought ! 

Enter  Old  Merrythought, 
Mer  J  Nutmegs  and  ginger,  cinnamon  and 
cloves ; 
And  they  gave  me  this  jolly  red  nose. 

Mrt,  Mer.  If  you  wonld  consider  your 
estate,  you  would;  have  little  list  tQ  sin^,  I 
wis. 

Mer.  It  should  never  be  considcr'd,  while 
it  were  an  estate,  if  I  thought  it  would  spoil 
my  singing. 

Mrt.  mer.  But  how  wilt  thou  do,  Charles  ? 
thou  art  an  old  man,  and  thou  canst  not  work, 
and  thou  hast  not  forty  shillings  left,  and  thou 
eatest  good  meat,  and  drinkest  good  drink, 
and  laughest. 

Mer.  And  will  do* 

Mrt,  Mer,  But  how  wilt  thou  come  by  it, 
Charles? 

Mer,  How  ?  Why,  how  have  I  done  hitherto 
these  forty  yearsr  I  never  came  into  my 
dining-room,  but,  at  eleven  and  six  o'clock^ 
I  found  excellent  meat  and  drink  o'  th' table; 
my  cloaths  were  never  worn  out,  but  next 
morning  a  taylor  brougbi  me  a  new  suit;  and 
without  question  it  will  be  so  ever!  Use  | 
makes  perfectoess;  if  all  should  fail,  it  is  but  | 


a  little  straining  myself  extraordinary,  and 
laui;h  myself  to  death. 

Wife,  It's  a  foolish  old  man  this;  is  not  he, 
George  ? 

Cit.  Yes,  cony. 

Wife.  Give  me  a  penny  i*  th'  purse  while 
I  live,  George. 

Cit,  Ay,  by'r  lady,  cony,  hold  thee  there ! 

Mrs:  Mer.  Well,  Charles;  you  promiVd 
to  provide  for  Jasper,  and  I  have  laid  up  for 
Michael :  I  pray  you  pay  Jasper  his  portion; 
he's  come  home,  and  fie  shall  not  consume 
Michael's  stock;  he  says  his  master  turned 
him  away,  but  I  promise  you  truly  I  think 
he  ran  away. 

Wife,  No,  indeed,  mistress  Merrythought, 
tho'  he  be  a  notable  giillows,  yet  I'll  assure 
you  hiii  master  did  turn  him  away,  even  in 
this  place ;  'twas,  i'faith,  within  this  half-hour, 
about  his  daughter ;  my  husband  was  by. 

Cit.  Hang  him,  rogue  !  he  serv'd  him  tvcll 
enough  :  Love  his  master's  daughter?  By  my 
troth,  cony,  if  there  were  a  thousand  boy?, 
thou  wuuldst  spoil  them  all,  with  taking  their 
parts ;  let  his  mother  alone  with  him. 

Wife.  Ay^  George,  but  yet  truth  is  truth. 

Mer,  Where  is  Jasper?  he's  welcome, 
however.  Call  him  in ;  he  sliall  have  his  por- 
tion.    Is  he  merry? 

Mrs.  Mer.  Ay,  foul  chive  him,  he  is  too 
merry.    Jasper!  Michael! 

Enter  Jntprr  and  Michael, 

J^Ier.  Welcome,  Jasper!  tho' thou  run'st 
away,  welcome  I  God  blc^s  tht-e !  Tis  thy 
mother's  mind  thou  shouUist  receive  thy  por- 
tion ;  thou  hast  been  abroad,  and  I  hope 
hast  learu'd  cxpt'ricnce  eiioir^fi  to  govern  it; 
thou  art  of  sutiiricnt  yrnrs;  hold  thy  hand: 
One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven,  eijiht, 
nine,  thoie  is  tm  siiilliiii^s  for  thee;  thrust 
thyself  into  the  world  with  that,  and  take 
some  scttlctl  course :  If  Fortune  cross  thee, 
thou  hast  a  retirini»  place ;  come  home  to  me; 
I  have  twenty  shillings  ]et\.  Ue  a  good  hus- 
band; that  is,  wear  ordinary  cloaths,  eat  tlie 
best  r.ieat,  and  drink  the  best  drink ;  be  mer- 
ry, and  give  to  the  po<ir,  and,  believe  me, 
thou  hast  uo  end  of  thy  goods. 
Jusp.  Long    may   you  live  free  from  all 

thought  of  ill. 
And  long  have  cause  to  be  thus  merry  still ! 

But,  father 

Mer,  No  more  words,  Jasper;  get  thee 

gone  I 
Thou  hast  my  bl^^ing;  tliy  father's  spirit 

upon  thee ! 
Farewell,  Jasper ! 

But  yet,  or  ere  you  part  (oh,  cruel  f) 

Kiss  me,  kiss  me,  sweeting,  « 

Mine  own  dear  jewel ! 

So ;  i\ow  begone  ;*  no  words !     [Exit  Jasper. 
Mrs,  Mer,  So^  Michael ;  now  get  ^hee  gone 
too. 
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Mich,  Yes  forsooth,  mother;  hot  Vi\ have 
my  fatlier's  blessing  first. 

Mrs  Mer.  No,  Michael ;  'tis  no  matter 
for  his  blessin;; ;  thou  hast  my  bUssing;  be 
^0ue.  1,'il  fetch  my  money  and  jewels,  and 
follow  thee:  VW  stay  no  longer  with  him,  I 
warrant  thee.  Truly,  Charles,  1*11  be  gone 
^oo. 

Mer.  What!  you  will  not? 

Mrs,  Mer,  Yes  indeed  will  I. 

Mer.  Hey. ho,  farewell,  Nan! 
I'll  never  trust  wench  n^ore  ^gain,  if  I 
can. 

Mrs,  Mer,  You  shall  not  think  Cwhcn  all 
your  own  is  gone)  to  spcud  that  1  have  been 
^craping  up  for  Michael. 

Mer.  Farewell,  good  wife!  I  expect  it 
not;  all  I  have  to  do  in  this  world,  is  to  be 
nierry ;  which  I  shall,  if  the  ground  be  not 
taiLcu  from  me ;  and  if  it  be. 


When  earth  and  seas  from  me  are  reft, 
The  skies  aloft  for  me  are  left.     [Exeunt, 
[Boy  danccth,  Musick, 

FINES  4CTUS  PRlltll. 

IVife.  I'll  be  sworn  he's  a  merry  old  gen- 
tleman, for  all  that.  Hark,  hark,  husbiuid, 
hark!  fiddles,  fiddles!  now  surely  they  go 
finely.  They  say  'tis  present  death  for 
these  fiddlers  to  tune  th  ir  rebecks"'*  before 
the  great  Turk's  grace;  is't  not,  George? 
But  look,  look  !  here's  a  youth  dances !  now, 
^ood  youth,  do  a  turn  o'  th'  toe.  Sweetheart, 
i'faith  I'll  have  Ralph  come  and  do  some  of 
his  gambols;  he'll  ride  the  wild-mare,  gen- 
tlemen, ^twould  do  your  hearts  good  to  see 
him.  I  thank  you^'kind  youth;  'pray  bid 
Ralph  come. 

Cit,  Peace,  cony !  Sirrah,  you  scurvy  boy, 
bid  the  players  send  Ralph;  or,  byGod's 
wounds,  an  they  do  not,  TU  tear  some  of  their 
perri  wigs  beside  their  heads;  this  is  all  rifT-rafT, 


«**  Rebecks,'}  A  rebeck  was  an  instrument  witli  three  strings,  resembling  a  modern  fiddle.  R^ 
It  is  mentioned  in  Milton's  Allegro. 
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ACT  II, 


Enter  Merchant  ar\d  Master  Humphrey, 
Merch.    AND  how,  Yaith,  how  goes  it  now, 
•^     son  Humphrey  f 

Hum,  Right  worship ful,  and  my  beloved 
friend 
And  fatlier  dear,  thjs  matter's  at  an  end^ 

Merch,  Tis  well;   it  should  be  so:  Vm 
glad  th«  girl 
Is  found  so  tractable. 

Hum.  Nay,  she  mu^t  whirl  [say, 

From  hence,  (and  you  must  wink  ;  for  so,  I 
I'he  story  tells)  touion*ow  Ij^fore  day. 

Wife.  George, dost  thou  think  in  thy  con- 
science IXQW  'twill  be  a  matqh?  tell  me  but 
what  thou  think'st,  sweet  rogue :  Tliou  seest 
^be  poor  gentleman  (dear  heart !)  how  it  la- 
bours and  throbs,  I  warranty ou,  to  bo  at  rest: 
I'll  go  move  the  father  for't. 

Cit,  No,  no;  I  prithee  sit  still,  honey- 
suckle ;  thou'It  spoil  all :  If  he  deny  him,  I'll 
liring  half-a-dozen  good  fellows  myself,  and 
in  the  shutting  of  an  evening  knock  it  up,  and 
there's  an  end. 

Wife,  I'll  buss  thee  for  that,  i'faith,  bojr  I 
Well,  George,  well,  you  have  been  a  wag  in 
your  days,  1  warrant  you  ;  but  God  forgive 
you,  and  I  do  with  all  my  heart. 

Merch.  How  was  it,  son  ?  you  told  me  that 
tomorrow 
I^fore  day-break,  you  must  convey  her  hence. 


Hum,  I  must,  I  must;  and  thus  it  is  agreed : 
Your  daughter  rides  upon  a  brown-bay  steed, 
J  on  a  sorrel,  which  I  bought  of  Brian, 
The  honest  host  of  the  red  roaring  Lion, 
Jn  Waltham  situate:  Then  if  you  may. 
Consent  in  seemly  sort;  lest  by  delay. 
The  fatal  Sisters  come,  and  do  the  ottice. 
And  then  you'll  sing  another  song. 

Merch,  Alas, 
Why  should  you  be  thus  full  of  grief  to  me. 
That  do  as  wjllin^  as  yourself  agree 
♦To  any  thing,  so  it  be  good  and  fo^rh  [sare 
Then  steal  her  when  you  will,if  sMcha  plea- 
Content  you  both ;  Til  sleep  and  n<*vei;  see  it. 
To  make  your  joys  more  full.  B*ut  tell  me  why 
You  may  not  here  perform  yout  marriage  ? 

Wtfe.  God's  blessing  o.'  ^h*y  soul,  old  man  ! 
i'faith  thou  art  loath  to  part  true  hearts.  I 
see  a  has  her,  George*  and  I'm  as  glad  on't ! 
Well,  go  thy  ways,  Humphrey,  for  a  fair- 
spoken  man ;  I  belipve  thou  hast  not  thy  fellow 
within  tlie  walls  of  London  ;  an  I  should,  say 
the  suburbs,  too,  I  should  not  lie.  Why  dost 
'  not  thoii  rejoice  with  me,  George  ? 

CiL  If  I  could  but  see  Ralph  again,  I  were 
as  merry  as  ipine  host,  i*faith. 

^um.  The  cause  you  seem  to  ask,  I  thus 
declare:  fswure 

(Help  me,  oh,  Muses  nine  !)  Yoqr  daugiitcr 
A  foolish  oath,  the  more  it  was  the  pity ; 
Yet  no  on^  but  myself**  within  this  city 


«'  Yet  none  but.mysflf]  The  reading  in  the  text  is  Theobal(i*s.  Syn^psou's  aponyraous  cor- 
respondent proposes,  ^  None. but  J  myself.' 
Vot.U.  '         3N 
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Shall  dare  to  say  ?o,  but  a  bold  defiance 
Sljall  meet  him,  were  he  of  the  noble  science. 
And  yet  she  sware,  and  vet  why  did  she  swear? 
Truly  I  cannot  tell,  unfess.it  were 
For  her  own  ease ;  for  sure  sometimes  in  oath, 
Being;  swoj-n  thereafter,  is  like  cordial  broth; 
And  ihis  it  was  she  swore,  never  to  marry, 
But  such  a  one  whose  noighty  aVm  coOld  carry 
(As  meaning  me,  for  I  am  ^uch  a  one)    • 
lltr  bodily  avfay,  thro'  stick  and  stone, 
'Till  both  of  0^5  arrive,  at  her  request, 
Some  ten   miles  off,  in  the  wiiii  VValtham- 

Forfeit.      '•  [f^^^ 

Merch'.  If  this  be  all,  you  shall  not  need  to 
Any  denial  in  your  love;  proceed; 
111  neither  follow,  nor  rcpcut  the  deed^ 
Hum,  Good  night,  twenty  good  nights,  and 

twenty  more, 
And  twenty  more  good  nightSj  that  makes 

threescore !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mr$>  Merrythought  and  Michael. 

Mrs.  Mcr.  Cotoe,  Michael ;  art  thou  not 
wearv/bby? 

Mich,  No  forsooth,  mother,  not  I. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Where  be  we  now,  child  ? 

Mich.  Indeed  forsooth,  mother,  1  cannot 
tell,  unless  we  be  at  Mile-£nd:  Is  not  all  the 
world  Mile- End,  mother? 

Mrs.  Mer.  No,  Michael,  not  all  the  world, 
boy;  but  I  can  assure  thee,  Michael,  Mile- 
End  is  a  goodly  matter :  Thei^  has  been  a 
pitchAeld,  mv  child,  between  the  naughty 
SpanieJB  and  the  Englishmen;  and  thcSpaniels 
ran  away,  Michael,  and  the  Englishmen  fol- 
lowed. My  neighbour  Coxstone  ^as  there, 
boy,  andkiird  them  all  vvkh  a  birding-pi<3ce. 

Mich,  Mother,  forsooth!. 

Mrs.  Mer.  What  says  iny  white  boy  ? 

Mich.  Shall  not  my  father  go  with  us  too  ? 

Mrs.  Mer.  No,  Michael,  let  thy  father  go 
snick-up ;  he  shall  never  come  between  a  pair 
of  sheets  with  me  again,  while  he  lives ;  let 
l)im  stay  at  home  and  sing  for  his  supper,  boy. 
Come,  ^cbild,  sit  down,  and  I'll  shew  my  bpy 
fine  knacks,  indeed:  Look  here,  Michael; 
liere's  a  ring,  and  here's  a  brooch,  and  here's 
a  bracelet,  sand  here's  two  rings  more,  and 
here's  money  and  gold  by  th'  eye,  my  boy ! 

Mick.  Shall  I  have  all  this,  mother? 

Mrs.  Mer,  Ay,'Michael,.  thou  shall  have 
all,  Michael. 

Cit.  IIow  lik'st  thou  this,  wench? 

\\ife.  1  cannot  tell ;  1  Would  have  Ralph, 

George;  I'll  see  no  more  else,  indeed-la; 

an^  I  pray  you  let  the  youths  understand  so 

much  by  word  of  mouth ;  for  I  will  tell  you 

•3  Knot'grass.^ '  Get  you  gone,  you  dwarf, 

*  You  Minimus,  of  hindring  knot-grass  made^' 

Midsummerr-Night's  Dream,  act  iii.  scene  2, 
Upon  which  passage  the  last  editor  observes:  *  It  appears  \1l\2X knot-grass  wds  anciently  sup* 

*  posed  to  prevent  the  growth  of  any  animal  or  child ;'  and  produces  thig  passasre,  and  the 
following  from  The  Coxcomb,  in  proof  of  his  observation:  *  We  want  a  boy  extremely  for 

*  this  function,  kept  under  for  a  year  with  milk  and  knot-grass.*        R, 


truly,  I'm  afraid  o*  my  boy.  Come,  come,^ 
George,  let's  be  merry  and  wise ;  tht  child's 
a  fatherless  child,  and  say  they  should  put 
him  into  a  strait  pairof  gaskius,'i>^fcre  worse 
than  knot-grass  *3,  he  would  never  grow  after 
it. 

Enter  Ralph,  Tim,  and  George. 

Cit.  Here's  Ralph,  ^here's  Ralph ! 

Wife.  How  do  you,  Ralph  ?  y<)U  are  wel- 
come, Ralph,  as  I  may  say  ;  it's  a  good  boy ! 
hold  up  thy  head,  and  he  not  afraid;  we  are 
thy  frauds,  Ralph.  The  gentleiiien  will  praise 
thee,  Ralph,  it"  thou  pla^'st  thy  part  with 
audacity.     Br!;in,  Ralph,  a  God's  name ! 

Ra/p\.  My  trnsiy  Squire,  unlace  my  helm ; 
give  me  my  hat. 
Where  are  we,  or  what  desarf  might  this  be? 

George.  Mirror  of  knighthood,  this  is,  as 
J  take  it,  '. 
The  perilous  Waltham-Dqwu  ;  in  whose  bot- 
The  enchanted  valley.  [torn  stiuids 

Mrs.  Mer.  Oh,  Michael,  we  are  betray 'd, 
we  are  betray *d  !  here  he  giants !  Fly,  boy, 
fly,  boy,  fly  ! 

!Ent  with  Michael,  leaving  a  casket, 
.  Lace  ou  my  helm  again !    W^haf 
noise  is  this  ? 
A  goatle  lady,  flying  the  embrace  [her, 

Of  Si5me  uncourtcous  knight?  I  will  relieve 
Go,  Squire,  and  say,  the  Knight  that  wears 
thisPesiU        *  .     ' 

In  honour  of  all.  ladies,  swears  revenge 
Upon  that  recreant  coward  that  put  sues  her  ; 
Go  comfort  her,  and  that  same  gentle  squire 
That  bears  her  company. 
Tim.  I  go,  brave  Knight. 
Ralph.  My  trusty  Dwarf  and  friend,  reach 
me  my  shield;  fhood; 

And  hold  it  while  1  swear,  first,  by  my  knight- 
Thei)  by  the  soul  of  Amadis  de  Gaul 
(My  famous  ancestor);  then  by  my  sword 
The  beauteous  Brionella  girt  about  me ; 
By  this  bright  burning  Pestle,  of  mine  honour 
llie  living  trophy ;  and  by  all  respect 
Due  to  distressed  damsels ;  here  I  vow 
Never  to  end  the  quest  of  this  fair  lady. 
And  that  forsaken  squire,  'till  by  my  valour 
I  gain  their  liberty  ?  [Exiti 

George.  Heav'n  btes?  the  Knight 
That  thus  relieves  poor  errant  cenilewomen! 
'     \    •  ^  [Exit. 

Wife.  Ay  marry,  Ralph,  this  has  some  sa- 
vouVin't;  I  wtfuld  see  the  proudest  of  them 
all  offer  to  carry  his  books  after  him.  But, 
George,  I  will  not  have  him  go  away  so  soon ; 
I  shall  be  sick  if  he  go  away,  that  I  shall; 
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ball  Ralph  a^in,  George,. call  Ralph  again; 
I  prithee,  sweetheart,  let  hi m  come  light  be- 
fore me,  and  let's  ha*  some  drums,  and 
trumpets^and  let  hirn  kill  nil  that  comes  acrar 
him,  an  thou  lov'st  me,  G(o^^6  ! 

Cit.  Peace  a  little,  bird!  he  shf*Il  kill 
them  all,  an  the^  ^ere  twenty  lucre  on  %m 
than  there  are. 

» 
Enter  Jasper, 

Jasp.  Now,  Fortune,  (if  thou  be'st  not 

only  ill)  "^    . 

Shew  roe  thy  better  fv.cc,  and  bring  dhnut 
Thy  desperate  wheel,  that  L  may  climb  at 

length,    ■ 
And  stand ;  this  is  our  place  of  meeting, 
Jf  love  have  any  couvtuucy.     Oh,  ti^e. 
Where  only  wealthy  men  are  counted  ImppY  ! 
How  shall   I  pleabe  thee,  how  deserve  thy 

smiles, 
When  I  atn  only  rich  in  misery  ? 
My  father's  blessin;;,  and  this  little  eoin. 
Is  my  inheritance;  a  strong  revenue  ! 
From  earth  thou  art,  and  unto  earth  I  give 

thee : 
There  grow  find  multiply,  whilst  fresher  air 
Breeds  roe  a  fresher  fortune. — How  !  ilhision! 

J  Spies  the  caiktt. 
himself  before 
me? 
'I'is  metal  good  ;  it  rings utcll ;  I  am  waking. 
And  taking  too,  I  hope,     Now  God's  diar 

blessing 
Upon  his  heart  that  left  it  hfere !  'tis  mihe ; 
These  pedrls,  I  take  it, were  not  left  for  svcine! 

[Rrit. 
Wife.  I  do  not  like  thjit   this  unthrifty 
youth  should  enibozzle  away  iheirtoney ;  the 
poor  gentlewoman  his  mother  will  have  a 
heavy  heart  fdr  it,  (rod  ^cnows. 
Cif.  And  reason  good,  sweethcnH. 
Wife.  Butlethim  go;   Tli  tell  Ralph  a  tale 
in's  ear,  shall  fetch  him  again  vvith  a  wanion, 
I  warrant  him,  if  he  be  above  ground  ;   and 
beside*;  George,  here  be  a  number  of  suf- 
ficient gentlemen,  can  witness,  and  n»yself, 
and  yourself,  and   the  uiusicirfns,  if  we  he 
Caird  in  quebtion.     But  here  comes  Itidph ; 


George,  tliou  shalt  hear  him' spc^ak,  a^  he 
were  au  emperal. 

Enter  Ralph  and  George.    . 
Ralph.  Cotnes  not  Sir  Squire  again? 
George,  Right  courteous  Knight,  .   . 
Your  Squire  doth  coiue,  and  with  him  comes 
the  lady. 

Enter   3/ri.  Mcrn/thoyght,  Michael,  and 
Tim. 

Ralph.  Fair !  and  the  Squire  ofDamscls*^ 
as  I  take  it ! 
Madam,  if  any  service  or  devoir 
Of  a  poor  erraut  Kuight  may  right  your 
wrong?,  fa>ur; 

Command  it ;  T  am  prest  ^  to  give  you  suci 
For  to  that  holy  end  I  bear  my  armour.    • 

Mhi.  Mer.  Alas,  sir,-.Iam'fl  poor  gi-nth*- 
woman,  and  I  have  bst  my  money  in  this 
forest. 

Ralph.  Desart,^  you  would  say,  lady ;  and 
not  lost  ( tears. 

Whilst  I  have  sword  and  lance.  Dry  up  ygur 
Which  441'  befit  the  beauty  of  that  face. 
And  tell  the  story,  if  I  may  request  it, 
Of  your  disastrous  fortune. 

Airs.  Mer,  Out,  alas !  I  left  a  thousand 
pound,  a  thousand  pound,  e'en  all  the  money 
I  had  laid  up  for  this  youth,  upon  the  ^ight 
of  your  mastership,  you  looked  so  grim,  and, 
as  I  ma^  say  it,  saving  your  presence,  more 
hke  a  ginnt  than  a  mortal  man. 

Ralph.  I  am  as  you  are,,  lady ;  so  are  they. 
All  mortal.'  But  why  weeps  this  gentle  squire  ? 

Mrs.  Mef'.  Has  he  not  <;8iuse  to  wec^fi,  do 
you  thii>k,  when  he  has  lost  his  inheritance? 

Ralph.  Young  hope  of  valour,  weep  not; 
1  am  here 
Thrtt  will  confound  thy  foe,  and  pay  it  dea( 
Upon  his  coward  head,  that  dare  deny 
Distressed  squires  and  ladies  equity. 
I  have  but  one  horse  ^,  upon  which  shall  rids 
This  lady  fair  behind  me,  and  before   [more 
This  courteous  squire:  Fortune  will  give  uS 
Upon  our  next  adventure.     Fairly  speed 
Beside  us,  Squire  and  Dwarf,  to  do  u«-need ! 

[£xeutit\ 


»•  Ypur  squire  doth  come,  and  uith  him  comes  the  ladj/. 

Enter  Mrs.  Merrythought ylUc* 
'£oT  and  the  squire  of  damsels  as  I  take  it.  . 

Ralph.  Madam f  &c.J  Sympvm  ouiits  the  period  at  the  end  of  the  first  line,  and  attcr^ 
for  to  fair  :  \Ve  think  him  nght  in  the  alteration  of  tlie  word;  but  we  must  go  further  be- 
fore this  passage  iS  cleared  of  corruption;  since,  by  givina;  the  first  and  third  lines  to  one 
speaker,  the  tliird  appears  a  bald  and  needless  repctiiiuu  of  (he  sense  of  the  first,  w(|ich  ;< 
Gompicte  in  itself.  We  have  therefore  made  Ralph's  speech  begin  at  the  third  line  instead 
of  the  fourth;  and  apprfheml  that  he  first  addresses  himself  both  to  Mrs.  Merrythought  and 
Michael:  Her  he  calU  Fair!  and  him  Squtre  of  Damsels/  as  he'  names  him  aftervaid*, 
*  this  gentle  Squire.'  This  is  quite  in  his  charaitor,  and  the  only  rending  that  gives. spiri»' 
t>r  even  tolerable  sense,  to  the  third  line;  after  which  he  prucceui  to  conifort  tlretn 
6eparately. 

«*  Presi.]  i.  e.  ready.    See  note  ■»*  on  The  Wild-Goosc  Chacc. 
*•  /  liate  but  one  horn,  ou  a/i/tA.]  The  variation  is  Syropsoa's, 

3  N  J? 
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Cit»  Did  not  I  tell  you,  Nell,  what  your  raaa 
would  do?  by  the  faitli  of  my  body,  wench, 
for  clean  action  and  good  delivery,  they  may 
all  tast  their  caps  at  nim. 

Wife,  And  so  they  may,  i' faith ;  for  I  dare 
speak  it  boldly,  the  twelve  companies  of 
London  cannot  nintch  him,  timber  for  tim- 
ber. Well,  George,  an  he  be  not  inveigled 
by  some  of  these  paltry  players,  I  ha'  much 
marvel ;  but,  George,  we  ha'  done  our  parts, 
if  the  boy  have  any  grace  to  be  thankful. 

Cit,  Yes,  I  warrant  you,  duckling. 

Enter  Master  Humphrey  and  Luce. 
Hum.  Good  mistress  Luce,  however  I  in 
faul t  am  f  W  altham ; 

•For  your  lame  horse,  you're  welcome  unto 
But  which  way  now  to  go,  or  what  to  "say, 
1  know  not  truly,  'till  it  be  broad  day. 
Zatce,  Oh,  fear  not,  master  Humphrey ;  I 
am  guide 
For  this  place  good  enough. 
Hum,  Then  up  and  ride  ; 
Or,  if  it  please  you,  walk  for  your  repose ; 
Or  sit,  or,  if  you  will,  go  pluck  a  roses 
Either  of  which  shall  be  iodifferent. 
To  your  good  friend  and  Humphrey,  whose 

consent 
Is  so  entangled  eter  to  your  will. 
As  the  poor  harmless  horse  is  to  the  mill. 
Luce,  Taitti,  an  you  say  the  word,  we'll 
e*en  sit  down. 
And  take  a  nap. 

Hvm,  T\%  better  in  the  town/ 
Where  we  may  nap  together ;  for, believe  me, 
To  sleep  witnout  a  snatch  would  mickle 
grieve  me. 
Luce.  You're  merry,  master  Humphrey. 
Hum,  So  I  am. 
And  have  been  ever  merry  from  my  dam. 
Luce.  Your  nurse  bad  the  less  labour. 
Hums  'Faith,  it  may  be, 
Unless  it  were  by  chance  I  did  bewray  me. 

Enter  Jasper. 

Jaip.  Luce !  dear  friend  Luce ! 

Luce,  Here,  Jasper. 

Jofp.  You  are  mine.  '  [fine : 

Hum,  If  it  be  so,  my  friend,  you  use  me 
What  do  you  think  I  am? 

Jasp.  An  arrant  noddy.  [hody, 

Hum.  A  word  of  obloquy!  Now,  by  God's 
I'll  tell  thy  master;  for  I  know  thee  well. 

Jdsp.  Nay,  an  you  be  so  forward  for  to  tell, 

*7  John  Dory,]  Sir  John  Hawkins,  in  his  History  of  Music,  says,  *  The  song  of  John 

*  Docy^  with  the  tune  to  it,  is  printed  in  the  Deiiteronielia,  or  tlie  second  part  of  Musick*s 
^  Melodie,  1609.  The  legend  of  this  person  is,  that  being  a  sea-captain,  or  perhaps  a  pirate^ 
'  he  engaged  to  the  king  of  France  to  bring  the  crew  of  an  English  ship  bound  as  captives 
'  to  Paris,  and  that  accordingly  he  attempted  to  make  prize  of  an  English  vessel,  but  was 
'  himself  taken  prisoner.     The  song  of  John  Dory,  and  the  tune  to  it,  were  a  long  time 

*  popular  in  England :  In  the  comedy  of  The  Chances,  written  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher, 

*  Antonio,  a  humorous  old  man,  receives  a  wound,  which  he  will  not  sufler  to  be  dressed 
'  but  upon  condition  that  the  song  of  John  Dory  be  sung  the  while.'— The  Soog  is  also 
printed  in  Sir  John's  Appendixy  No.  97. 


Take  that,  and  that;  and  tell  htln,  sir«T  gave  it : 
And  say  I  paid  you  well.  [fies^s  Aoa. 

Hum.  Oh,  sir,  I  have  it. 
And  do  confess  the  payment.  ^Pray,  be  quiet! 

Jasp,  Go,  get  you  to  your  night-cap  and 
the  diet. 
To  cure  your  beaten  bones. 

Luce,  Alas,  poor  Humphray! 
Get  thee  some  wholesome  broth,  with  sagf 

and  cumfry ; 
A  little  oil  of  roses,  and  a  feather 
To  'noint  thy  back  withal. 

Hum,  When  I  came  hither, 
'Would  I  had  gone  to  Paris  with  John  Dory  •?! 

Luce.  Farewell,  my  pretty  Nump !  I'm  very 
I  cannot  bear  thee  company.  [y^J 

Hum.  Farewril! 
The  devil's  dam  was  ne^er  so  baog'd  in  hell. 

[Exeunt* 

Manet  Humphrey. 

Wife.  This  young  Jasper  will  prove  me 
another  things,  a  my  conscience,  an  he  may 
be  suffered.  George,  dost  not  see,  George, 
how  a  swaggers,  and  flics  at  the  very  heads 
a  folks,  as  he  were  a  dragon  ?  Weil,  if  I 
do  not  do  his  lesson  for  wronging  the  poor 
gentleman  I  am  no  true  woman.  His  friends 
that  brought  him  up  might  have  been  better 
occupied,  I  wis,  tliau  have  taught  him  these 
fegaries :  He's  e'en  in  the  highway  to  the 
gallows,  God  bless  him  ! 

Cit.  You're  too  bitter,  cony ;  the  young 
man  may  do  well  enough  for  all  this. 

Wife.  Come  hither,  master  Humphrey; 
has  he  hurt  you  ?  now  beshrew  his  fingers 
for't !  Here,  sweetheart,  here's  some  green 
ginger  for  thee.  Now  beshrew  iny  lieart, 
but  a  has  peppernel  in*s  head,  as  big  as  a 
pullet's  egg !  Alas,  sweet  lamb,  how  thy  tem- 
ples beat !  Take  the  peace  on  him,  sweet- 
hearty  take  the  peace  on  him. 

Enter  Boy, 

Cit.  No,  no ;  you  talk  like  a  foolish  wo^ 
man !  I'll  ha'  Ralph  fight  with  him,  and 
swinge  him  up  well-favour'dly.  Sirrah,  Boy; 
come  hitlier :  Let  Ralph  come  in  and  fight 
with  Jasper. 

Wife,  Ay,  and  beat  him  tfeW ;  he's  an  un* 
happy  boy. 

Soy,  Sir,  you  must  pardon  us ;  the  plot  of 
our  play  lies  contrary ;  uiid  'twill  hazard  the 
spoiling  of  our  play. 


Actt] 


THE  kmCfit  OF  TH£  BimNTNG  PESTLfi. 


CU.  Bottnewphtt!  Til  ha' Ralph  come 
iHit;  111  make  your  hoaae  too  hoc  for  you 

Boy,  Why,  sir,  he  shall ;  but  if  any  thing 
fall  out  of  order^  the  gentlemeo  must  pardon 
us. 

Cit.  Go  your  ways,  goodman  Boy!  Ill 
hold  him  a  penny,  he  shall  have  his  belly  full 
of  6ghting  now.  Ho !  here  comes  Ralph !  no 
more! 

Ef$ier  Ralph,  Mri.  Merrythoughty  Michael, 
Tiuif  and  Gtorge, 

Ralph.  What  knight  is  that,  Squire  ?  ask 
him  if  he  keep 
iTie  passage,  bound  by  love  of  lady  fair, 
Or  else  but  prick  ant.  ^ 

Hum,  Sir,  I  am  no  knight, 
But  4  poor  gentleman,  that  tliis  same  night 
Had  stolen  from  me,  upon  youder  green. 
My  lovely  ifrife,  and  suffered  (to  he  seen 
Yet  extant  on  my  shoulders)  such  a  greeting. 
That  whilst  I  Itve^  I  sbaH  think  of  that  meet- 
ing. 

Wife.  Ay,  Italph,  he  beat  him  unmerci- 
fully, Ralph ;  an  thou  sparest  him,  Ralph,  I 
would  thou  wert  hang'd. 

Cit.  No  more.  Wife,  no  more ! 

Ralph,  Where  is  the  caitiff  wretch  hath 
done  this  deed  ? 
Lady,  your  pardon  !  that  I  may  proceed 
Upon  the  quest  of  this  injurious  knight. 
And  thou,  fair  Squire,  repute  me  not  the 

worse. 
In  leaving  the  great  venture  of  the  purse^ 

Jfin/er  Jasper  and  Luce, 

And  tlie  rich  casket,  *till  some  better  leisure. 

Hum,  Here  comes  the  broker  hath  pur- 
loined my  treasure. 

Ralph.  Go,S<]i»ire,  and  tell  him  I  am  here, 
An  errant  Knight  at  arms,  to  crave  delivery 
Of  that  fair  lady  to  her  own  kni^rht^s  arms. 
If  he  deny,  bid  him  take  choice  of  gruuud. 
And  so  defy  him. 

Tim.  From  the  Knight  that  bears 
The  Golden  Pestle,  I  defy  thee,  Knight; 
Unless  thou  make  fair  restitution 
Of  that  bneht  lady. 

Jasp.  Tell  the  Knight  that  sent  thee 
lie  is  an  ass;  and  I  will  keep  the  wencli. 
And  knock  his  head-piece. 

Ralph,  Knighl,  thou  art  but  dead. 
If  tho'i  recall  not  thy  uncourteous  terms. 

Wife.  Break  his  pate,  Ralph;  break  his 
pate,  Ralph,  soundly  f 

Jasp.  Come,  Knii^ht;  Tm  ready  for  you.— 
Now  ytrar  Peitio 

[SfifUches  aicaf/  his  Vcstle, 
Shall  try  what  temper,  sir,  your  mortar's  of. 
With  that  he  stood  upriglit  in  his  stirrups, 
and  gai-e  the  knight  ol  the  calves-skiu  such  a 
knock;  that  he  forsijok  his  horse,  aud  down 
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be  fell ;  and  then  he  leaped  upon  liim,  and 
plucking  off  his  helmet 

Hum,  Nay,  an  my  noble  Knight  be  down 
so  soon,  ' 

Tbo'  I  can  scancely  gO,  I  needs  must  run. 

[Ereunt  Humphrey  and  Ralph* 

Wife.  Run,  Ralph,  run,  Ralph ;  run  for  thy 
life,  boy;  Jasper  comes,  Jasper  comes! 

Jasp.  Come,  Luce,  we  must  have  other 
arms  for  you ; 
Humphrey,  and  Golden  Pestle,  both  adieu  ! 

[Exeunt, 

Wife,  Sure  the  devil,  God  bless  us,  is  in 
this  springald !  Why,  George,  didst  ever  see 
such  a  fire-drake  f  I  am  afraid  my  boy's  mis- 
carried; if  he  be,  though  he  were  master 
Merrythought's  son  a  thousand  times,  if  therb 
be  any  law  in  England,  I'll  make  some  of 
them  smart  for*t. 

Cit.  No,  no ;  I  have  found  out  the  matter^ 
sweetheart;  Jasper  is  enchanted ;  as  sure  as 
we  are  here,  he  is  enchanted :  He  could  no 
more  have  stood  in  Ralph^s  hands,  than  I 
can  stand  in  my  lord-mayor's.  I'll  have  a 
ring  to  discover  all  enchantments,  and  Ralph 
shall  beat  him  yet:  Be  n<i  more  vex'd,  for  it 
shall  be  so. 

Enter  Ralph,  "Hm,  George,  Mrs.  Merry* 
thought,  and  Michael, 

Wife.  Oh,  husband,  here's  Ralph  again ! 
Stay,  Ralph ;  let  me  speak  with  thee :  Hov^ 
dost  thou,  Ralph?  Art  thnu  not  shrewdly 
hurt?  the  foul  great  lungies  laid  unmen.i-' 
fully  on  thee;  there's  some  sugar-candy  fot 
thee.  Proceed;  thou  tSbait  have  another 
bout  with  him. 

Cit,  If  Ralph  had  him  at  the  fencing- 
school,  if  he  did  not  make  a  puppy  of  him^ 
and  drive  him  up  and  down  the  school,  he 
should  ne'er  come  in  my  shop  mdre. 

Mrs.  Met,  Truly,  master  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Pestle,  I  am  weary.  [hungry. 

Mich.  Indeed-la,  mother,  and  Tm  very 

Ralph.  Take  comfort,  gentle  dame,  aud 
your  fair  Squire ! 
For  in  this  desart  there  must  needs  be  plac'd 
Many  strong    castles,   held  by    couiteous 

knights; 
And  'till  I  bring  you  safe  to  one  of  those, 
I  swear  by  this  my  order  ne'er  to  leave  >ou. 

Wife,  Well  said,  Ralph !  George,  Ralph 
was  ever  comfortable,  was  he  not? 

Cit.  Yes,  duck. 

Wife,  I  shall  n6'er  forget  him:  When  we 
had  lost  our  child,  (you  know  it  was  stray'd 
almost,  alone,  to  Puddle-Wharf,  and  the 
criers  were  abroad  for  it,  and  there  it  had 
drown'd  itself  but  for  a  sculler,)  Ralph  was 
the  most  comfortablest  to  ine  1  Peace,  mis- 
tress, says  he,  let  it  go !  I'll  get  you  another 
as  good.  Did  he  not,  George  ?  'did  he  not 
say  so? 

Cit.  Yes,  indeed  did  be,  mouse. 
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Georgt.  t  would  we  bad  a  mess  of  pot- 
tage, and  a  pot  of  diink,  Squire,  and  were 

goiui;  to-bed. 

Tim»    Wby,  wc  are  at  Waltbam-town*s 

envl,  aiid  tbat*s  tbe  Bell  Inn. 

George.    Take  courat^e,   valiant  Knight, 

,       damfjiel,,  and  Squjre !  \ 

I  have  discover'd,  not  a  stone's  cast  oflf, 

An  antient  castle  held  by  the  old  knight 

0(  the  most  holy  order  of  the  Bell, 

AV ho  gives. to  all  knight&-errant  entertain: 

There  pUnty  is  of  food,  and  all  prepar'd 

By  the  white  hands  of  his  qwn  ludy  dear. 

lie  hath  three  squires  that  welcome  all  his 
.   guests : 

The  first,  bight  Chamherlino*';  who  will  see 

Our  beds  prepar'd,  and  brinti  us  snowy  slieets, 

\Vhere  never  footman  stretch'd  his  buttered 
hams. 

The  second,  hight  Tapstero;  who  will  nee 

Our  pots  full  dtled,  and  no  froth  therein. 

The  third,  a  gentJe  squire^  Osllero  higbt, 

\Vho  will  oor  palfries  slick  with  whisps  of 
itrawj 

.^nd  in  the  manger  put  them  oats  ehotigh, 

And  never  grease  dieir  teeth  with  candle- 
snuff. 
Wife.  That  SH me  Dwarf's  a  pretty  boy, 

^ut  tbe  Squire's  a  groutrnold. 

Ralph,  Knock  at  the  gates^  my  Squirt, 
witii  stately  lance ! 

tinier  tapster. 

Tup,  Who's  there?  You're  welcome,  gen- 
tlemen !  will  you  see  a  rot)m  ? 

George,  Right  courteous  and  valiant 
Knight  of  tbe  Burning  Pestle,  this  is  the 
squire  Tapstero. 

Ralph.  Fair  squire  Tapstero  !  I  a  wander- 
ing Kuigbti 
Ijigbt  of  the  Burning  Pestle,  in  the  quest 
Of  this  fair  lady's  casket  and  wrought  pm'se, 
Losing  myself  in  this  v«!>t  wilderness, 
.Am  to  this  castle  well  by  fortune  brought; 
Vhere  hearing  of  the  goodly  cnti»rtain 
Your  knight  of  holy  order  of  tiie  Bell 
Gives  to  all  damsels,  and  all  errant  knights, 
I  thought  to  knock,  and  now  am  bold  to 
enter. 

Tap.  An't  please  you  sec  a  chamber,  ^ou 
are  very  welcome.      .  [Ejctunt. 

ir//c.  George,  I  wOuld  have  sonaething 
done,  and  I  cannot  tell  wjiat  it  is/ 

CU.  What  is  it,  Nell  ? 

*  Thefint  high  ChaTnherluin 

' height  Tapslro  '        . 

squire  0«/ Zero  Jieight.]  The  correcfioR  of  hight  for  A/'gA,  is  from  Mr.  Theobald V 

conjecture,  but  he  did  not  go  to  tke  bottom  of  the  grievance,  for  Chamberlain  is  not  quan-. 
lity,  and  so  can't  stand  in  the  verso.    Chauiberlino  is  from  tbe  said  quarto  of  1613.   Tapstro^ 
octavo,  Taslero,  quarto,  I  have  alter'd  to  Tapstero.    *  Ostlcro  higlit'  is  from  the  first  quarto 
£00.         Sj/wpsyn.  " 

Highi  is  no  amendment,  being  in  old  hoaik ;  as  is  also  Chamberllno^    The  sutslitutin| 
Tapstero  for  Tustero  (if  to  be  called  an  amendment)  is  the  only  one. 


Wife.  Why,  George,  shall  Ralph  beat  do« 
body  again.?  Trithee^  sweetheart,  let. him  I 

Cit.^  he  shall,  Nell ;  and  if  I  join  with 
him>  well  knock  them  ail; 

.  Enter  Master  Humphreif  and  Merchant. 

Wife.  Oh,  George,  here's  master  Hum- 
phrey again  now,  that  lost  mistress  Luce; 
and  mistress  Luce^s  father.  Master  Ilumr 
pbrey  will  do  somebody's  errand,  I  warrant 
him. 
.     Hum.  Father,  it's  true  in^  arms  I  ne'cf 

shall  clasp  her; 
For  she  is  ^toKn  away  by  your  man  Jasper. 
Wife.  I  thought  he  would  tell  him. 
Mcrch^  .Unbappy  that  I  am,  to  lose  my 
child.!       ,  .  .        . 

Now  I  begin  to.thijik  on  Jasper's  words. 
Who  oft  hath  urg'd  to  me  ihy  foolishness :  , 
\Vhy  didst  thou  let  her  go  ?  thou  lov'st  her 

not. 

That  wouldst  bring  home  thy  life,  and  not 

brhig  her.  [true ; 

Hum.  Father,  forgive  me ;  I  shall  tell  y^'u 

Look  oif  my  shoulders,  tliey  are  black  and 

blue : 
Whilst  to  and  fro  fiir  Luce  and  I  were  wind- 

lie  came  and  basted  me  with  a  hedge-binding. 

M'erch.  Get  men  a[nd  horyes  straight !   we 
will  be  there 
Within  this  hour.  You  know  the  place  agaiu  ? 

Hum.  I  know  the  place  where  he  my  loins 
did  swaddle; 
I'll  get  six  horses,,  and  to,  each  a  Saddle. 

Mtrch.  Meantime,  I  will  go  talk  wkh  Jas- 
per's father.  ,  [Exetint. 

Wjfe.  Geof"ge,  what  wilt  thou  lay  witli  me 
now,  that  master  tlninphrey  has  not  mistresv 
Luce  tct?  spftak,  George,  what  wilt  thou 
lay  with  me? 

Cit.  No;.  Noll  j  I  warrant  thee,  Jasper  is 
at  Puckeridi^e  ^ith  her  by  this. 

Wife.  Nay,  George,  you  must  consider 
mistress  Luce's  feet  are  tender ;  and  besides, 
'tis  dark ;  and  J  promise  yon  truly.  I  do  not 
see  how  he  sho'uld  get  o<it  of  VVultham-ro- 
rest  with  her  yet. 

Cit.  Nay,  cony,  what  ^kWi  tliou  lay  with 
me  that  Ralph  has  her  not  yet? 

Wife.  I  will  not  lay  aifainst  Ralph,  honey, 
because  I  have  not  spoken  with  him.  li\ii 
lo(jk ,  George ;  peace  I  here  comes  the  merry 
old  gentleman  agttin. 
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tinter  Old  Merrythought. 

Mer,  When  it  was  grown  to  dark  midnight, 
And  all  were  fast  asleep. 
In  came  Margaret's  grimly  ghost. 
And  stood  at  Williitm's  fcet«9. 

J  have  money,  and  meat,  and  drink,  before- 
ttand,  till  tomorrow  s\t  noon ;  why  should  i 
be  sad?  Methinks  I  have  ha]  f-a-Klozcn  jovial 
spirits  within  me; '  I  am  three  merry  men^o, 
and  three  merr)r  men!' — ^To  what  end  should 
any  man  be  sad  ip  ^is  world  ?  Give  me  a  rt^an 
tliat  when  he  goes  to  hanging  cries,  *  Troul 
the  black  bowl  to  me!'  and  a  woman  that 
will  sing  a  catch  in  her  travel !  I  have  seen 
a  man  come  by  my  door  with  a  serious  face, 
in  a  black  cloak,  without  a  hatband,  carry- 
ing his  head  as  if  he  Iqok'd  for  pius  in  the 
street :  I  have  look'd  out  of  mv  window  half- 
»-year  after,  and  have  spied  tnat  man's  head 
upon  London-Bridge  :  ^Tis  vile;  never  trust 
a  taylor  that  dues  not  sing  at  his  work !  his 
mind  is  on  nothing  but  filching. 

Wife.  Mark  this,  George  I  'tis  worth  no- 
ting: Godfrey,  my  taylor,  you  know,  never 
sinws,  and  he  had  fourteen  yards  to  make  this 
gown;  and  I'll  be  sworn,  mistress  Penistone 
tl)e  draper's  wife  had  one  made  with  twelve. 

Aler.  'Tis  mirth  that  fills  the  veins  with 
blood. 
More  tliaa  wine,  or  sleep,  or  food ; 
Let  each  man  keep  iiis  heart  at  case, 
ISo  man  dies  of  that  disease. 
He  that  would  his  body  keep 
From  diseases,  must  not  weep; 
But  whoever  laughs  and  siogs, 
Never  he  his  body  brings  * 
Lito  fevers,  gouts,  or  rheums, 
Or  lingVingly  his  luiigs  consumes; 
Or  meets  with  ach(;s  in  the  bone, 
Or  catarrhs,  or  griping  stone: 
But  contented  lives  for  aye; 
The  more  he  laughs,  the  more  he  may. 

Wife,  Look,' George ;  how  say'st  thou  by 
this-,  George?  Is*lnot  a  fine  old  man?  Now 
God*s  i)lessing  a  thy  sweet  lips !  when  wilt 
thou  be  so  m^rry,  George  ?  'Faith,  thou  art 
the  froWningit  little  things  when  thou  Art 
angry,  in  a  country." 

Enter  Merchant. 
Cit,  Peace,  cony  !  thou  shalt  see  liim  took 
c{own  too,  I  warrant  thee.  Here's  Luce's  father 
tom'e  now. 

Mer,  As  you  came  from  Walsingham, 
From  the  Holy  Land, 


There  met  you  not  with  my  true  love 
By  the  way  as  you  came  >*  ? 
Merch,   Oh,    master  Merrythought,  my 
daughter's  gone !  [gone  ! 

This  mirth  becomes  you  not;  my  daughter's 
Mer,  Why,  an  if  she  be,  what  care  I  ? 
Or  let  her  comq,  or  go,  or  tarry.  ' 

Merck.  Mock  not  my  misery;  it  is  your 
soh 
(Whom  I  have  made  my  own,  when  all  for- 
sook hiiri) 
Has  stol'n  my  only  joy,  my  child,  away. 

Mer,  lie  set  her  on  a  milk-white  steed, 
And  himself  upon  a  grey ; 
He  never  turn'd  his  face  again, 
But  he  bore  her  quite  away. 

J[terch,  Unworthy  of  the  kindness  1  have 
shewn 
To  thee,  and  thine ;  too  late,  I  well  perceive, 
Thou  art  consenting  to  my  daughter's  loss. 

Mer,  Your  daughter?  what  a  stir's  here 
wi'  your  daughter  !  Let  her  go,  tliiuk  no  more 
on  her;  but  sing  loud.  If  both  my  sons  were 
on  the  gallows,  I  would  sing, 

Down,  down,  clown;  they  fall  ' 

Down,  and  arise  they  never  shall. 
Merch.  Oh,  might  I  belfold  her  once  again. 
And  she  once  mqre  embrace  her  aged  sire  1 

Mer.  Fy,  how  scurvily  this  goes ! 
'  And  she  once  more  embrace  her  aged  sire?* 
You'll  make  a  dog  on  her,  will  ye  ?  she  cares 
much  for  her  aged  sire,  1  warrant  you. 
She  cares  not  for  her  daddy,  nor 
She  car^s  not  for  her  mammy,  for 

She  is,  she  is,  she  is 
My  lord  of  Lowgave's  lassy. 
Merch.  For  this  thy  scorn  I  will  pursue  that 
Of  thine  to  death.  [so,, 

Mer.  Do;  and  when  you  ha'  kill'd  him. 

Give  him  flowers  enow,  Palmer,  give  him 

flowers  enow ! 
Give  him  red  and  white,  si^nd  blue,'  green, and 
veHow.     ' 

Mtrch.  ill  fetch  my  daughter 

Mer.  ril  hear  no  more  o*  your  daughter; 
it  spoils  my  mirth. 

Merch.  I  say,  TJl  fetch  my  daughter. 
Mer.  Was  never  man  for  lady's  sakes«, 
Down,  down, 
Tormented  as  I  Sir  Guy, 
De  derry  down, 
For  Lucy's  sake,  that  li^dy  bright, 
Down,  down, 


«9  When  it  was  growtif  &c.]  This  stanza  h  printed  in  Percy's  Reliques  of  Antient  Poetry, 
vol.  in.  p.  120. 

'•  Three  merry  merif  &c.]  See'  p.  160  of  this  volume. 

3»  As  you  camey  &c,J  From  a  ballad  printed  in  Percy's  Reliques  of  Antient  Poetry,  vol.  ii, 
p.  94. 

3^  Was  never  man,  &c.]  Froit  the  Legend  of  Sir  Guy.  Percy's  Reliques  of  Antient  Poetry, 
Vol.  iii.  p.  102.  ;  •   V 
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As  erer  men  beheld  with  eye ! 
De  derry  down. 

•  Merch»  FU  be  revenged,  by  Heaven ! 

[Eseunt. 

FINIS  ACTUS  SECUNDI.        [Musick, 

mfe   How  dost  thou  like  this,  George? 

CU.  Why,  this  is  well,  cony;  but  if  Ralph 
were  hot  once,  thou  shoqldst  see  more. 

Wife.  The  rtdlers  go  again,  husband. 

Cit,  Ay,  Nell;  but  this  is  scunry  rnusick. 
I  gave  the  whoreson  gallovvs  money,  and  I 
think  he  has  not  got  me  the  waits  of  South- 


wark :  If  I  bear  'em  not  anon  »,  Til  twinge 
him  by  the  ears.  You  musicians,  play  Baloo'* ! 

Wi/e.  No,  good  George,  let's  ha'  Lachry- 

Cit.  Why  this  is  it,  cony.  [n«l 

Wife,  It  s  all  the  better,  George,  Now, 
sweet  lamb,  what  story  is  tha(  painted  upon 
the  cloth  ?  the  confutation  of  St,  Paul  ? 

Cit.  No,  lamb ;  that's  Ralph  and  Lucrece. 

Wife.  Ralph  aud  Lucrece  ?  which  Ralph  f 
our  Ralph  ? 

Cit,  No,  mouse;  that  was  a  Tartarian. 

Wife.  A  Tartarian?  Well,  I  would  the  fid- 
lers  had  done,  that  we  might  see  our  Ralph 
again  I 


^Ifl  hear  him  not.]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

»•  Baloo.]    See  Percy's  Reliqucs  of  Ahtient  Poetry,  vol.  ii.  p.  196,  Lady  Anne  Bothwell'* 
lamentation;  in  which  the  concluding  lines  of  each  stanza  are  these: 

*  BatoWf  my  babe,  lie  still  and  sleipe  ! 

*  It  grieves  me  sair  to  see  thee  weepe.' 


ACT   HI. 


Enter  Jaiper  and  Luce. 

Jasp*  /^OME,  my  dear  dear !  tho*  we  have 

^     lost  our  way,  [weary 

We  have  not  lost  ourselves.    Are  you  not 

With  this  night's  wand  ring,  broken  from  vour 

rest? 
And  frighted  with  the  terror  that  aUends 
The  darkness  of  this  wild  unpeopled  place? 

Luce.  No,  ray  best  friend;  I  cannot  either 
fear, 
Or  entertain  a  weary  thought,  whiht  you 
(The  end  of  all  my  full  desires)  stand  by  me : 
Let  them  that  lose  their  hopes,  and  live  to 

lahguish 
Amongst  the  number  of  forsaken  lovers. 
Tell  the  long  weary  steps,  and  number  time. 
Start  at  a  shadow,  and  shrink  up  their  blood. 
Whilst  I  (possess'd  with  ail  content  and  quiet) 
Thus  take  my  pretty  love,  and  thus  embrace 
him. 

Jasp.  YouVe  caught  me.  Luce,  so  fast;, 
'       that  whilst  I  live 

I  shall  become  your  faithful  prisoner,  [down. 
And  wear  these  chains  for  ever.    Come,  sit 
And  rest  your  body,  too,  too  delicate 
For  these  disturbances.    So!  will  you  sleep ? 
Come,  do  not  be  more  able  than  you  arc; 
I  know  you  are  not  skilful  in  these  watches, 
For  women  are  no  soldiers:  Be  not  nice, 
But  take  it ;  sleep,  I  say. 

Luce.  I  cannot  sleep ; 
Indeed  I  cannot,   friend. 

Jasp.  Why  then  we'll  sing. 
And  try  how  that  will  work  upon  our  senses. 


Luce.  Ill  slug,  or  say,  or  auy  thing  ba^ 

sleep. 
Jttsp.  Come,  little  mermaid,  rob  me  of  my 
With  that  enchanting  voice.  [heart; 

Luce.  You  niock  me,  Jasper. 

SONG. 

Jasp.   Tell  me,  dearest,  what  is  love  »? 
Luce,  Tis  a  lightning  from  above ; 
Tis  an  arrow,  'tis  a  fire, 
'Tis  a  boy  they  call  Desire, 
'   Tis  a  smile 
Doth  beguile 
Jasp,  The  poor  hearts  of  men  that  prove. 

Tell  me  more,  are  women  true  ? 
Luce.  Some  love  change,  and  so  do  you, 
Jasp.      Are  tlicy  fair,  and  never  kind  ? 
Luce*      Yes,  when  men  turn  with  the  wind. 
Jasp.  Are  they  froward  ? 

Xzice*  Ever  toward 

Those  that  love,  to  love  anew. 
Jasp.  Dissemble  it  no  more;  I  see  the  god, 
Of  heavy  sleep  lay  on  his  heavy  mace 
Upon  your  eye-lids. 
Luce.  I  am  very  heavy. 
Jasp.  Sleep,  sleep ;  and  quiet  rest  crown 
thy  sweet  thoughts! 
Keep  from  her  fair  blood  all  distempers'^, 

star  tines. 
Horrors  and  fearful  shapes!  let  all  tier  dreams 
Be  joys,and  cha&te  delights,  embraces,wishcs. 
And  such  new  pleasures  as  the  ravish'd  soul 
Gives  to  the  senses !  So;  m^  charms  have  took. 
Keep  her,  ye  powers  divine,  whilst  I  con- 
template 


3'  Tell  nUy  dearest,  what  is  kme.l  This  Song,  with  a  little  variation,  is  also  in  The  Captain. 
3*  Keep  from  her  fair  blood  distempers^  start  in§;s.]  Sympson,  to  assist  the  measure,  added 
the  word  all. 
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Upon  the  wealth  and  beautj  of  her  mind ! 
She's  only  fair,  and  constant,  only  kind, 
And  only  to  thee,  Jasper.     Oh,  my  joys ! 
Whither  will  you  traDsport  me  ?  let  nut  full- 
ness 
Of  my  poor  buried  hopes  come  up  tof^ther. 
And over-chai^e  my  spirits;  I  am  weak  ! 
Some  say  (however  ill]  the  sea  and  women  - 
Are  goverii'd  by  the  moon ;  both  ebb  and  flow. 
Both  full  of  changes ;  yet  to  them  that  know, 
And  truly  judge,  these  but  opinions  are. 
And  heresies,  to  bring  on  pleasing  war 
Between  bur  tempers,  that  without  thesewere 
Both  void  of  after-lore,  and  present  fear; 
Which  are  the  best  of  Cupid.  Oh,  thou  child 
Bred  from  despair,  I  dare  not  entertain  thee, 
Having  a  love  withootthe  fiiults  of  i%omen. 
And  greater  in  her  perfect  goods  tlian  men; 
WhicI)  to  make  good,  and  please  myself  the 

stronger, 
Tho'  certainly  I'm  certain  of  her  lore, 
I'll  try  her,  that  tlic  wdrid  and  memory 
INIay  siut;;  to  afcer>timcs  her  constancy. 
Luce!  Luce!  awake! 
,  Luce.  Wliy  do  you  fright  mc,  friend. 
With  those  distenipcr'd  looks?  What  makes 
your  sword  [you  ? — 

Drawn  in  your  hand?  who  hath  otfcndiMi 
I  prithee,  Jasper,  sleep;  thou'rt  wild  with 
watching. 

Ja$p.  Come,  make  your  way  to  Heaven, 
and  bid  the  world, 
With  all  the  villainies  that  stick  upon  it, 
Farewell ;  you're  fdr  another  life. 

Luce.  On,  Jasper, 
How  have  my  tender  years  committed  evil. 
Especially  against  the  man  1  love^ 
Thus  to  be  crr)pp'd  untimely  ? 

Jusp,  Foolish  girl,  [tcr 

Canst  tliou  imagine  I  could  Ibve  hiS  daugh- 
That  flung  me  from  my  fortune  into  nothing? 
Discharged  mc  his  service,  shut  tlie  doors 
Upon  my  poverty,  and  scorn'd  my  prayers^ 
Sending  mc,  like  a  boat  without  a  mast, 
To  sink  or  swim  ?  Come;  by  this  handj  you 
I  mnst  have  life  and  blood,  to  satisfy  [die  I 
Your  father's  wrong. 

Wife,  Away,  George,  away!  rais^  the 
watch  at  Ludgate,  and  bring  a  mittimus  from 
the  justice  for  tliir>  desperate  vilhiin  !  Now  1 
charjie  you,  gentlemen,  see  the  king's  peace 
kept !  Oh,  my  heart,  wh-jic  a  varlet's  this,  to* 
otfer  manslaughter  upon  the  harmless  gentle- 
woman ! 

Cit,  I  warrant  thee,  sweetheart,  we*Ubate 
him  hampered. 

Luce,  Oh,  Ja?per,  be  not  cruel ! 
If  thou  wilt  kill  mc,  smile,  and  do  it  quickly. 
And  let  not  many  deaths  appear  before  me ! 
1  am  a  woman  made  of  four  suid  love, 
A  weak,  weak  woman;  kill  not  with  thy  eyes! 


they  shoot  ftie  thro*  and  {hrd*.  Strike !  Tam . 
And  dying  still  I  lore  thee.  [ready ; 

EAUrMetchantfMaBterMumphreif, and  Men* 
\  Mcrrh,  WherefttK/ittf  ? 

Jusp.  No  more  of  this;  now  t6  myself  again. 

Himi  There,  there  lie  stands,  with  sword, 

like  niartial  knight,  [^ght, 

Drawn  in  his  hand ;  therefore  beware  the 

You  that  are  wise;   forj  wsre  I  gdod  Si^ 

BeVis, 
I  would  not  stay  his  coming.  By  your  leaves^. 

Merck.  Sirruh,  restore  my  daughter ! 

Ja$p,  Sirrah,  nd. 

Mtrth.  Upon  him  then ! 

Wile.  So;  down  with  him,  down  with hiftij 
down  with  him!  cdt  him  i'thfe leg,  boys,  cut 
him  i'  tlie  leg ! 

Merck.  Come  your  wayij  iflinion!  Ill 
provide  a  cage  for  you,  you're  grown  so  tame. 
Horse  her  away  ! 

Hum,  Truly,  I'rti  glad  your  forces  have 
tlie  day.  [Exeunt. 

Manet  Juiper, 

Jatp.  They're  gooe^  and  I  am  hurt;  my 
love  is  lost. 
Never  to  get  again.    Oh^  me  (itihdp^  ! 
Bleed,  bleed  and  die.-«I  c^aahoL    Olt,  my 

folly^ 
Thou  hast  betray'd  m^ !  HopCj  whfete  art  thou 

fled? 
Tell  me,  if  thoo  bfc'st  atty  wherd  remaining, 
Shall  I  but  seo  my  love  again?  Oh,  nd ! 
She  will  not  deign  to  look  upon  her  butcher, 
Nor  is  it  fit  bhc  should ;  yet  I  must  venture. 
Ob,  Clmnce,  or  Fortune,  or  whate'ef  tlioti  art, 
That  men  adOre  Sot  powerful,  hear  ray  cry, 
And  let  me  loving  live,  or  losing  di^!  [£j^. 

Wife.  Is  a  gone,  Georga? 

Cit.  Ay,  COny, 

Wife.  Marry,  and  let  him  go,  Sweetheart! 
By  the  faith  a  my  body,  a  Mis  put  me  irtto 
such  a  fright,  that  I  tremble  (as  tliev  say)  a# 
'twere  an  aspen-lf  af :  Look  a  my  IHtle  flngerA 
George,  how  it  shakes !  Now  in  truth  eretf 
member  of  my  body  is  the  worse  for'l* 

Cit.  Come,  hug  in  mine  arms,  sweet  mouMf 
he  shall  not  fright  thee  an^^  more.  AIa»,mkii 
own  dear  lieart,  bow  it  quiveH  i 

Enter  Mrs.  Merrythought^  Ralphf  Mtchaetf 
Tim,  Georgtf  Hmt,  and  a  Taptter. 

Wife.  Oh,  Riitph !  how  dost  thou,  Ralph  7 
How  hast  thou  slept  to-night  ?  hiis  the  kmght 
us'd  thee  well? 

Cit.  Peace,  Nell ;  let  Aalph  alone ! 

Tap    Master,  the  reckoning  if  not  paid. 

Rttlpk.  Riir\yt  courteous  Knighfi  #ho,  fof 

the  order'.^  ^ake  [Belli 

Wiiich  tl)ou  hast  ta'ea,  hftng'st  out  the  hol/ 

39  B^  your  leaves.]  This  must  be  pronounced  as  two  syllables ;  it  is  in  the  Caste  of  Chauce# 
''oets:  It  is  a  licensse  however  our  Poets  selijom  take,  and!  don't  ra< 


and  our  old  English  Poets 

■letnber  above  three  or  four  inscanees  of  it  throughout  the  cditioiii 
Vol.  H.  3  O 
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As  I  this  flaming  Pestle  bear  about. 
We  render  thanks  to  your  puissant  self, 
Your  beauteous  lady,  and  your  gentle  squires, 
For  thus  refresliing  of  nur  wearied  limbs, 
Stifien'd   with  hard  atchievements  in  wild 
desart. 

Tap.  Sir,  tliere  is  twelve  sliiliings  to  pay. 

Ralph.  Thou  merry  squire  Tapstcro,  thanks 
to  thee 
For  conifortisig  our  souls  witli  double  jus; ! 
And  if  adventurous  Fortune  prick  thee  forth, 
Thou  jovial  squire,  to  follow  feats  of  arms. 
Take  heed  thou  tender  every  lady's  cause, 
Ev'ry  true  knight,  and  evVy  damsel  fair! 
But  spill  the  blood  of  treacherous  Saracens, 
And  false  enchanters,  that  with  magick  spells 
Have  done  todcatlifuU  many  a  noble  knight. 

Host,  Thou  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Pestle,  give  ear  to  uie;  thtre  is  twelve  shil- 
lings to  pay,  and,  as  i  am  a  true  Knight,  I 
will  not  bate  a  penny. 

WUe.  George,  I  prithee  tell  me,  must 
Ralph  pay  twelve  shillings  now  ? 

dit.  No,  Nell,  no;  nothing  but  the  old 
Knight  is  merry  with  Ilalpli. 

Wife,  Oh,  is  t  nothing  else  ?  Ralph  will  be 
as  merry  as  he. 

Ralph,  6ir  Knight,  tins  mirth  of  yours  be- 
comes you  well ; 
But,  to  requite  this  liberal  courtesy, 
If  any  of  your  squires  will  follow  arms. 
He  shall  receive  from  my  heroick  hand, 
A  knighthood,  by  tlie  virtue  of  this  Pestle. 

Host.  Fair  Knight,  I  thank  you  for  your 
noble  offer ; 
Tliercforc,  gcntJe  Knight,  [you. 

Twelve  shilhngs  you  mu&t  pay,  or  I  must  cap 

Wife.  Look,  George  I  did  not  I  tell  thee  as 
much?  tlte  Knight  of  the  Bell  is  in  earnest. 
Ralph  shall  not  be  beholding  to  him  :  Give 
him  his  money,  George,  and  let  him  go  snick- 
op. 

Cit,  Cap  Ralph .>  No;  hold  your  hand. 
Sir  Knight  of  the  Bell !  There's  your  money ; 
have  you  any  thing  to  say  to  Ralph  nowp 
Cap  Ralph? 

Wife,  1  would  you  should  know  it,  Ralph 
has  friends  that  will  not  suffer  him  to  be  capt 
for  ten  times  so  much,  and  ten  times  to  the 
end  of  tliar.    Now  take  thy  course,  Ralph ! 

Airs.  Mer,  Come,  Michael;  thou  and  I 
will  go  home  to  thy  father;  he  hntii  enough 
left  to  keep  us  a  day  or  two,  and  we'll  set 
fellows  abroad  to  cry  our  purse  and  casket : 
Shall  we,  Michael  ? 

Mich,  Ay,  I  pray,  mother;  in  truth  my 
feet  are  full  of  chilblains  witli  travelling. 

Wife,  *l'aith,  and  those  chilblains  are  a 
foul  trouble.  Mistress  Merrythought,  when 
your  youth  comes  home,  let  him  rub  all  the 
soles  of  his  feet,  and  hi«  heels,  and  his  ancles, 
with  a  mouse-skin;  or,  if  none  of  'you  ran 
cateb  a  luousc^  when  he  goes  to-bed  let  him 


roll  his  feet  in  the  warm  embers,  mud  I  war- 
rant you  he  shall  be  well;  and  you  may  make 
him  put  his  fint;ers  between  his  toes,  and 
smell  to  them ;  it's  very  sovereign  for  his  head, 
if  he  be  costite. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Master  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Pestle,  my  sim  Michael  and  I  bid  you  fare- 
well :  I  thank  your  worship  heartily  for  your 
kindness. 

Ralph.  Farewell,  fair  lady,  and  your  ten- 
der squire ! 
If  pricking  thro'  these  desarts,  1  do  bear 
Of  any  trait'rous  knight,  who  thni'  his  guile 
Hath  lit  upon  ^rour  casket  and  your  purse, 
I  will  dehpuil  him  of  them  and  restore  them. 
Mrs.  Mer.  I  thank  your  worship. 

[Exit  with  Michael. 
Ralph,  Dwarf,  bear  my  shield;    Squire, 
elevate  ti.y  lance ; 
And  now,  farewell,  you  Knight  of  Holy  Bell ! 
Cit,  Ay,  ay,  Ralph,  all  is  paid. 
Ralph.  But  yet,  before  I  go,  speak,  worthy 
kuight. 
If  aught  you  do  of  sad  adventures  know. 
Where  errant-knigfit  may  thro'  his  prtiwess 

win  -« 

Eternal  fame,  and  free  some  gentle  souls 
From  endless  bonds  of  steel  and  linj^Ving  pain. 
Htnt.  Sirrah,  go  to  Nick  the  barber,  and 
bid  him  prepare  himself,  as  I  toldyuu  before, 
quickly. 

Tap.  I  am  gone,  sir.  [Exit. 

Host.  Sir  Knight,  this  wilderness  affordttb 
none  [kuight 

But  the  great  venture,  where  full  many  u 
Hath  tried  his  piowess,  and  come  off  with 
shame ;  [life, 

And  where  I  would  not  have  you  lose  your 
tfVgainst  no  man,  but  furious  fiend  uf  hell. 
Ralph.  Speak  ou,Sir  Knight;  tell  what  he 
is,  and  where: 
For  here  I  vow  upon  my  blazing  badge. 
Never  to  bhizc  a  day  in  quietness; 
But  bread  and  water  will  I  only  eat. 
And  the  green  herb  and  rock  shall  be  my 

couch, 
Till  I  have  quclIVl  that  man,  or  beast,  or  fiend, 
That  works  such  damage  to  all  errant-knights. 
Hiutt.  Not  far  from  hence,  near  to  a  craggy 
cliflT, 
At  the  north  end  of  this  distressed  town. 
There  doth  stand  a  lowly  house, 
Ruggedly  builded,  and  in  it  n  cave 
In  which  an  ugly  giant  now  doth  won  s*,  ^. 

Yclepcd  Barbaroso;  in  his  hand  >5^  > 

lie  shakes  a  naked  lance  of  purest  steel,      ^^^ 
With  sleeves  turn'd  up  ;  and  him  before  he 

wears 
A  motly  garment,  to  preserve  his  cloaths 
From  blood  of  those  knights  which  he  mas- 
sacres, 
And  ladies  gent ;  without  his  door  doth  hang 
A  copper  bason,  on  a  prick  ant  spear; 


•■  Won.]  Old  word  for  dwell.        Sympson, 
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Enter  Mrt.  Merrythought. 

Wife,  Look,  George;  here  comes  mistress 
MerrVthouglit  ngain !  and  I  would  have 
Ralph  come  and  fight  with  the  giant;  I  tell 
jon  true,  1  long  to  see't. 

C'u,  Good  mistress  Merrythought, he  gone, 
1  pray  you,  for  mv  sake !  I  pray  you  forbear 
a  little  ;  you  shilfhave  audience  presently; 
I  hare  a  little  business. 

Wife,  Mistress  Merrythought,  if  it  please 
you  to  refrain  your  passion  a  little,  till  Ralph 
have  dispatch'd  the  giant  out  of  the  way,  we 
shall  think  ourselves  much  bound  to  thank 
you:  I  thauk  you,  pood  mistress  Merry- 
thought. '  [^Exit  Mrt,  Merrythought, 

Enter  a  Boy, 

Cit.  Boy,  come  hither ;  send  away  Ralph 
and  this  whorestjn  giant  quickly. 

Boy.  In  good  faith,  sir,  we  cannot;  you*il 
utterly  spoil  our  play,  and  make  it  to  he 
hiss'd ;  and  it  cost  money;  you  will  not  suf* 
fer  us  to  go  on  with  our  plots.  1  pray,  gen- 
tlemen, rule  hiu) ! 

Lit.  Lot  him  come  now  and  dispatch  tliis, 
and  I'll  trotible  you  no  more. 

Boy.  Will  you  give  me  your  hand  of  that  ? 

Wife.  Give  him  thy  hand,  GJeorge,  do; 
and  I  11  kiss  him.  I  warrant  thee  the  youtii 
means  plainly. 

Boy,  I'll  send  him  to  ycm  presently. 

[Exit  Boy, 

Wife.  I  thank  you,  little  youth.  Feth, 
the  rliild  hath  a  sweet  bi-eath,  George;  but 
[  think  it  he  troubled  with  the  worms  ;  Car- 
d'.ius  Benedirtus  and  mare*s  milk  were  the 
only  thing  in  the  world  for't.  Oh,  Ralph's 
here,  Georj;e!  God  send  thee  good  luck, 
Ralph] 

Enter  lialph,  Hmt,  77»»,  tmd  George. 
Host,  Puissant  kui^ht,  yonder  his  mansion 
is. 
Lo,  where  the  spear  and  copper  bason  are ! 
Uehold  the  string  on  which  hangs  many  a 
tooth,  ^  [kmuhts! 

Drawn   from  the  gentle  jaw  of  wnndVing 
I  dare  not  stay  to  sound ;  Ike  will  appear. 

[£.nV, 

Rafph.  Oh,  faint  not,  heart !  Susan,  my 

lady  drar,  [sake 

The  collier's  n»aid  in  Milk-Strcrt,  for  whose 

'  1  take  these  arms,  oh,  let  the  thought  of  thee 

<"  A  brazen  piece  of  mighty  board  ]  So  the  octavo ;  the  first  quarto,  *  of  mighty  bord.*  Both 
of  wliich  are  lorcign'  tu  liie  pUwcs  they  occupy.  I  conjecture  the  Poets  intended  to  sny  bifre;^ 
so  the  cavitv  of  a  gun,  cannon,  tic.  is  commonly  called:  And  though  tfie  anadinmism  of 
making  ordnance  contemponify  with  knight-errantry  may  be  allowed,  yet  nonsense  has,  or 
can  hue,  no  claim  to  the  like  j  vivilege.        Sympsori,        ' 

4'  That  they  tuo  and  a  Knight  met,]  The  correction  in  the  present  edition  T  hope  will  he 
aMowed  by  i  very  candid  and  judicious  reader:  ^ight  being  tiie  time  when  these  men-mon* 
Uers  remove  from  place  to  place,  thereby  to  prevent  spoiling  their  market,  by  exposing  to 
conain.m  view,  what  they  would  have  the  world  pay  dearly  for  the  sight  of.         Sympwn. 

«*  Storu  o/'Joan  and  the  wall.l  Affected  blunder  for  Jonah  and  the  whaie.         1  heobald. 
^  '^  3  O  2 


At  which  no  sooner  frentle  knights  can  knock 
But  the  shrill  sound  tierce  Barbaroso  hears. 
And  rushing  forth,  brings  in  the  errant-knight. 
And  sets  him  down  in  an  enchanted  chair: 
Then  with  an  engine,  which  he  hath  prepar*d, 
With  forty  teeth,  he  claws  his  courtly  crown. 
Next  makes  him  wink,  and  underneath  his 

chin 
He  plants  a  brazen  piece  of  mighty  here**. 
And   knocks   his   bullets   round   about  his 

cheeks; 
Whilst  with  his  fingers,  aftd  an  instrument 
\yiih  which  he  snaps  his  hair  off,  lie  doth  fill 
The  wretch's  ears  with  a  most  hideous  noise. 
Thus  every  knight-adventurer  he  doth  trim, 
And  now  no  creature  dares  encounter  him. 

Rat  ph.  In  God's  name,  I  will  fight  with 
him :  Kind  sir, 
Go  but  before  me  to  this  dismal  cave 
Where  this  huge  giant  Barbaroso  dwells, 
And,  by  that  virtue  that  brave  Rosicler 
That  damned  brood  of  ugly  giants  slew, 
And  Pulmerin  Frannarco  overthrew, 
]  doubt  not  but  to  curb  this  traitor  foul, 
And  to  the  devd  send  his  guilty  soul. 

Hmt.  Brave-sprighted  Knight,  tims  far  1 
will  perform 
This  your  request ;  I'll  bring  you  within  sight 
Of  this  most  loathsome  place,  inhabited 
By  a  more  loathsome  man ;  but  dare  not  stay, 
>'or  his  main  force  swoops  all  he  sees  away. 

Ralph.     .Saint  George !   Set    on ;    before 
march.  Squire  and  Page  ?  [Brettnt. 

Wife,  George,  dost  think  Ralph  will  con- 
found the  giant  ? 

Cit.  \  hold  my  cap  to  a  farthing  he  does  : 
Why,  Nell,  i  saw  him  wrestle  with  the  great 
Dutchman,  and  hurl  him 

Wife,  'Faith,  and  that  Dutchman  was  a 
g»MKlJy  man,  if  all  things  were  answerable  to 
his  bigness.  And  yet  they  say  there  was  a 
Scott ii>hman  hiirher  than  he,  and  that  they 
two  on  a  night  met^',  and  saw  one  anotlu  r 
for  nothing.  But  of  all  the  sights  that  ever 
were  in  London,  since  I  was  married,  me- 
thinks  the  little  child  that  was  su  fair  gnnvn 
about  the  members  was  the  prettiest;  that 
and  the  hermaphrodite. 

Cit,  Nay,  by  your  leave,  Nell,  Ninivie 
was  better. 

Wife.  Ninivie?  Oh,  thnl  was  the  story  of 
Joart  and  the  walH',  was  it  not,  Gcoi-ge? 

Cit.  Yes,  lamb. 
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Carry  thy  knight  tbro'  all  th' adventurous 

deeds; 
And,  in  the  honour  of  tl]y  beauteous  self,^ 
M«y  I  destroy  this  monster  Barbaroso ! 
Knock,  Squire,  upon  the  bason,  'till  it  break 
With  t\ie  »hriU  strokes,  or  *till  die  giaut  speak. 

Enter  Barber. 
Wife,  Oh,  George,  the  giant,  the  giant ! 
f^ow,  Italph,  for  thy  life ! 

Bar.  What  fond  unknowing  wight  is  this, 
that  dares 
So  rudely  knock  at  Barbaru&o*s  cell, 
Where  no  man  comes,  but  leaves  his  fleece 
behind  ? 
Italph.  I,  traiterous  caitiiT,  who  am  sent 
To  punish  all  the  sad  enonnities      [by  Fate 
Thou  hast  committed  against  ladies  j^ent, 
And  errant-knjghts;  traitor  to  God  and  men ! 
Prepare  thyself;  this  is  th^  dijmal  hdur 
Appointed  for  thee  to  give  strict  account 
Of  all  thy  beastly  treacherous  rillainies. 
Bar.'  Foolhardy  knight,  full  soon  thou 
shalt  aby  •     ^ 

This  fond  reproach :  Thy  body  will  I  bang ; 
[He  takes  dawn  hu  pole. 
And  lo !  vpon  that  string  tl^  teeth  shall  hang. 
Prepare  thyself,  fordead soon vhalt  thou be«r 
Kalph,  Saint  George  for  me !  [They  fight, 
"Bar,  Gargantua  for  me ! 
Wife,  To  him,  R^lph,  to  him !  hold  up  the 
giant ;  set  out-  thy  leg  before,  Ralph ! 

Cit,  Falsify  a  blow,  Ralph,  falsify  a  blow  ! 
the  giant  lies  open  on  the  left  side. 
•    ir</Jj.  Bcar^t  off,  bcar't  off  still :  Tliere, 
boy.'  Oh,  Ralph-s  alrook  down,   Ralph's 
almost  doivn  \ 

Ralph,  Susan,  inspire  roe!  now  have  up 

again. 
Wife,    Up,  up,  up,  up,  up !  so,  Ralph ! 
down  with  him,  down  with  him,  Ralph ! 
Cit,  Fetch  him  oyer  the  hip,  bpy  f 
Wife.  There,  boy !  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill 
Ralph! 

■•  Cit,  No,  R^lph  ;  get  all  out  of  him  first. 

Ralph.  Presumptuous  man !  see  to  what 

.  desperate  end  [s?^*> 

Thy  treachery  hath  brought  thee :  The  just 

Who  never  prosper  those   that  do  despise 

them, 
For  all  the  villainies  which  thou  hast  done 
*to  knights  and  ladies^  now  huve  paid  tliee 
homo,  * 


By  my  stiff  ann^  a  knight  adveoturoas. 
But  say,  vile  wretch,  before  I  «end  thy  soul 
To  sad  Avemus,  (whither  it  must  go) 
What  captives  holdst  thou  in  thy  sable  care? 

Bar.  Go  ip,  and  free  them  ail :  thou  hast 
the  day. 

J{a//»A.  Go,  Squire  and  Dwarf,  search  in 
this  dreadful  cave. 
And  free  the  wret<?hcd  prisoners  from  their 

'    bonds.  [Exevnt  Tim  and  George, 

Bar,  I  crave   for  mercy,  as  thou  nrt  a 

Knight,  [heg^ 

And  scorn'st  to  spill  the  blood  of  those  thn^ 

Ralph'.  Thow  shew'st  no  mercy,  nor  shalt 

•  thou  have  any; 
Prepare  thyself,  tor  tlmu  shalt  surely  die. 

Enter  Tim  leading  one  zcinking^  with  a  bason 
under  his  chin, 
Ttm,  Behold,  brave  Knight,  here  is  ooe 
prisoner. 
Whom  this  vile  man  hath  used  as  you  see<'. 
Wife.  This  is  the  wisest  word  I  heard  the 
squire  speak. 
Ralph.  Speak  what  thou  art,    and  how 
tliou  ba^t  been  us'd, 
That  I  may  give  him  condign  punishment. 
<  X  Ifnigfit.  I  am  a  Knight  that  took  my 

journey  post 
Northward  from  London  \  and,  in  courteous 

wise. 
This  giant  train'd  me  to  his  loathsome  den. 
Under  pretence  of  killing  of  the  itch ;' 
And  all.  my  body  witl\  a  powder  strcw'd, 
That  smarts  and  sDUgs;  and  cut  away  roy 
b(;ard,  I  tied*; 

And  my  curled  locks,  whprein  were  ribands 
And  with  a  water  wasb'd  my  tender  eyes, 
(Whilst  ^p  and  down  about  me  still  he  skipt) 
Whose  virtue  is,  that  *tUl  my  eyes  be  wip*d 
With  a  dry  cloth,  for  this  my  foul  disgrace, 
I  shall  not  dure  to  look  a  dog  i*^  tli'  face. 

Wife.  Alas,  poor  Knight i.   Relieve   him, 

Ralph  ;  relieve  poor  knights>  whilst  yon  live. 

Ralph.  My  trusty  Squire^  convey  bim  to 

the  to.wn. 

Where  he  may  find  relief.  Adieu,  fair  Knight! 

'  [Eiii  Knights 

Enter  Qeorge,  leading  one  xpith  a  patch 
ixver  his,  nose.  • 
George.   Puissant  Knight,  o'  tb*  Burning 
Pestle  hight,  ^ 


<3  Wwm  this  wild  man.]  Though  all  the  copies  agree  in  this  reading,  it  is  yet  highly  proba- 
ble that  a  corruption  has  takfn  place  here.  Inhumanity  and  barbaritv  are  the  characteris- 
tics this  i;iant  is  distinguished  by,-  and  as  such  I  would  have  what  1  take  to  be  tlie  rigbo 
lection  restored,  and  make  the  line  run  thus : 

*  Whom  this  w'Wf  man,*  &c. 
Wde  for  viU  is  the  common  lection  both  in  Shakespear  and  Spenser,  and  I  am  surprised 
that  the  great  Oxford  editor  <if  Shakespear  §liould  so  frequently  (I  believe  universally;  alter 
this  readlnii;  in  his  fine  edition  of  that  poet,  into  the  modern  %Ue.         Syropson. 

We  cannot  conceive  why  Mr.  Sympson  should  be  surprised  at  fins:  liimself  confesses 
that  it  is  only  modernizing  the  orthography ;  and  if  that  is  not  allowable  in  this  word,  whi* 
i)>  it  in  any  other? 
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See  here  another  wretch,  whom  this  fool 
bea«t  [wise. 

Hath  scotched  ^  and  soorM  in  this  inhuman 
Jlalpk,  Speak  nie  thy  name,  and  eke  thy 
place  of  birth. 
And  what  hath  been  thy  usage  in  this  cave. 
'2  Knight.  I  am  «  Knight,  Sir  Puckhoie'is 
my  Uiiniey 
And  by  my  birtli  I  am  a  Londoner, 
J^ree  by  my  copy,  but  uiy  ancestors      [way, 
Were  Frenchuien  all ;    and  riding  hard  this 
Upon  a  trotting  horse,  my  bones  did  ache; 
And  I,  faiiiit  Knight,  to  ease  ray  weary  limbs, 
lit  at  (his  cave ;   when  straight  this* furious 

fiend, 
With  sharpest  instrument  of  purest  steel, 
pid  cut  the  ji;ridtle  of  my  nose  away. 
And  in  the  place  this  velvet  plaister  stands  : 
Relieve  me,  gentle  Knight,  out  of  his  hands ! 
Wife,  Good  Ralph,  relieve  Sir  Pockhole, 
and  send  him  awf^y ;  £o\  in  truth  his  breath 
stinks. 

Ralph,  Convey  him  straight  after  the  other 
Knight. 
^ir  Pockhole,  fare  you  well ! 

3  Knight,  Kind  sir,  good  night !       [Exit, 
]\fan  [withi'h].  Deliver  us !    [Cries  within. 
Woman  [within].  Deliver  us  i 
Wife,  Hark,  George,  what  a  wofiil  cry  there 
^s !  I  tliiqk  some  woman  lies-io  there. 
'    Man,  Deliver  us! 

Wvman.  Deliver  us!  [Barbs^roso; 

Halph,  What  (ghastly  noise  is  tiiis  ?  spenk, 
Or,  by  tliis  blazhig  steel,  thy  head  goes  off! 

Bar,  Prisonors  of  mine,  whom  I  in  diet 

8end  lower  down  into  the  cave,  [^<?<?P,« 

And  in  a  tub  that's  heated  smoaking  hot, 

There  may  they  find  them,  and  deliver  them. 

'  JR/ilph.' Kun,  Squire  and  Pwarf^  deliver 

•   them  with  speed.      * 

•  [Expint  Tint  and  Gevrge. 

Wife,  But  will  not  Ralph  kill  this  giaut  ? 

Surely  I  am  afraid,  if  be  let  him  go  he  will 

(}o  as  much  hurt  as  ever  he  did. 

'  Cit,  Not  so,  mouse,  neitlter^  if  he  could 

convert  him. 

Wife,  Ay,  George,  i  f  he  coold  convert  him ; 
but  a  gi^nt  is  not  so  soon  converted  as  one 
of  us  ordinary  people.  There's  a  pretty  tale 
of  a  witch,  that  had  the  devifs  mark  about 
her,  God  bless  us !  that  had  a  giant  to  her 
son,  that  was  call'd  Lob-lie-by-tbe-fire ;  didst 
never  hear  it,  George  ? 

J^nter  Tim  leading  Third  Knight,  with  a  glau 
>  of'  lotion  in  his  hand,  and  George  leading 
a  Woman,  with  diet-bread  and  drink, 
Cit,  Peace,  Nell ;  here  come  the  prisoners. 


Getfrge,  Here  be  these  pined  wretches, 
manful  Knight, 
That  fpr  this  six  weeks  have  not  seen  a  wight. 
Ralph,  Deliver  what  you  are,  and  Iiow  you 
came 
To  this  sad  cave,  and  what  your  usage  was  ?^ 
^Knight.   I  am  an  errant-Knight^  tiiat 
followed  arms, 
With  spear  and  shield ;  and  io  my  tender 

years 
I  strucken  was  with  Cuptd's  fiery  shafl. 
And  fell  in  love  with  this  my  lady  dear. 
And  stole  her  from  her  friends  iii  Turnball- 
streel^,  [towq. 

And  bore  her  up  and  down  from  town  to 
Where  we  did  eat  and  driuk,  and  musick 

hear; 
rrill  at  the  length  at  this  unhappy  town 
We  did  arrive,  and  coming  to  this  cave,  ■ 
This  beast  us  caught,  and  put  us  in  a  tub. 
Where  we  this  two  months  sweat,  and  should 

have  doue 
Anotlicr  month,  if  you  had  not  reliev'd  us. 
Woman.  This  bread  and  water  hath  our 
diet  been, 
Together  with  a  rib  cut  from  a  neck 
Of  burned  mutton ;  hard  hath  been  our  fare  ! 
Release  us  from  this  ugly  giant's  snare ! 
3  Knight.  This  hath  been  all  tlie  food  we 
have  received ; 
But  only  twice  a-day,  for  novelty, 

[Pu/Zf  out  a  syringe. 
He  gave  a  spoonful  of  this  hearty  broth 
To  each  of  us,  thro'  this  same  slender  quill. 
Ralph,    From  this  infernal  monster  you 
shall  go. 
That  useth  knights  and  gentle  ladies  so. 
Convey  them  hence. 

[Exeunt  Third  Knight  and  Woman, 
Cit.  Cony,  I  can  tell  thee  the  gentlemen 

like  Ralph. 
Wife,  Ay,  George, '  I  see  it  well  enough. 
Gentlemen,!  thank  you  all  heartily  for  grac- 
ing my  man  Ralph;  and  I  promise  you,  you 
shall  see  him  oftener!  [ill, 

Bar,  Mercy,  great  Knight !  fdo  recant  my 
And  henceforth  never  gentle  blood  will  spill. 
Ralph.  I  give  thee  mercy";  but  yet  thou 
shalt  swear 
Upon  iTiy  Burning  Pestle,  to  perform 
Thy  promise  utter*d, 
iar.  I  swear  and  kiss. 
Ralph.  Depart  then,  and  amend  ! 
Come,  Squire  and  Dwarf;  the  sun  grows  to- 
wards his  set, 
.And  we  have  many  more  adventures  vet. 

[tLreunt. 
Cit.  Now  Ralph  is  in  this  humour,  1  know 

«*  Scorch 'd  andsror''d.]  The  account  tliat  the  Knight,  here  handed  out  by  the  Dwarf,  gives 
pf  himself  a  little  after,  makes  much  againnt  the  reading  of  searched,  but  naturally  agrees 
with  the  alteration  Mr.  Theobald  and  myself  have  advanced.         Sympson* 

4&Man.  I  am  an  errant  Knight.]  Surely  then  this  character  should  be  called  THIRD  Knight, 
US  well  as  the  others  fir.st  and  second  Knights.        M.  R. 
THrr^<dlrStreet.]  See  note  <^  on  The  Scornful  Lad^. 
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he  would  ha'  beaten  all  the  boys  in  the  house, 
if  they  had  been  set  on  him. 

Wife.  Av,  George,  but  it  is  well  as  it  is  ; 
I  wiirrant  yuu  the  gentlemen  do  consider 
what  it  is  to  overthrow  a  giant.  But  look, 
George  r  here  comes  mistress  Merrythought, 
and  her  son  Michael :  Now  you  are  welcome, 
miiitress Merrythought;  now  Ralph  ha^doae, 
you  may  go  on. 

Enter  Mrs.  Merrythought  and  MkhaeL 
Mrs.  Mer,  JNlicke,  my  boy? 
Mich.  Ay,  forsooth,  mother! 
Mrs.  Mer.  Be  merry,  Mickc;  we  are  at 
home  now;  where  I  warrant  you,  you  shall 
find  the  house  flung  out  of  (he  windows. 
Hark  !  hey  dogs,  hey  !  this  is  the  old  world 
i* faith  with  my  husband;  I  iiet  in  among 
them,  ril  play  them  such  a  lessr>n,  that  they 
shall  have  little  list  to  come  scraping  hither 
again  ! — Why,  master  Merry thonght !  hus- 
band !  Charles  Merrythought ! 
Mer.  [withifLl  If  you  will  sing,  and  dance, 
and  laugh, 
And  hollow,  and  laugh  again  ! 
And  then  cry,  There  boys,  there ;  why  then. 
One,  two,  three,  and  fotir. 
We  shall  be  merry  within  this  hour. 
Mrs.  Mer.    Why,  Charles!    do  you   not 
know  your  own  natural  wife  ?  I  say,  open  the 
door,  and  turn  me  out  those  mangy  compa- 
nions; 'tis  more  than  time  that  they  were 
fellow-like  witii  yon  :  You  are  a  gentleman, 
Charles,  and  an  old  man,  and  father  of  two 
children;  and  1  myself,  (tho*  I  say  it)  hy  my 
mother's  side,   niece  to  a  worshipful  gentle- 
man, and  a  conductor;  he   has  been  three 
times  in   his  majesty's  service   at  Chester; 
and  is  now  the  fourth  time,  God  bless  him, 
and  his  charge,  upon  his  joi.rney. 
Mer.  Go  from  my  window,  love,  go ; 
Go  from  my  window,  my  dear: 
The  wind  and  the  rain 
Will  drive  you  back  again. 
You  cantiot  be  lodged  here. 

ITark  you,  mistress  Merrythought,  you  that 
walk  upon  adventures,  and  forsake  yo'ur  hus- 
band, because  he  sings  with  never  a  penny 
in  his  purse;  what,  sh'dl  I  think  myself  the 
woi  .se  }  Taith,  no,  I'll  be  merry. 

You  come  not  here,  here's  none  but  lads  of 
mettle. 

Lives  of  a  hun«lred  years,  and  upwards. 

Care  never  druiTk  their  bloods,  nor  want 
made  them  warble. 
Hey-ho,  my  heart  is  heavy. 

Mrs.  Mer,  Why,  master  Merrythought, 
what  am  I,  that  you  should  laugh  me  to 
scorn  thus  abruptly?  am  I  not  your  fcliow- 
feeler,  as  we  may  say,  in  all  our  miseries  ? 


your  comforter  in  health  and  sicknets?  haw 
I  not  brought  you  children?  arc  they  not  like 
you,  Charles?  Look  upon  tlime  own  image, 
hard-hearted  man !  and  yet  for  all  this 

Mer.  Begone,  begone,  my juggy,  my  puggy, 
Begone,  my  love,  my  dear ! 
The  weather  is  warm. 
Twill  do  thee  no  harm 4 
Thou  canst  not  be  lodged  here. 
Be  merry,  boys !    some  light  musick,  and 
more  wine!  [is he. 

Wife.  He's  not  in  earnest,  I  hope,  George; 

Cit.  What  if  he  be,  sweetheart? 

Wife.  Marry  if  he  be,  George,  HI  make 
bol(i"to  tell  him  he's  an  ingrant  old  man«', 
to  use  his  bedfellow  so  scurvily. 

CiL  What  I  how  does  he  use  her,  honey? 

Wife.  Marrv  come  up.  Sir  Saucebox !  I 
think  you'll  take  his  part,  will  you  not? 
Lord,  how  hot  are  you  grown !  you  are  a 
6ne  man,  an  you  had  a  fine  dog ;  it  becomes 
yoM  sweetly  I 

Cit.  Nay,  'prithee,  Nell,  chide  not;  for  as 
I  am  an  honest  man,  and  a  true  Christian 
grocer,  I  do  not  like  his  doings. 

Wife,  1  cry  you  mercy  then,  George!  you 
know  we  are  all  frail,  and  full  of  iulirmiiies. 
— D'ye  hear,  master  Merrythought?  may  I 
crave  a  word  with  you  ? 

Mer.  Strike  up,  lively  lads! 

Wife.  I  had  not  thought  in  truth,  master 
Merrythought,  (hat  a  man  of  your  age  and 
discretion,  ns  i  may  say,  being  a  gentleman, 
and  therefore  known  by  your  gentle  condi- 
tions, could  have  u'^cd  so  litUe  respect  to  t/ie 
weakness  of  his  wife  :  For  your  wife  is  your 
own  flcbli,  the  staff  of  your*  ajic,  your  yoke- 
fellow, with  whose  help  you  draw  throu^ih 
the  mire  of  this  transitory  world ;  nay,  she's 
your  <iwn  rib.     And  again 

Mer,  I  come  not  hither  for  thee  to  teach, 
1  have  no  pulpit  for  tliee  to  preach, 
I  would  thou  hudst  kiss'd  me  under  the 
As  tliou  art  a  lady  gay.  [breech, 

Wife.  Marry,  with  a  vengeance,!  am  heartily 
sorry  for  the  poor  gentlewoman !  but  if  1 
were  thy  wife,  i  faith,  greybeard,  i'  faith 

Cit.  i  prithee,  sweet  honeysuckle,  be  con- 
tent! 

Wife.  Give  me  s«ch  words,  that  am  a  gen- 
tlewoman born  ?  hang  him,  hoary  rascal !  Get 
me  some  drink,  George  ;  I  am  almost  mol- 
ten with  fretting:  Now  beshrew  his  knave's 
heart  for  it ! 

Mer.  Play  me  a  light  lavalto.  Come,  l)C 
frolick ;  fill  the  good  fellows  wine  I 

Mrs.  Mer.  VVhy,  master  Merrythought, 
are  you  disposed  to  make  me  wait  here? 
You'll  open,  I  hope;  Til  fetch  them  that 
shall  open  else. 


<f  tngrant'J  Is  the  reading  of  all  the  copies  but  that  of  171 1,  which  exhibits  ignarent;  of 
which  word  it  may  be  a  vitiation,  as  ingrum  is  in  Wit  without  Money  (see  note''  on  thai 
play):  Ingrant  here  seems  to  stand  fur  ingratefuL 
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Mer,  Good  woman,  if  you  will  sing,  I'll 
give  yon  something;  if  not 

You  are  no  love  for  me,  Margret, 
I  am  no  love  fur  you  <7. 

Come  aloft,  boys,  aloft  <* ! 

Mrs.  Mer.  Now  a  churl's  fart  in  your 
toeth,  sir !  Come,  Mickc,  we'll  not  trouble 
him ;  a  shall  not  ding  us  i*  th'  teeth  with  his 
bread  and  his  broth,  that  he  shall  not.  Come, 
hoy;  ril  provide  for  thee,  I  warrant  ihce: 
We'll  go  to  masterVenterwets,  the  merchant ; 
1*11  eet  his  letter  to  mine  host  of  the  Bell  in 
Walthani ;  there  I'll  place  thee  with  the  tap- 
ster; will  not  that  do  well  for  thee,  Mickc? 
and  let  me  alone  for  that  old  cuckoidly  knave 
your  father !  I'll  use  him  in  his  kind,  I  war- 
rant you ! 

FIKTS  ACTUS  TERTII. 


Wife.  Come,  George ;  where's  the  beer? 

Cii.  Ht^re,  love ! 

Wife.  This  old  fornicating  fellow  will  not 
out  of  my  mind  yet.  Gentlt^ruen,  I'll  he^ia 
to  you  all;  and  f  desire  more  of  your  ac" 
quaintance,  with  all  my  heart.  Fill  the  gen* 
tiemen  some  beer,  George.  \Biti/  danceih.'] 
Look,  George,  the  little  Boy  s  come  again] 
metbinks  he  looks  something  like  ttie  prince 
of  Orange  in  his  long  stockin;:,  if  he  had  a 
little  harness  about  his  neck.  George,  I  will 
have  him  dance  Fading}  Fading  i»a  fine  jig ^, 
ril  assure  you,  gentlemen.  Begin,  brother ; 
now  a  capers,  sweet  heart!  now  a  turn  a  th*  toe, 
and  then  tumble !  Cannot  you  tumble,  youtii  ? 

B<»v<  No  indeed,  forsooth. 

Wife  Nor  cat  fire? 

Boy.  Neither. 

Wife.  Why  then,  I  thank  you  heartily; 
there*s  twopence  to  buy  you  points  withal. 


49  You  are  no  iove,  &c]  These  lines  are  to  be  foand  in  Percy's  Reliques  of  Anticnt  Poetry, 
▼ol.  iii.  p.  HO. 

4*  Come  aUffi^  bot^Sy  a/^/l.l  This  line  has  hitherto  been  printed  as  part  of  the  wng ;  to 
which  we  cannot  think  it  belongs. 

48  Fading;  fading  ii  a  ^nc  j'ig.j  This  dance  is  mentioned  by  Ben  Jonscn,  in  the  Irish 
Masque  at  Court:  *  Daunsh  tijiuiing  atte  ve<lding;'  and  again,  *  Show  tee  how  teye  can  foot 
le Jading  and  te  faclow.' 


ACT   IV 


Enter  Jasper  and  Boy. 
Jasp.  'PIIERE,  boy  ;  deliver  this:  But  do  it 

*      well. 
Hast  thou  provided  me  four  lusty  fellows, 
Able  to  carry  me  ?  and  art  thou  perfect 
In  all  thy  business? 

Botf.  Sir,  you  need  not  fear; 
1  have  my  le»son  here,  and  cannot  miss  it: 
The  men  are  ready  for  you,  and  what  else 
pertains  trf  this  employment. 

Ja$p.  Therp,  my  boy ; 
Take  it,  but  buy  no  land. 

Bvy.  'Faith,  sir,  'twere  rare 
To  see  so  young  a  purchaser.     I  fly, 
And  on  my  wings  carry  your  destiny.  [Exit. 

Jasp.  Go,  and  be  happy !  Now,  my  latest 
hope. 
Forsake  me  not,  but  fling  thy  anchor  out. 
And  let  it  hold!  Stand,  fuVl,  thou  rolling 

stone, 
Till  I  enjoy  my  dearest !  Hear  me,  all 
You  powers,  that  rule  in  men,  celestial ! 

Wife.  Go  thy  ways;  thou  art  as  crooked  a 

••  Act  IV.]  All  the  copies  concur  in  making  tlmact  begin  with  the  Bitys  dancing ;  but  as 
the  dance  was  certainly  nilroducrd  by  way  of  interludp,  here  as  well  as  at  the  end  of  the 
first  act,  wc  Imvc  made  this  act  begin  with  a  part  of  the  real  play,  as  all  the  otht^rs  do. 

s»  The  Red  Bull.  \  The  Red  Bull  was  one  of  the  playhouses  in  tlie  reigns  of  James  I.  and 
Charles  L    It  was  situated  in  St.  Jolm*8  Street.        R, 


sprig  as  ever  grew  in  London  !  T  warrant  him, 
lie'll  come  to  some  naughty  end  or  other ;  fur 
his  looks  sny  no  less:  Besides,  his  father  (you 
know,  George)  is  none  of  the  l>est;  you 
heard  him  take  me  up  like  a  Gill-flirt,  and 
sing  bawdy  songs  upon  me;  but  i'faith,  if  i 
live, -George 

Cit,  Lctjne  alone,  sweetheart !  I  have  a 
trick  in  my  head  shall  lodge  him  in  the  Arches 
for  one  year,  and  make  him  sing  peccaviy  ere 
I  leai'c  him ;  and  yet  he  shall  never  know 
who  hurt  him  neither. 

Tr//e.  Do,  my  good  George,  do !      [Boy? 

Cit.  What  shall  wc  have  Ralph  do  now. 

Boy,  You  shall  have  what  you  will,  sir. 

Cit.  Why,  so,  sir;  go  and  fetch  me  him 
then,  and  let  the  sophy  of  Pecsia  come  and 
christen  him  a  child. 

Boy.  Believe  mc,  sir,  that  will  not  do  so 
well ;  *tis  stale ;  it  has  been  had  before  at 
the  Red  Bull  m. 

Wife.  Geonje,  let  Ralph  travel  over  pr^at 
hills,  and  let  him  bef  weary,  and  come  to  ilie 
king  of  Cracovia*s  house,  covered  with  black 
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histories !  I  pray  you,  ^fiat  was  Sir  Dagp- 
net"?  Was  nQt  he  prentice  to  a  grocer  in 
Londoii  ?  Read  the  play  of  The  Four  Pren- 
tices of  London  M,  where  they  toss  their 
pikes  so.  I  pray  you  fetch  him  in,  sir,  fetch 
niin  in ! 

B(ty,  It  shall  be  done.— It  is  not  our  fault, 
gentlemen.  [Ej'U, 

Wife,  Now  we  shall  see  fine  doings,  I  war- 
rant thee,  George.  Oh,  here  they  coroe! 
How  prettily  the  kingofCrapovia's  daughter 
is  drebsed ! 


velret'*^^,  anid  tliere  lei  the  king's  daughter 
stand  in  her  window^l  in  beaten  gold,  comb- 
in:;  her  goldin  locks  with  a  comb  of  ivory;, 
and  let  her  spy  Ralph,  ahd  fall  in  love  with 
bim,  and  come  down  to  him,  a^id  carry  him 
into  her  father's  house,  and  then  let  Ralph 
talk  with  her! 

CiL  Well  said,  Nell;  it  shall  bb  so:  Boy, 
let's  ht't  done  quickly. 

B(nf.  Sir,  if  you  will  imagine  all  this  to  be 
done  already,  you  shall  hear  them  talk  to- 
gether; but  we  cannot  present  a  house  co- 
vered with  black  velvet,  and  a  liidy  iu  beaten  „         T.  «-  m  J^ 
gQJfl,                                                                  I        Jknter  R/ilph,  Ladi/,  T/m,  and  Genrge. 

Cit.  Sir  Boy,  let's  ha't  as  you  can  then.       I       C</..  Ay,  N«ill,  it  is  the  fashion  of  that 
Boy,  Besidies,  it  will  shew  ill-faVoure<lly  I  coimtrjr,  I  wnrraut  thee. 

to  liave  a  grocer's  prentice  to  court  a  king's  I       Ladj/.  Welcome,  Sir  Knight,  unto  my  fa- 

daughrer.  I  ther's  court, 

Cit,  Will  it  so,  sir?  You  are  well  read  in  |  King  of  Moldavia;  unto  me,  Pompiona, 

sa  Cracovia's  houte  covered  with  velvet \  I  have  inserted  the  colour  of  the  telvet,  which  was 
here  wanting;,  from  what  the  Boy  says  the  second  speech  beldw,  as  to  the  impossibility  of 
their  complying  with  this  request  of  the  Citizen's  Wife, 

*  But  we  can't  present  an  house  covered  witii  black  velvet.*        Sympson, 

s»  Sir  Dagonet,^  In  the  Second  Part  of  Shakespeare's  Henry  IV.  act  iii.  scene  4,  this 
character  is  mentioned  by  Justice  Shallow:  '  I  remember  at  Mile-End  Green,  when  I  lay  at 

*  Clement's  Inn,  I  was  Sir  Dagonet  in  Arthur's  Show ;'  upon  which  Mr.  Warton  remarks, 

*  Arthur's  Show  seems  to  have  been  a  theatrical  representation  made  out  of  the  old  romance 

*  of  Murte  Arthure,  the  most  popular  one  of  our  Author's  age.  Sir  Daganet  is  king  Artliur'< 

*  squire.* 

«  The  Foure  Prentices  of  London.]  Tlie  commentators  on  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Kni}(ht 
,  of  tlie  Burning  Pestle  have  notobservcd  that  the  desifin  of  that  play  is  founded  upon  a  comedy 
•  oallcd  *  The  Four  Prentices  of  London,  with  the  Conquest  u^  Jerusalem  ;  as  it  hath  beeu 
I  *  diverse  times  acted  at  the  Red  Bull,, by  the  Queen's  Majesty '»  Servants.  Written  by  Tho.  Hey- 
I  *  wood,  1612.'  For  as  in  Beaumdnt  and  Fletcher's  play,  a  grocer  iu  the  Strand  turns  knight- 
[  ifirrant,  making;  his  apprentice  his  squire,  &c.  so  in  Hey  wood's  t^luy,  four  apprentices  accdu- 
,  tre  theinselves  as  knights,  and  go  to  Jerusalem  in  quest  of  adventures.  One  of  theio,  the 
> most  important  character,  is  a  goldsmitli,  another  a  grocer,  another  a  mercer,  and  a  fourth 
(an  haberdasher.  But  Beaumont  atid  Fletcher's  Play,  though  founded  upon  it,  contain^ 
many  satyrical  strokes  aguinSt  liey wood's  comedy;  the  force  of  which  ib  entirely  lost  tu 
'those  who  have  not  seen  that  comedy. 

I'hus  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Prologue,  or  first  srene^  a  Citizen  is  introduced  declar- 
ing tliat,  iu  tlie  play,  he  *  will  have  a  grocer,  aiid  he  shall  do  udmirahle  thlnj^s.' 

Again,  act  i.  scene  1,  Ralph  says^  *  Amongst  all  the  worthy  books  ('fatc)aevements,  I  do 

*  not  call  to  mind  that  I  have  yet  read  of  a  grocer-errant:  1  will  be  the  said  knight.     Have 
'  you  heard  of  any  that  hath  wandered  unfurnished  of  his  sqbireand  d^arf  .^  My  elder  preu- 

*  tice  Tim  shall  be  my  trusty  sauire,  and  George  my  dwarf.' 

In  the  folio  wingpassage  tlie  allusion  to  Hey  wood's  comedy  is  demonstrably  manifest,  activ. 
scene  l':  , 

'  Bt)y»  It  will  shew  ill-favouredly  to  have  a  grocer's  prentice  court  a  king's  daughter. 

*  Cit.  Will  it  so,  sir?  You  are  well  read  in  histories;  I  pray  yon,  who  was  Sir  Dagonel? 

*  Was  he  not  prentice  to  a  grocer  in  Loudon  ?     Head  the  play  of  The  Four  Prenticts^  where 
'  tliey  toss  their  pikes  So.' 

In  Heywood's  comedy,  Eustace  the  grocer's  pfentice  is  introduced  conrting  the  daughter 
of  the  king  of  France ;  and  in  the  frontispiece  the  Four  Prentices  are  represeuted  in  armour 
tilting  with  javelins.  Immediately  before  the.  last  quoted  speeches  we  have  tlie  following 
iustances  of  allusion. 

*  Cit,  Let  the  Sophy  of  Persia  Coroe,  and  christen  him  a  child. 

*  fiov.  Believe  me,  sir,  that  will  not  do  so  well;  'tis  flat;  it  has  been  before  at  the  Red 
'Bidi; 

A  circumsUmce  in  Heywood's  comedy;  which,  as  has  been  already  specified,  was  acted 
at  the  Red  Bull.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  play  is  pure  burlesque.  Heywood's  is  a  mixture 
of  the  droll  and  serious,  and  was  evidently  mtcTided  to  ridicule  the  reigning  fai^hion  of  lead- 
ing romances.         Wartotu 
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I!is  daughter  dear !  But  sure  you  do  not  like 
Your  entertainment,  that  will  stay  with  us 
No  toDger  but  a  night. 

Ralph,  Damsel  right  fair, 
lam  on  many  sad  adventures  bound, 
That  call  me  forth  into  the  wilderness: 
Besides,  my  horse's  back  is  something  galKd, 
Which  will  enforce  me  ride  a  sober  pace. 
But  many  thanks,  fair  lady,  be  to  you. 
For  using  errant-Knight  with  courtesy  ! 

Lad^.  But  say,  brave  Knight,  what  is  your^ 
name  and  birth  ?  [li*>hinan,* 

Ralph,  My  name  is  Ralph,  I  am  an  Eng- 
(As  true  as  steel,  a  hearty  Engl islmian) 
And  'prentice  to  a  grocer  in  the  Strand, 
By  deed  indent,  of  which  I  have  one  part : 
But  Fortune  calling  rae  to  follow  anns, 
On  me  this  holy  order  I  did  take 
Of  Burning  Pestle,  which  in  all  men's  eyes 
1  bear,  confounding  ladies*  enemies. 

tadj/.  Oft. have  I  heard  of  your  brave 
countrymen,  [food; 

And   fertile  soil,  and   store  of  wholesome 
My  father  oft  will  tell  me  of  a  drink 
In  Ent^land  found,  and  Nipitato  call'd, 
Which  driveth  all   the  sorrow   from  your 
hearts. 

Ralph,  Lady,  \i^  true;  you  need  not  lay 
your  lips 
To  hitter  Nipitato  than  there  is.        fspeak, 

iMdj/.  And  of  a  wild-fowl  he  will  often 
Which  powder*d  beef  and  mustard  called  is : 
For  there  have  been  great  war*  'twixtus  and 

you ; 
But  truly,  Ralph,  it  A^-as  not  long  of  tne. 
Tell  roedien,  Ralph,  could  you  contented  be 
To  wear  a  hidy's  favour  in  your  shield? 

Ralph.  J  am  a  knight  of  a  religious  order. 
And  will  not  wear  a  favour  of  a  iady 
That  trusts  in  Antichrist,  and  false  traditions. 

Cit    Well  siid,  Ralph!  convert  her,   if 
th6u  canst. 

Ralph.  Besides,  t  have  a  Uidy  of  my  own 
In  merry  England;  for  whose  virtuous  Sake 
I  took  these  arms ;  and  Susan  is  her  niune, 
A  coblcr's  maid  inMiik-Strect;  whom  I  vow 
Ne'er  to  forsake,  whilA  life  and  Pestle  last. 

Ladt/.  Happy  that  cobling  dame,  whoe'er 

she  be,  [t*»cc  \ 

That  for  her  own,  dear  Ralph,  hath  gotten 

Unhappy  I,  that  neVr  shall  see  the  day 

To  see  ttiee  more,  that  bear'st  my  heart  away! 

Ralph.  Lady,  farewell !  I  needs  must  take 
ray  leave. 

Lttd^^,  Hard-hearted   Ralph,    that  ladies 
dost  deceive  I 


CU.  Hark  thee,  Ralph  !  there's  money  for 
thee :  Give  something  ni  the  king  of  Craca- 
via*s  house ;  be  nor  beholding  to  hi  in. 

Ralph.  Lady,  before  I  go,  I  must  remem- 
Vour  father's  oHicers,  who,  truth  to  tell,  [bef 
Have  been  about  me  very  diligent: 
Hold  up  thy  snowy  hand,  thou  princely  maid ! 
There's  twelve-pence  for  your  father's  cham- 
berlain ; 
And  there's  another  shilling  for  his  cook. 
For,  by  my  troth,  the  goose  was  roasted  well ; 
And  twelve-pence  for  your  father's  horse- 
.      keeper,  [ter 

For  'nointing  my  hor^e-back,  and  forhisbut- 
There  is  another  shilling;  to  the  maid 
That  waah'd  my  boot-hose^  there's  an  English 


groat; 


[boots! 


And  two-pence  to  the  boy  that  wip'd  my 
And,  last,  fair  lady,  there  isfor  yourself 
Three-pence,  to  buy  you  pins  at  Bumbo-fair ! 

Ladjf.  Full  many  thanks ;  and  I  will  keep 
them  safe 
Till  all  the  heads  be  off,  for  tliy  sake,  Ralph. 

Ritlph.  Advance,  my  Squire  and  Dwarf! 
I  cannot  ^tay> 

Lady.  Thou  kilfst  my  heart  in  parting  thus 
away,  [ExeunU 

Wy^.  I  commend  Ralph  yet,  that  he  will 
not  stoop  to  a  CracQvlan ;  there's  propercr 
women  m  London  than  any  are  there,  I  wis. 
But  here  comes  master  Humphrey  and  his 
love  again ;  now,  George  I 

Cit,  Ay,  corty,  peace! 

Enter  Merchant,  Master  Humphrey,  Luce, 
and  Boy, 
Merch,  Go,  get  you  up !  I  will  not  be  en- 
treated, [after 
And,  gossip  mine,  111  keep  you  sure  liere- 
From  gadrling  out  again,  with  boy^  and  uii- 
thrifts:                                         [fashion. 
Come,  they  are  women's  tears;  I  know  3'our 
Goj  dirrah,  lock  her  in,  and  keep  the  key 

[Exeiint  Luce  and  Boy, 
Safe,  as  you  loVe  your  life**.    Now,  my  sou 

Humphrey, 
You  may  both  rest  assured  of  my  love 
In  this,  and  reap  your  own  desire. 

Hum.  I  see  this  love  you  speak  of,  thro' 
your  daughter, 
Altlio'  the  hole  be  little;  and  hereafter 
Will  yield  the  like  in  all  I  may  or  can, 
Fitting  A  Christian  and  a  gentleman. 

Merch.  I  do  believe  you,  my  good  son,  and 

thank  you;  [ter'd. 

For  'twere  an  impudence  to  think  you  flat- 


5§  Safe  at  your  life.]  We  ought  to  read  here,  says  the  gentleman  quoted  so  often  above, 

*  *  Safe  as  you  love  your  life.'        Sympson. 

The  reader  will  probably  be  surprised  at  Sympson's  saying,  •  quoted  to  often;  when  we 
have  mentioned  the  gentleman  «o.  »Wrf(WB :  The  cause  is,  the  gentleman  scarcely  ever  pro- 
posed a  variation  from  the  old  books,  but  (as  in  the  present  case ;  for  tSey  exhibit  the  words 
*you  love')  recommended  restorations  from  them;  which  Sympson,  from  his  wonderful  m- 
attention  to  the  authorized  copies,  supposed  ivere  corrections, 
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Hum,  It  were  indeed  ;  but  shall  I  tell  you 
I  have  been  beaten  twice  about  the  he.  [why  ? 

Mfrch.  Well,  son,  do  more  of  compliment. 
My  daujirhter 
Is  youri  again ;  appoint  the  time  and  take  her : 
We'll  have  no  stenling  for  it;  1  myself 
And  some  few  q^  our  friends  will  see  you 
married. 

Hum.  I  would  you  would,  iTaith  !  for  be  it 
I  ever  was  afraid  to  lie  alone.  [known, 

Mcrch.  Some  three  days  henro  th<jn— 

Hum,  Three  days?  let  me  see! 
•  Tis  somewhat  of  liie  most ;  vet  I  agree, 
Because  I  mean  against  the  ^pointed  duy 
To  visit  all  my  friends  in  new  array. 

Enter  Servant. 
Serv.  Sir,  there's  a  gentlewoman  without 
would  speak  with  your  worship. 
Merck,  What  i**  she  } 
Serv.  Sir,  I  ask'd  her  not. 
Merck.  Bid  her  come  in. 

.    Enter  Airs.  Merrytkovght  and  Mickael. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Peace  he  to  your  worship!  I 
come  as  a  poor  suitor  to  you,  sir,  in  ihe  be- 
half of  this  child.  ' 

Merch.  Are  you  not  wife  to  Merry  thought? 

Mrs,  M^r.  Yes,  truly :  'Would  I  had  neVr 
seen  his  eyes !  he  has  undone  rae  and  himself, 
and  his  children ;  and  there  he  lives  at  home, 
and  sings  and  hoits,  and  rebels  among  his 
drunken  companions !  but,  1  warrant  you, 
where  to  get  a  penny  to  put  bread  in  his 
mouth  he  knows  not:  And  therefore,  if  it 
like  your  worship,  I  would  entreat  your  letter 
to  tha  honest  host  of  the  Bell  in  Waltham, 
that  I  may  place  my  child  under  the  protec- 
tion of  his  tapster,  in  some  settled  course  of 
life. 

Merch,  Pmglad  theHeav'ns  have  heard  my 

prayers!  Thy  husband, 

When  I  was  ripe  in  sorrows,  laugh'd  at  me ; 

Thy  son,  like  an  unthankful  wretch,  I  having 

Redeemed  him  from  his  fall,  and  made  him 

mine, 
To  shew  his  love  again,  first  stole  my  daughter, 
Then  wronc'd  this  gentleman;  aiid,  last  of  all, 
Gave  me  that  grief  had  almost  brought  me 

down 
Unto  my  grave,  had  not  a  stronger  hand 
Reliev'dmy  sorrows :  Go,  and  weep  as  1  did, 
And  be  un pitied  ;  for  I  here  profess 
An  everlasting  hate  to  all  thy  name. 

Mrs.  Mer,  Will  you  so,  sir?  how  say  you 

by  that?  Come,  Micke;  let  him  keep  his 

wind  to  cool  his  pottage !  We'll  go  to  thy 

nurse's,  Micke ;  she  knits  silk  stockings,  boy, 

and  we'll  knit  too,  boy,  and  be  boholdiiifr  to 

none  of  them  all.  \^Ei'U  with  Michael. 

Enter  a  Bai/  mth  u  letter. 

Boy.  Sir,  I  take  it  you  are  the  master  of 

this  house. 


Merck.  How  then.  Boy  ? 

Boy,  Then  to  yourself,  «ir,confies  tliis  letter. 

Merch.  From  whom,  my  pretty  BoV? 

Boy,  From  him  that  was  your  servant; 
but  no  more 
Shall  that  name  ever  be,  for  he  is  dead ! 
Grief  of  your  purchas'd  anger  broke  his  heart; 
I  saw  him  die,  and  from  bis  hand  receivM 
This  paper,  with  a  chariie  to  brinir  it  hitlier : 
Read  it,  and  satisfy  yourself  in  all. 

Merck.  I  reading.]  *  Sir,  that  I  have  wrongtd 
'  your  love  [  must  confess;  in  which  I  have 
'  purcha<^ed  to  mvself,  besides  mine  Own  uii- 

*  doirg,  the  lU  opinion  of  mv  friends.  Let  not 

*  your  anger,  good  sir,  outlive  me,  butsutfcr 
'  me  to  rrst  in  pt^acc  with  your  forgiveness: 

*  Let  my  bo(iy  (if  a  dying  man  may  so  much 

*  prevail  witfi  you)  be  brou«;ht  to  your  daugh- 

*  ler,  that  she  may  know  my  hot  P.ames  aie 

*  now  buried,  and  withal  rt-ccive  a  testimony 
'  of  the  zeal  I  bore  her  virtue;    Farex^el!  for 

*  ever,  and  be  ever  happy ! — Jasper.' 
God's  hand  is  great  in  this !  I  do  forgive  him; 
Yet  I  am  glad  he's  quiet,  where  I  hope 

lie  will  not  bite  again.  Boy,  briu;;  the  body, 
And  let  him  have  his  will,   if  that  be  all. 
Boy.  Tis  here  wiihont,  sir. 
Mcrch.  So,  hir;  if  you  please. 
You  may  coinlurt  it  in;  I  do  not  fear  it ! 
huw.  V\\  bi;  your  usher,  Boy  ;  for,'  iho'  I 
say  it, 
lie  i.n\*i\  me  something  once,  and  well  did 
pay  it.  [Eicunt. 

Enter  Luce  alone. 
Luce.  If  there  be  nnypunishnifMit  iuflicted 
Upon  the  miserable,  more  tlisin  y<- 1  I  lecl, 
I^t  it  together  seize  nie,  and  at  once 
Press  down  my  soul  I  I  canuot  bear  the  pain 
Of  these  delaying  tortures! — Th«ui  that  art 
The  end  of  ail,  and  the  sweet  rest  of  all, 
Come, come, oh.Dealh!  bring  incto  thy  peace, 
.And  blot  out  all  the  memory  I  nouriAh 
Both  of  my  father  and  my  cruel  friend  ! 
Oh, wretched  maid,  still  living  to  be  wretched, 
To  be  a  say^^  to  Fortune  in  her  changes. 
And  grow  to  number  times  and  woes  together! 
How  happy  had  I  been,  if,  being  born. 
My  grave  had  been  my  cradle ! 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv.  By  your  leave,  fct)ffin ; 

Young  mistress !  Here's  a  boy  hath  brought  a 

What  a   would  say  I  know    nut;  but  your 

father  [come ! 

Charg'd  me  to  give  you  notice.     Here  they 

Enter  tvo  bearing  a  coflin,  Jasper  in  it. 

Luce,  lor  me  I  hope  'tis  come,  and  'tis 

most  welcome !  [grief 

Boy.  Fair  mistress,  let  me  not  add  greater 

T(j  that  great  store  you  have  already.  Jasper, 

(I'hat  wlulst  he  liv'd  was  yours,  now  dead, 


^  To  be  Si  say.]  A  say  seems  corrupt;  perhaps  we  should  read,  assay. 
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And  here  enclosed)  comoMiqded  me  to  brinv 
Ifi.s  hmly  hither,  aod  to  crave  a  tear     [|)ity) 
From  tho<H?  fair  e?es,  (tho*  he  dt^erv'd  uot 
7'^  dock  his  funeral,  for  »<>  he  bid  me 
Tfcll  her  !or  whom  he  died. 
Ijice.  ilr  shall  have  many. 

\^Kxcunl  cofhu'Curriers  and  bov. 
Good  friends,  depart  a  little,  whilst  I  labe 
S\y  leave  of  this  dead  man,  that  once  I  lov'd. 
\lKt\\i  yot  a  little,  life!  and  then  I  give  thee 
'Jo  iliy  riist  he.ivenly  beint^.  Oh,  my  friend  ! 
Hast  ihou  deceived  me  thus,  and  got  before 

me? 
I  shall  not  long  be  after.  But,  believe  me, 
Thou  \tert  too  cruel,  Jasper,  'j^amst  thyself. 
In  punibhine;  the  fault  I  could  have  parfkm'd, 
Witii   so   uutimely  deatii:  Thou  di<li>r  not 

wrong  ine,  [loving; 

B"Jt  ever  wert  most  kind,  roost  true,  most 
A  j»d  I  the  most  iiokind,  most  false,  most  cruel ! 
l>idst  thou  but  ask  a  tear?  I'll  j»ive  thee  all, 
3'!vt,n  all  my  eyes  can  pour  down,  all  my  »ij;;hs, 
^nd  all  myself,  before  thou  goest  from  me : 
These  are  but  sparine  rites;  but  if  thy  soul 
13i-yet  about  this  place,  and  can  behold 
j\\\i\  stc  what  I  prepare  to  deck  thee  with, 
It  shall  ^o  up,  borne  on  the  winj;*  of  peace, 
And  satiMicd:  First  will  I  sing  fhy  dirj;e, 
'lh{H\  kiss  thy  pale  lips,  and  then  die  niysr If, 
And  fill  one  cotfin,  and  one  grave  togttlier. 

^         Come,  you  whose  loves  are  dead^ 
And  whiles! sing, 
Weep  and  ring 
y*ivery  hand,  and  every  head 
Hind  witli  cypress  and  sad  yew; 
Ribbons  black  and  candles  bine. 
For  him  that  was  of  men  most  true  ! 
Come  with  heavy  moaning  ^7, 
And  on  his  grave 
Let  him  have 
.Snrriiire  of  sighs  and  groaning; 
Letliini  have  fair  flowers  e.ow, 
White  and  purple,  green  and  yellow, 
For  him  that  was  of  men  most  true  1 
I'liou  sa'wh.'  clot!),  sad  cover  of  my  joys, 
J  lift  Uu;e  up,  and  thus  I  meet  with  death. 
Ja${),  And  thus  you  meet  the  living. 
l,uce.  Save  mc,  Heaven ! 
Juap.  Nay,  do  not  fly  me,  fair;  I  am  no 
spirit: 
Look  bi'tter  on  roe ;  do  you  know  me  yet? 
Luce.  Oh,  thon  dear  shadow  of  iny  tViend  I 
Jmp.  Duar  substance, 
I  swear  I  am  no  shud(»w  ;  feel  mv  hand ! 
Ix  is  the  same  it  was;  1  am  your  Jasp<*r, 
Your  Jaspef  that's  yet  living,  and  yet  loving  ! 
pardon  my  rash  attempt,  my  foolish  proof 
J  put  in  practice  of  your  constancy  ! 
For  sou  tier  should  my  swurd  have  drunk  my 

blood, 
And  set  my  sou]  at  liberty,  than  drawn     fness 
The  least  drop  from  (bat  body;  for  which  bold- 


Doom  me  to  any  tiling !  if  death,  1  take  it, 
And  willingly. 

Luce,  This  death  Til  give  you  for  it ! 

[Ar.«f5  him. 
So ;  now  I'm  satisfied,  you  are  no  spirit. 
But  my  own  truest,  truest,  truest  friend ! 
Why  do  you  come  thus  to  me? 

Jasp.  First,  to  see  you ; 
Then  to  convey  you  hence. 

Luce,  It  cannot  be ;  [hours. 

For  1  am  lock*d  up  here,  and  watch'd  at  all 
That 'tis  impossible  for  me  to  'scape. 

Jatp,  Nothing  more  possible:   Within  this 
coffin 
Do  you  convey  yourself;  let  mc  alone, 
I  have  the  wits  of  twenty  men  about  me; 
Only  I  crave  the  shelter  of  your  closet 
A  little,  and  then  fear  me  not.    Creep  in. 
That  they  may  presently  convey  you  hence. 
Fear  nothing,  dearest  love !  Fli  be  your  se- 
Lie  close ;  so !  all  goes  well  yet.  Boy  !  [cond ; 

Botf.  At  hand,  sir. 

Juip.  ( 'onvey  away  the  coffin,  and  be  wary, 

hiiif,  Tis  done  already. 

Juip.  Now  must  i  go  conjure.  [Exit, 

Enter  Merchant, 

Merch.  B»y,  B<»y! 

Jif/y.  Your  servant,  sir. 

Merch.  Do  me  this  kindness,  Boy;  (hold ; 
here's  a  crown) 
Before  tliou  bury  the  Itody  of  this  fellow, 
Carry  it  to  his  old  merry  father,  and  salute 

him 
From  mc,  and  bid  htm  sing;  h'  hath  cause. 

Boy.  I  will,  sir. 

Aierrh.  And  then  bring  me  word  what  tune 
he  is  in, 
And  have  another  crown  ;  but  do  it  truly, 
l*vc  fitted  him  a  bargain,  now,  will  vex  him. 

B(n/.  (»od  bless  your  worship's  health,  sir! 

March.  Farewell,  Boy  !  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Old  Mcrrt/t.'tought, 

Wffe.  Ah,  old  Merrythought, urt  thou  there 
agaiij  ?  Let's  hear  some  of  thy  songs. 

Aler.  VVho  can  sing  a  merritr  note 

Tiian  he  that  cannot  cliauge  u  groat? 

Not  a  denier  loft,  and  yet  my  heart  leaps:  I 
do  wonder  yet,  as  old  as  f  a'li,  that  au)  man 
will  follow  a  trade,  or  serve,  that  lu.iy  sin«^ 
and  laui;h,  and  walk  the  streets.  My  wjie 
and  both  my  sons  arc  1  know  not  where;  I 
have  nothing  left,  nor  know  I  how  to  con  e 
by  meat  to  supper;  yet  am  I  merry  still;  for 
I  know  I  shall  lind  it  upon  the  tahte  at  six 
o'clock;  therefore,  hang  thoui;fil ! 

I  would  not  be  a  scrvinp-man 
To  carry  the  cloak-bag  still, 

Nor  would  I  be  a  falconer 
The  greedy  hawks  to  till ; 


*'  With  heavy  \tiOurninZ']  Amended  in  1750. 
8  P  a 
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Biit  I  would  be  in  a  good  hottse. 
And  have  a  good  master  too ; 
But  I  would  eat  and  drink  of  the  best, 
And  no  work  would  I  do. 
This  is  that  keeps  life  and  soul   together, 
mirth  !  This  is  th^  philosopher's  stoue  that 
they  write  so  much  on,  that  keeps  a  man 
ever  young ! 

Enter  a  Boy, 
Botf,  Sir,  they  say  they  know  all  your  mo- 
ney is  gone,  and  they  will  trust  you  for  no 
more  drink. 

Mer.  Will  they  not?  let  '-em  chuse !  The 
best  is,  I  have  mirth  at  home,  and  need  not 
send  abroad  for  that;  let  them  keep  their 
drink  to  themselves. 

For  Jillian  of  Berry  she  dwells  on  a  hill, 
And  she  hath  good  berr  and  ale  to  sell, 
And  of  good  fellows  she  thinks  no  ill, 
And  thither  will  we  go  now,  now,  now, 

And  thither  will  we  go  now.    % 
And  when  you  have  made  a  little  stay, 
You  need  not  know  what  is  to  pay^. 
But  kiss  your  hostess,  and  go  yuur  way. 
And  thither,  S^c, 

Enter  another  .Boy, 
a  Boy,  Sir,  U  can  get  no  bread  for  supper. 
Mer.  Hang'bread  and  supper !  let's  pre- 
serve our  mirth,  and  we  shall  never  feel  hun- 
ger, ril  warrant  you.     Let's  have  a  catch: 
Boy,  follow  me;  come,  sing  this  catch. 
Ho,  ho,  nobody  at  home, 
Meat,  nor  drink,  nor  money  ha'  we  none? 
Fill  the  pot,  Eedy, 
Never  more  need  I. 

mer.  So,  boys;  enough.  Follow  me:  let's 
change  our  place,  and  we  shall  laugh  afresh. 

[^Ereunt. 

W'ifr'  Let  him  go,  George ;  a  shall  not  have 
any  countenance  from  us;  not  a  good  word 
from  any  i'th*  company,  iff  may  strike  stroke 
in't. 

at.  No  more  a  shannot,  love.  But,Nell, 
I  will  have  Ralph  do  a  very  notable  matter 
now,  to  the  eternal  honour  and  glory  of  all 
gi-ocers.  Sirrah!  you  there !  Boy  !  Can  none 
of  you  hear  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  your  pleasure  ? 

Cit,  Let  Ralph  come  out  on  May-day  in 
the  mornin<r^  and  speak  upon  a  couduit,  with 
all  his  scarfs  about  him,  and  his  feathers,  and 
his  riugb,  and  his  knacks. 

Boy.  Why,  sir,  you  do  not  think  of  our 
plot  ;*  what  will  become  of  that  then  ? 

Cit*  Why,  sir,  I  care  not  what  become  on'tl 
I'll  have  hnn  come  out,  or  Til  fetch  him  out 
myself;  I'll  have  something  done  in  honour 
of  the  city.  Besides,  he  hath  been  long  enough 


upon  adventures:  Bring  him  oat  quickly;  or 
it  I  come  amongst  you 

Boy.  Well,  sir,  he  shall  come  out ;  but  if  our 
play  miscarry ,sir,  you  are  like  to  pay  for't.  [Ex. 

Cit.  Bring  him  away  then ! 

Wife.  This  will  be  brave,  i'faith !  George, 
shall  not  he  dance  the  morris  too,  for  the 
credit  of  the  Strand  ? 

Cit.  No,  sweetheart,  it  will  be  too  much 
for  the  bpy.  Oh,  there  he  is,  Nell  I  he's  rea- 
sonable well  in  reparrel;  but  he  has  not  rings 
enough. 

Enter  Ralph, 
Ralph.  London,  to  thee  I  do  present 

The  merry  month  of  May; 
Let  each  true  subject  be  content 

To  hear  nie  what  I  say : 
For  from  this  top  of  Coilduit-Head, 

As  plainly  may  appear, 
I  will  both  te-H  ;py  name  to  you. 

And  wherefore  I  came  here. 
My  name  is  Ralph,  by  due  descent 

Tho*  not  ignoble  I, 
Yet  far  inferior  to  the  flock 

Of  gracious  grocery ; 
And  by  the  common  counsel  of 

My  fellows  in  the  Strand, 
With  gilded  staff,  and  crossed  scarf. 

The  May-lord  here  I  stand. 
Rejoice,  oh,  English  hearts,  rejoice, 

Rejoice,  oh,  lovers  dear; 
Rejoice,  oh,  city,  town,  and  country, 

Rejoice  eke  every  shire  I 
For  now  the  fragrant  flowers  do  sprine 

And  sprout  in  seemly  sort. 
The  little  birds  do  sit  and  sing. 

The  lambs  do  make  flne  sport; 
And  now  the  b^rchin-tree  doth  bud. 

That  makes  the  schoolboy  cry, 
Tlie  morris  rings,  while  hobby-horse 

Doth  foot  it  featuously; 
The  lords  and  ladies  now  abroad, 

For  their  disport  and  play. 
Do  kiss  sometimes  upon  the  grass. 

And  sometimes  in  tlie  hay. 
Now  butler  with  a  leaf  of  sng^ 

Is  good  to  purge  the  blood. 
Fly  Venus  and  phlebotomy. 

For  they  are  neither  good ! 
Now  little  fish  on  tender  stone 

Begin  to  cast  their  bellies,  [mew'ds*, 
And  sluggish    snails,    that  ers(  were 

Do  creep  out  of  their  shellies. 
The  rumbling  rivers  now  do  warm. 

For  little  boys  to  paddle; 
The  sturdy  steed  now  goes  to  grass. 

And  up  they  hang  his  saddle. 
The  heavy  hart,  the  blowing  bucks', 

The  rascal  and  the  pricket, 

5"  That  erst  were  mute.]  Corrected  by  Sympson. 

so  The  blowing  buck.]  The  lirst  quarto  reads  bellowing.    The  judicious  are  left  to  their 
choice.         Sympson. 

We  cannot  suppose  any  of  the  judicious  will  prefer  bellowing. 


Ad  5.] 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  THE  BURNING  PESTLE, 


477 


Are  now  amoiig  the  yeoman's  pease. 

And  leave  the  fearlul  thicket. 
And  be  like  them,  oh,  you,  I  say, 

Of  this  same  noble  town, 
And  lift  aloft  your  velvet  heads. 

And  slipping  of  your  gown : 
With  bells  on  legs,  and  napkins  clean 

Unto  your  shoulders  tied. 
With  scarfs  and  garters  as  you  please, 

And  hey  for  our  town  cried. 
March  out  and  shew  your  wiliiog  minds. 

By  twenty  and  by  twenty, 
fo  iiot;!)don,  or  toNewiiigton, 

Where  ale  and  cakes  are  plenty ! 


And  let  it  ne'er  be  said  for  shame, 

That  we  the  youths  of  London 
Lay  thrumming  of  our  caps  at  home. 

And  left  our  custom  undone. 
Up  then,  I  say,  both  young  and  o^. 

Both  man  and  maid  a-mayin^, 
With  drums  and  guns  that  bounce  aloud. 

And  merry  tabor  playing ! 
Which  to  prolong,  Uod  save  our  kins:. 

And  send  his  country  peace. 
And  root  out  treason  from  the  land  ! 

And  so,  my  friends,  I  cease.      [Exit, 

FIN  IS  ACrrS  QUAUTI. 


ACT    V. 


Enter  Merchant  solus. 
Jilerch.T  WILL  have  no  great  store  of  com- 
-■•  pany  at  the  wedding;  a  couple 
of  neighboprs  and  their  wives;  and  we  will 
have  a  capon  in  stewed  broth,  with  marrow, 
and  a  good  piece  of  beef,  stuck  with  rose- 
inary^. 

Enter  Jasper,  with  his  face  mealed, 

Jasp.  Forbear  thy  pains,  fond  man  !  it  is 
too  late. 

Merch.  Heav'n  blfss  me  !  Jasper? 

Jasp,  Ay,  I  am  his  ghost. 
Whom  thou  hast  injured  for  his  constant  love. 
Fond  worldly  wretch  !  who  dost  not  under- 
stand 
In  death  that  true  hearts  cannot  parted  be. 
First  know,  t!iy  daughter  is  quite  borne  away 
On  wings  of  angels,  thro'  the  liquid  air. 
Too  far  out  of  thy  reach,  and  never  more 
^iialt  thou  behold  her  face  :  But  she  and  I 
Will  in  another  world  enjoy  our  loves  ; 
Wliere  neither  father's  anger,  poverty, 
>«  or  any  cross  that  troubles  earthly  men, 
Shall  make  us  sever  our  united  hearts. 
And  never  shalt  tl|oa  sit,  or  be  alone 
|n  any  place,  but  I  will  visit  thee 
With  ghastly  looks,  and  put  into  thy  mind 
The  great  offences  which  diou  didst  to  me. 
When  thou  art  at  thy  table  with  thy  friends, 
Merry  in  heart,  and  tiird  with  swelling  wuie, 
1*11  come  in  midst  of  all  thy  pride  and  mirtli. 
Invisible  to  all  men  but  thyself*', 
And  whisper  such  a  sad  tale  in  thine  ear, 
Shall  make  thee  let  the  cup  fall  from  thy  hand, 
And  stand  a^  mute  and  pale  as  death  itself. 
Merch,  Forgive  me,  Jasper !    Oh,    what 
might  I  do. 
Tell  me,  to  satisfy  thy  troubled  ghost? 

«»  Rosemary,']  See  note  '^  on  The  FJder  Brother. 

*•  Invisible  to  all  men  but  thyself.]  This  scems  to  be  meant  as  a  ridicule  on  tlje  appecr- 
pnce  of  Banquo's  Ghost  in  Macbet'i. 


Jasp.  There  is  no  means;  too  late  thou 

think'st  on  this.  [to  do  ? 

Merch,  But  tell  me  what  were  best  for  me 

Jasp.   Repent  thy  deed,  and  satisfy  my 

father. 

And  beat  fond  Humphrey  out  of  thy  doors. 

[Ejit, 
Enter  Humphrey, 
Wife.  Look,  George;  his  very  ghost  would 
have  folks  beaten. 

•Hum.  Father,  my  bride  is  gone,  fair  mis- 
tress Luce.  [sluice. 
My  soul's  the  fount  of  vengeance,  mischiefs 
Merch.  Hence,  fool,  out  of  my  sight,  witii 
thy  fond  passion ! 
Thou  hast  undone  me. 

Hum,  Hold,  ray  father  dear  ! 
For  Luce  thy  daughter's  sake,that  had  no  peer. 
Merch.  Thy  /ather,  fool  ?  There's  some 
blows  more ;  be  gone  !  [Beats  him, 
Jasper,  I  hope  thy  ghost  be  well  appeas'd 
To  see  thy  will  performed.    Now  I'll  go 
To  satisfy  thy  father  for  thy  wrongs.    \Exit, 
Hum,  What  shall  1  do  ?  I  have  been  beaten 
twice, 
And  mistress  Luce  is  gone  ?  Help  me,  Device! 
Since  my  true  love  is  gone,  I  never  more. 
Whilst  I  do  live,  upon  the  sky  will  pore; 
But  in  the  dark  will  wear  out  my  shuo-soles 
In  passion,  in  Saint  Faith's  clmrch  under 
Paul's.  [£j-/f. 
Wife.  Georje,  call  Ralph  hither !  if  you 
love  me,  call  Ilalph  hither  !   1  have  the  bra- 
vest thing  for  him  to  do George !  'prithee, 

call  him  quickly. 

Cit,  Ralph !  why,  Ralph,  boy  ! 

Enter  Ralph, 
Ralph,  Here,  sir. 
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Cit.  Come  liitber,  IUl|>h;  come  to  thy 
mistress,  boy. 

Wife.  Rafpl),  I  would  have  thee  call  nil 
the  youths  toji;etherin  hattle-ray,  with  drums, 
and  guns,  and  flags,  and  inarch  to  ]\Jile-£nd 
in  pompous  fashion,  and  Jtbere  exhort  your 
soldiers  to  l>e  merry  and  wise,  ajid  to' keep 
their  beards  from  burning,  H'*i)ph ;  and  then 
skirmish,  and  let  your  flacs  flv,  and  cry, 
*  kill,  kill,  kill!*  My  husband  shiili  lend  you 
his  jerkin,  Ralph,  and  there's  a  scarf;  for  the 
rest,  the  house  shall  furnish  yrm,  and  we*li 
pay  for't.  Do  it  bravely,  Ralph  ;  and  think 
nefore  whom  you  perform,  and  what  person 
you  represent. 

Eaiph.  I  warrant  you,  mistress;  if  I  do  it 
nor,  for  the  honour  of  the  city,  and  the  cre- 
dit of  my  master,  let  me  never  hope  for  frce- 
jdom ! 

Wife.  Tis'  well  spoken,  i*  faith !  Go  thy 
ways ;  thou  art  a  spark  indeed. 

Cit.  Ralph,  Ralph,  double  your  files  brave- 
ly, lialph ! 

Ralph.  I  warrant  you,  sir.  [Exit. 

Oit.  Let  him  look  narrowly  to  his  service ; 
I  shall  take  him  else.  I  was  thcr*  myself  a 
pike-man  once,  in  the  hottest  of  the  day, 
ivench ;  had  my  feather  shot  sheer  away,  the 
fringe  of  ray  pike  burnt  off  with  powder,  my 
pate  broken  wiih  a  scouring-btit.k,  and  ytt,  I 
thank  God,  I  am  here.  [Diums  within. 

Wife.  Hark,  George,  the  drums  ! 

Cit.  Ran,  tan,  tan,  tan,  ran,  tan !  Oh, 
wench,  an  thou  hadst  but  seen  little  Ned  of 
Ald^ate,  drum  Ned,  how  he  made  it  roar 
agam,  and  laid  on  like  a  tyrant,  and  then 
struck  softly  till  the  ward  came*  up,  and  then 
thundered  again,  and  toi^eilier  we  ^o\  sa, 
sa,  sa,  bounce,  quoch  the  gun>!  courai;e,  my 
hearts,  quuth  the  captains!  Siiint  Georuc, 
quoth  the  pike-men!  and  withal,  here  ihcy 
lay,  arid  there  they  lay  !  And  yci  for  all  this 
I  am  here,  wench. 

Wife.  Be  thankful  for  it,  George;  for  in- 
deed 'tis  wonderful. 

Enter  Raiph  and  his  company,  toith  drvms 
and  cohfjrs. 
Ralph.  March  fair,  my  hearts*' !  lieute- 
nant, beat  the  rear  up- 
Ancient,  let  your  colours  fly ;  but  have 
A  great  care  of  the  butchers*  hooks  at  Whitc- 
chapel ;  [cif.nt. 

They  have  been  the  death  of  many  a  falran- 
Open  your  files,  that  I  may  take  a  view 
IJoth  of  your  persons  and  'munition. 
Seri;eant,  call  a  muster.  [terer  ! 

Serg.  A  stand !— William  Ilamertou,  pew- 
Ham.  Here,  captain. 


Ralph.  A  croslet  and  a  Spanish  pike  !  'lis 
Can  you  shake  it  with  a  terror?  [well: 

Ham.  I  hope  so,  captain. 

Ralph.  Charge   upon  me. — Tis  with  the 
weakest:  [strength. 

Put  more  strength,  William  Hamerton,  more 
As  you  were  again.     Proceed,  Sergeant. 

Serg,  George  Greengoose,  poulterer ! 

Green,   Here  I 

Ralph,  l^t  me  see  your  piece,  neighbour 
Greengoose; 
When  was  she  shot  in  ? 

Green*  An't  like  you,  master  captain,  I 
made  a  shot  even  now,  partly  to  scour  her, 
and  partly  for  audacity. 

Ralph!  It  should  seem  so 
Certainly ;  for  her  breath  is  yet  inflamed. 
Besides,  there  is  a  mam  fault  in  the  touch- 
It  runs  and  stinketh  :  [lude, 
And  I  tell  you  moreover,  and  believe  it. 
Ten  such  touch-holes  would  breed  the  pox 
i'  th'  army.                       "  [ther, 
Get  ypu  a  feather,  neighbour,  get  you  a  fca- 
Swet't  oil,  and  paper,  and  vour  piece  may  do 
Well  enough  yet.     VVheru  ^  your  powder? 

Green.  Here. 

Ralph.  VVlmt,  in  a  paper? 
As  I'm  a  soldier  and  a  jiientloman,  f  for't. 

It  craves  a  martial  court!  You  ought  to  die 
Where's  your  horn  ?  Answer  me  to  that. 

Grtcn.  An*t  like  you,  sir,  1  wa*  oblivions. 

Ralph.  It  liucb  iiiO  not  it  should  be  so;  'tis 
a  siiame 
For  you,  and  a  *^candal  to  all  our  nei;;hhuui;^, 
Being  a  man  of  wurtli  and  estimation, 
To  leave  your  horn  behind  yeui :  I'm  afraid 
Twill  breed  cxnuipie.     But   lot  mii  tell  you 

no  more  o\\\. 
Stand,  till  i  vii  w  you  all.     What's  become 
O'  th'  nose'c)f  your  flji&k? 

1  .St*///,  liuleed-la,  captain,  'twas  blown 
away  with  powder.  [charge. 

Ralph.  Put  i)\\  a  new  one  at  the  ciin's 
Where's  the  stone  <»f  this  piece? 

S  Sold,    riie  drummer  took  it  out  to  light 
tobaeco.  [uiiain. 

Ralph.  Tis  a  fault,  my  friend;  put  it  in 
You  want  a  nose,  and  you  a  stone  ;  Sergeant, 
take  a  note  on't,  [march  ! 

For  I  mean  to  stop  it  in  the  pay.  Remove  and 
Soft  anil  fair,  (gentlemen,  ^ol'taod  fair!  Dou- 
ble your  files; 
As  you  were  !  faces  ahout®^!  Now,  you  with 

the  sodden  face, 
Keep  in  tiiere!  Look  to  your  match,  sirrah, 
It  will  be  in  your  fellow's  flask  anon. 
So;  make   a  crescent  now;   advance  )")uc 
pikes;  [mm, 

Stand  and  give  car  !— Gentlemen,  countr)- 

**  March  fair,  m\f  hearta^  &c.]  As  Ralph's  part  seems  intended  for  metre  (though  this 
whole  scene  has  hitherto  been  printed  as  prose)  we  have  endeavoured  to  divide  it  accord-: 
ingly,  and  hope  it  is  settled  tolerably  right. 

**  Fucci  about. 1  See  note  ^  on  The  Scornful  Lady. 
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Friends,     nnd    my  fellow-soldiers,    I  have 

brous;bt  you 
This  day  from  the  shops  of  security, 
And  the  couoters  of  content,  to  measure  out 
In  these  furious  fields,  honour  by  the  ell, 
And  prowess  by  the  pound.     Let  it  not. 
Oh,  let  it  not,  I  say,  be  told  hereafter, 
The  noble  issue  of  this  city  fainted  ; 
Bati  bear  yourselves  in  this  fair  action     [not 
Like  men,  vaHant  men,  and  free  men !  Tear 
The  face  of  the  enemy,  nor  the  noise  of  the 

For  believe  me,  brethren,  the  rude  rumbling 
Of  a  brewer's  c  arr  is  more  terrible, 
Of  which  you  have  a  daily  experience: 
Neither  let  the  *tink  of  povxcler  otfend  you, 
Since  a  more  valiant  stink  is  nightly  with  you. 
To  a  resolved  mind,  his  home  is  every  where : 
I  speak  not  this  to  take  away 
The  hope  of  your  return ;  for  you  shall  sec 
(I  do  not  doubt  it)  and  that  very  shoitly. 
Your  loving  wives  again,  and  your  sweet 

children, 
Whose  care  doth  bear  you  company  in  baskets. 
Hexnember  then  whose   cause  you  have  in 

hand, 
And,  like  a  sort  of  true-born  scavengers, 
Srour  me  this  famous  realm  of  enemies. 
I  have  no  more  to  say  but  this:     fih'  world, 
Stand  to  your  tacklings,   lads,  and  sliew  to 
You  can  as  well  bfHudish  a  sword 
As  shake  an  apron.     Smut  George,  and  on, 
my  hearth ! 

Omnei,  Saint  George,  Saint  George ! 

[  Exeurtt. 

Wife,  Twas  well  done,  Ralph !  J'ii  send 
thee  a  cold  capon  a-field,  and  a  bottle  of 
March  beer ;  and,  it  may  be,  come  myj-elf 
to  ^ee  thee. 

Cit.  Nell,  the  hoy  hath  deceivM  me  much  ! 
I  did  not  think  it  had  been  in  biin.     He  has 

f»crform'd  such  a  matter,  weucb,  that,  if  1 
ive,  next  year  I'll  have  him  captain  of  the 
gallifoist,  or  1*11  want  my  will. 

Enter  Old  Mci  rethought, 

Mer,  Yet,  I  thank  God,  I  break  not  a 
^'Hnkie  more  than  I  had.  Not  a  stoop,  boys? 
Care,  live  with  cats :  I  defy  thee  !  My  heart 
is  99  sound  as  an  oak ;  and  tho'  I  want  drink 
to  wet  my  whistle,  I  can  snig. 

Come  no  more  there,  boys,  come  no  more 

there ; 
For  we  shall  never  whilst  we   live  come 

any  more  there. 

Enter  a  Z>«»y,  with  a  coffin. 

Boy.  God  save  you,  sir! 
Mer.  It's  a  bravo  imy.     Canst  thou  sing  ? 
Boy.  Yes,  sir,   1  can  sing ;  but  'cis  U'jt  so 
necessary  at  this  time. 


Mer.  Sing  we,  and  channt  it, 

Wbilbt  love  doth  grant  it. 
Boy.  Sir,   sir,  if  you  know  what  I  hare 
brouj;htyou,  you  would  have  Uttle  Ust  to  sing. 
Mer,  Oh,  the  mimon  round,    . 
Full  long  I  have  thee  sought, 

And  now  1  iiave  thee  found, 
And  what  ha?<t  thou  here  brought? 

Binf.  A  coffin,  sir,  nnd  your  dead  son  Jas-" 
per  in  it. 

ilfer.  Dead  ?  Why,  farewell  he ! 

Thou  wast  a  bonny  boy, 

And  I  did  \ov^  thee. 

Enter  Jasper. 
Jasp.  Then  I  pray  you,  sir,  do  so  still, 
Mer.  Jasper's  ghost  ? 

Thou  art  welcome  from  Stygian-lake  so 
soon; 
Declare  to  me  what  wondrous  thing? 
In  Pluto's  court  are  done. 
Jusp.  By  my  troth,  sir,  I  ne'er  came  there; 
"tis  too  hot  for  me,  sir. 

Mer.  A  merry  ghost,  a  very  merry  ghost ! 

And  where  is  your  true  love  ?  Oh,  where 
is  yours? 

Jasp.  Marry,  look  you,  sir  ! 

[Heaves  up  the  coffin^ 
Mer.  Ah,  ha  I  art  thou  good  at  that,  i'taith? 
With  hey  tricksy  tcrlerie-whi'ikin, 
The  world  it  i  uns  on  wheels. 

When  the  young  man's 

Up  goes  the  maiden's  heels. 
Mrs.  Merrythought   and  Michael  within. 
Mrs.  Mer.  What,   master  Merrythought ! 
will  you  not  let's  in?  What  Jo  you  think  shall 
become  of  us? 

Mer.  Wiiat  voice  is  that  that  calleth  at  our 

door  ? 
Mrs.  Mer.  You  know  me  well  enough;  I 
am  sure  I  have  not  been  such  a  stranger  to  you. 

Mer.  And  some  they  whistled,  and  some 
tliey  sung, 
Hey  clown,  down  ! 
And  souie  did  loudly  say. 
Ever  as  the  l.)rd  Bar  net's  horn  blew. 
Away,  Mu«!grave,  away**. 
Mrs.  Mer.  You  v>ill   not  have  us  starve 
here,  will  you,  uiasfer  Merrythought? 

Jasp.  Nay,  good  hi r,   be  prrsuadcd;  she's 
my  it»otb«.T ; 
If  her  orteiicc>  have  been  great  against  you. 
Let  your  own  love  rememljcr  she  is  yours. 
And  s«»  fornive  her 

I.uce.  iiond  master  Merrythought, 
Let  me  entreat  you ;  I  will  not  be  denieil. 

Mrs.  Mer.    Why,   master  Merrythought, 
Will  you  be  a  vcx*d* thing  still? 


^  And  some  they  whistled,  &c.]  The  ballad  from  which  this  stanza  is  takcq  is  printed  in 
Percy's  Reliqucs  of  Autieot  Poetry,  vol.  iii.  p.  63.         JR. 
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]{fer.  Woman,  t  take  you  to  my  love  again ; 
But  you  shall  sing  before  you  enter ;  therefore 
Dispatch  your  song,  and  so  come  in. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Well,  you  must  have  your  will, 
when  all's  done.  Micke,  what  song  canst 
t'lou  sin^,  boy? 

Mick.  T  can  sing;  none  forsooth,  but  A 
Lady's  Daughter  of  Paris,  properly. 

Mich.  \iings.^  It  was  a  lady's  daughter,  &c. 

Mer,  Come,  you're  welcome  home  again. 
If  such  danger  he  in  playinfi, 

And  jest  must  to  earnest  turn, 
You  shail  go  no  more  a-iuayiiig 

Merck.  \within.'\  Are  you  within,  sir  ?  mas- 
ter Merrytliought ! 

Jnsp.  It  is  my  master's  voice :  good  sir,  go 
hold  him 
In  talk  whilst  we  convey  ourselves  into 
Some  inward  room. 

Mer.  What  are  you?  are  you  merry? 
You  must  be  very  merry,  if  you  enter. 

Merck.  I  am,  sir. 

Mer.  Sing  then. 

Merck.  Nay,  good  sir,  open  to  mt. 

Mer,  Sing,  I  say. 
Or,  by  the  merry  heart,  you  come  not  in ! 

Merck.  Well,  sir,  1*11  sing. 

Fortune  my  foe  ^'^  &c. 

Mer.  YouVc  welcome,  sir,youVe  welcome ! 
You  see  your  eutertainment;  'pray  you  be 
merry. 

Merck.    Oh,  master  Merrythought,    I*m 
come  to  ask  you 
For<;iveness  for  the  wrongs  I  ofTer'd  you. 
And  your  most  viituoussun;  they're  innnite, 
Yet  ray  contrition  shall  he  more  ihan  they. 
I  do  contVss  my  hardness  broke  his  heart, 
Fur  wiiich  just  Heaven  hath  given  mc  punish- 
ment [spirit. 
More  than  my  age  <5an  carry ;  his  wandring 
Not  yet  at  rest,  pursues  mo  every  where. 
Crying,  *  1*11  haunt  thee  for  thy  cruelty.' 
My  daughter  she  is  gone,  I  know  not  how. 
Taken  invisible,  and  whether  living. 
Or  in  the  sirave,  'tis  yet  uncertain  to  me. 
Oh,    master  Merrythought,    these   arc   the 

weigijis 
Will  sink  me  to  my  grave  !  Forgive  me,  sir. 

Mer.  Why,  sir,  1  do  forgive  you;  and  be 


merry 


Merck,  1  do,  sir ; 
Now,  by  my  soul,  I  do. 

Mer.  With  that  came  out  his  paramour; 
She  was  as  white  as  the  lilly  fiower, 
Iley  troul,  troly,  loly ! 

Enter  Luce  and  Jasper, 
With  that  came  out  her  own  dearkm;:ht, 
He  was  as  true  as  ever  did  i5ght,  &c. 

Sir,  if  you  will  forgive  'era,  chip  tlieir  hands 
Tojiether ;  there's  no  raore  to  be  said  i'  lU* 

Merck.  I  do,  J  do.  [mutter. 

Cit.  I  do  not  like  this:  Peace,  boys!  Hear 
me,  one  of  you  !  every  body's  part  is  come 
to  an  en(\  but  Ralph's,  and  he*8  left  out. 

Boi/.  'lis  long  of  yourself,  sir;  we  have 
nothing  to  do  with  his  part. 

Cit.  liti\phf  come  away  !  Make  an  end  on 
him*,  as  you  have  done  of  the  rest,  boys; 
come  I 

Wife.  Now,  good  husband,  let  Lira  come 
out  and  die. 

Cit.  He  shall,  Nell.  Ralph,  come  away 
quickly,  and  die,  boy. 

Boj/.  Twill  be  very  unfit  he  should  die, 
sir,  upon  no  occasion ;  and  in  a  comedy  too. 

Cit.  Take  you  no  care  for  that.  Sir  Buy ; 
is  not  his  part  at  an  end,  think  )Ou,  when 
he's  dead  ?  Come  away,  lialph ! 

Enter  Ralpk,  with  a  fitrked  arrow  ikrcntgk 
kis  kcad. 

Ralph.  When  I  was  mortal®?,  ttiis  my  cos- 
tive corps 
Did  lap  up  fi<:s  and  raisins  in  the  Strand ; 
Where  sitting,  I  espied  a  lovely  dame. 
Whose  master  wrought  with  lingell®  and  with 

av\l. 
And  undrrcronnd  he  vamped  many  a  Iwott 
Straight  did  lier  love  prick  forth  me,  tcndei 

sprig, 
To  follow  feats  of  arms  in  warlike  wise, 
Thro'  Waitham-De«;;trt ;  where  I  did  perform 
Many  utchievemenis,  and  did  lay  on  ground 
llu<!;e  BarliurobO,  that  insulting  s>tnnt. 
And  all  his  captives  soon  set  at  liberty. 
Then  lumour  prick 'd  me  from  my  native  soil 
Into  Moldavia,  wiiere  I  gain'd  ilic  love 
Of  Pompiona,  his  beloved  daughter ; 
But  yet  prov'd  constant  to  the  blaek-tliumb*d 

maid 
S'lsan,  and  scorneil  Pompiona's  love; 
Yet  liberal  I  was,  and  gave  Inr  pins. 
And  money  for  her  father's  officers. 


And  if  the  wag  in's  life^time  play'd  the  knave, 
Can  you  forgive  him  too? 

Merck.  With  all  my  heart,  sir. 

Mer.  Speak  it  again,  and  heartily. 

G5  Fortune  miffoe.']  Sec  note  ■  on  The  Custom  of  the  Country. 

®»  Make  on  fmn.^^  The  tw(^  words  wliich  we  havfc  added  seem  absolutely  necessary  to  the 
completion  of  the  sense. 

«7  When  I  was  mortal,  &c.]  This  speech  is  a  parody  on  that  of  the  Ghost  of  Andica,  at 
the  bfgiiiniug  of  the  famous  play  of  Jeronimo  : 

*  When  this  eternal  substance  of  my  soul 

*  Did  live  imprisoned  in  my  wonted  fle>h,'  &c.         JL. 

^  Linqell.]  A  thrend  of  hemp  rubbed  with  rosin,  &c.  used  by  the  rustics  for  mending 
their  bhucs.         Percy. 
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I  then  returned  home,  and  thrust  myself 
In  action,  and  by  all  men  chosen  was 
Tlie  lord  of  May ;  where  I  did  tiourish  it, 
With  bcarfs  and  rings,  and  posy  in  my  hand  •*. 
After  this  action  I  preferred  was, 
And  chosen  city-captain  at  Mile- End, 
With  hat  and  feather,  and  with  leading  staff. 
And  train*d  my  men,  and  brought  them  all 
oflf  clean,  [noise. 

Save  one  man  that  Jbewray'd  him  with   the 
But  all  these  things  L  Ralph  did  undertake, 
Only  for  my  beloved  Susan's  sake. 
Then  comiuir  home,  and  sitting  in  my  shop 
With  api-on  blue.  Death  came  unto  my  stidi 
To  cheapen  aquavita;  but  ere  I 
Could  take  the  bottle  down,  and  fill  a  taste. 
Death  caught  a  pound  of  pepper  in  his  hand, 
And  sprinkled  all  my  face  and  body  o*er, 
And  in  an  insunt  vanisiied  away. 
at.  Tis  a  pretty  Hction,  i*  faith  I 
liti/ph.  Then  took  I  up  my  bow  and  shaft 
in  hand. 
And  walked  in  Moorfields  to  cool  myself: 
But  there  grim  cruel  Death  met  me  again. 
And  shot  this  forked  arrow  thro'  my  head ; 
And  now  I  faint  ;  therefore  be  wariiM  by  me. 
My  fellows  every  one,  of  forked  heads  f 
Faurewell,  all  y«>u  good  boys  in  merry  Loudon! 


Neer  sliall  wc  more  upon  Shroye-Tucsday 
meet. 

And  pluck  down  houses  of  iniquity ; 

^My  pain  eucreaseth)  1  shall  never  more 

Hold  open,  whilst  anotlier  pumps,  both  legs. 

Nor  daub  a  saUin  gown  with  rotten  e«^gs; 

Set  up  a  stake,  oh,  never  more  I  shall ! 

I  die  1  fly,  fly,  my  soul,  to  Grocers'  Hall !  Oh, 
oh,  oh,  ^c. 
Wife.  Weil  said,  Ralph !  do  your  obeisance 

to  the  gentlemen,  and  go  your  wavs.     Well 

said,  Ralph !  [Exit  Ralph. 

Mer.  IMethinks  all  we,   thus  kindly  and 

unexpectedly    reconciled,    should  nut  part 

without  a  song. 

Merch.  A  good  motion. 
Mtr.  Strike  up  then ! 

Better  musick  ne'er  was  known. 
Than  a  quire  of  hearts  in  one. 
Let  each  other,  that  huth  been 
Troubled  wit!)  the  gall  or  spleen, 
Learn  of  us  to  keep  bis  brow 
Smooth  and  plain,  as  ours  are  now  ! 
Sinj;,  tho'  before  the  hogr  of  dying; 
He  shall  rise,  and  then  be  crying, 

*  Hcyho,  'tis  nought  but  mirth 

*  That  keeps  the  body  from  the  earth/ 

[Exeunt  omneu 


» And  poesie  in  m^  hand.]  The  orthography  varied  by  Sympson  to  potie. 


EPILOGUS. 


Clt,  Come,  Nell,  shall  we  go  ?  the  play's 
done. 

WiJ'e.  Nay,  by  my  faith,  George,  I  have 
more  manners  than  so;  I'll  speak  to  these 
gentlemen  tir^t.  I  thank  you  all,  ^enilemen, 
for  y*>ur  patience  and  countenance  to  liaiph, 
a  poor  fatherless  child  !  and  if  I  may  see  you 
at  my  houac,  it  should  go  hard  but  1  would 


have  a  pottle  of  wine,  and  a  pipe  of  tobacco 
for  you;  for  truly  I  hope  you  like  the  youth; 
but  J  would  be  glad  to  know  tlie  truth :  I  re- 
fer it  to  your  own  discretions,  whether  you 
will  applaud  him  or  no;  for  I  will  wink,  smd, 
whilst,  you  shall  do  what  you  will  —I  thank 
you  with  all  my  heart.  God  give  you  good 
night !  Come,  George. 


The  privy  mark  of  irony,  which  runs  through  this  play,  not  being  understood,  was  the 
reason  says  Walter  Burre,  [In  his  Dedication  of  the  quarto  of  1613,  to  his  many  ways 
endeered  friend,  maister  Robert  Keysarj  that  it  was  ready  lo  give  up  the  i;host,  and  ran  the 
dan<^er  of  being  smothered  in  perpetual  oblivion,  had  not  Mr,  Kcysar  been  moved  to  relieve 
and'cherish  it.  And  that  the  Reader  may  not  think  the  hint  of  ridiculing  Romance-Writers 
was  taken  from  Don  Quixote,  the  same  Burre  assures  us,  in  very  strong  terms,  that  our 
Knichf  came  out  into  the  world  above  a  full  year  before  the  Spaniard.  If  this  be  so,  then 
the  present  play  was  wrote  at  least  m  the  year  16(H,  for  Cervantes  did  not  publish  his  first 

part  before  A.  V>  1605.  i.  .    •     .        t         u      •  u         j  ..i 

However,  this  eight  days  performance  has  more  gall  in  it  than  1  could  wish ;  and  the 
Poet,  arainst  whom  the  keenest  part  of  this  satire  is  seemingly  leveUed,  deserved  better 
treatment  than  we  find  he  has  met  with :  And  it  might  be  owing  perhaps  to  Spenser  s  fnendf 
that  this  piece  was  suppressed  for  at  least  the  term  of  nine  years,  u  e.  troin  1C04,  m  which  it 
might  be  wrote,  to  A,  D.  1613,  when  the  first  quarto  copy  came  out  mto  the  world.  Sympsvn. 
We  by  no  means  credit  the  assertion  of  Walter  Burre,  that  *  our  Knignt  came  into 
the  world'  before  DonQuiiot«:  It  must  be  obvious  to  every  attenUve  read«r  of  both, 
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that  our  Authors  derived  manv  principal  hints  from  that  source.  But  a  mnch  stronger 
proof  of  this  play  bein*;  of  a  later  date  than  Burre  asserts,  is,  that  it  followed  Hey  wood's 
Four  Prentices  (the  reference  to  which  is  fully  proved  by  tlje  very  ingenious  Mr.  VVarton» 
p.  472  of  this  volume)  of  which  we  have  no  account  till  the  vear  1613.  It  therefore  ap- 
pears probable,  that  Cervantes  began  the  ridicule  on  Knight-ferrantry ;  that  Heywood  fol- 
lowed his.  track  ;  and  that  our  Authors  (eveii  while  they  laughed  at  Hey  wood)  burle*»qu*d 
the  same  folly  in  the  succeeding  ycajr. 


LOVERS  PIJH.GRIMAGEt 

A  COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  ascribe  this  play  to  Fletcher  albnc;  the  Prologue  to 
both  Writers.  It  was  originally  printed  in  the  folio  edition  ;  has  not  been  performed  fof 
many  years  past;  nor  do  wu  know  of  its  ever  having  received  any  alterations. 


PROLOGUE. 


To  this  place,  gentlemen,  full  many  n  day 

We\e  bid  ye  welcome,  and  to  many  tt  play: 

And  those  whose  angry  souls  were  not  diseased 

VV^ith  law,  orlendinf;money,we  have  pleas*d; 

And  make  no  doubt  to  do  a^ain.    This  night. 

No  mis^hty  matter,  nor  no  light*, 

We  niusl  entreat  you  look  for :  A  good  talc, 

ToUl  in  two  hours,  we  will  nut  fail, 

If  we  be  perfect,  t«i  rehearse  ye.     New 

I'm  sure  it  is,  and  handsome;  but  how  true 


Let  thera  dispute  that  writ  it.    Ten  to  one 
We  please  the  women,  and  IM  know  that  maa 
Follows  not  their  example  !  If  ye  mean 
To  know  the  play  well,  travel  with  the  scene, 
For't  lies  upon  the  road :  If  we  chance  tire. 
As  ye  are  good  men,  leave  us  not  i'  tli*  mire; 
Another  bait  may  mend  us:  If  you  grow 
A  little  s;all*d  or  weary,  cry  but  *  hoa,* 
And  we'll  stay  for  ye.  \Vhenourjourneyend9> 
Every  man's  pot  I  hope,  and  all  part  friends. 


^-Nor  no  light.]  The  context,  as  well  as  the  measure,  seems  to  inquire  us  to  read, 
*  No  mii^hty  ii4.itter,  nor  no  veri/  light, 
'  We  must  entreat  you  look  for;' 
or  something  to  that  purpose. 


PEIISOXS    REPRF^ENTED. 


Governor  of  Barrelona. 

Leonardo,  a  noble  Genoese. 

SanCHIO,  an  old  fame  anf^ry  Soldier. 

AlPHO\sj,  a  cho.'erick  Don. 

PiiiLipPO,  Son  to  Alphonsuf  I/)ver  of  Leo^ 

cadia* 
Marc-An  roNfO,  Sfj«  to  Leanardo. 
PfcDRO,   Friend  to  f^onardo. 
HoDORioo,  GeiienU  of  the  Spanith  GaHies, 

I  \CL" Bt>,   Baitiifof  CusUl'Blu/tvo. 
.r»u:iH>,   ll.tst  of  ()>su/ia. 

La /Alio,   llisikr  to  Dit^o. 

II  Ob  I  if  BufCtiuRU. 


Bai  \iSfof  Barcelona . 
Chirurgeons. 
Soldiers. 
Townsmen^ 
Attendanti. 

TiiBono9iA,  Daughter  to 

AlphoHUiy 
Lf-OCadia,  Daughter 

SanchiOf 

Eugenia,  WifetotheOcvernor  of  Barcelona 
Hostess,  Wife  to  Diego. 
Wife  to  the  Host  ofBurcelona, 


rt0-\ 

to  Y 


in  love    with 
ManC'Antonia. 


SCENE,  Barcelona  and  the  Road. 


ACT   L 


SCEVE  L 

Enter  IncuUo  and  Dic^o, 

Incubo.  ^IGNOHdo^  Diego,  and  mine  host, 

^     save  thee  ! 
lyiego.  I  ihauk  you,  master  Daily. 

3  Q 


JnC,  Oh,  the  block ! 

■  Diego.  Why,  how  should  T  have  answered  ? 
Jnc.  Not  with  that 
Neglitient  rudeness;  hut,  '  I  kiss  your  handa, 
*  Signor  don  Incubo  de  Hambrc ;'  and  then 
My  titles ;  *  master  fiaiiy  of  Castel-Blancu.' 
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Thou  ne'er  wilt  have  the  elegancy  of  an  host  j 
I  sorrow  for  thee,  as  my  friend  and  gossip  !-^ 
No  sraoak,    nor  steam  out-breathing  from 

the  kitchen  ? 
There's  little  life  i*  th'  hearth  then. 

Diego,  Ay ;  there,  there  I 
That  is  his  friendship,  hearkening  for  the  spit, 
And  sorry  that  he  cannot  smell  the  pot  boil. 

Inc.  Strange 
An  inn  should  be  so  curs*d,  and  not  the  sign 
Blasted  nor  wither'd;   very  strange!  three 

days  now, 
And  not  an  egg  ent  in  it,  nor  an  onion. 
Diego,  I  think  they  ha*  strew'd  th*  high- 
ways with  caltrapsy  I ; 
No  horse  dares  pass  *em ;  I  did  never  know 
A  week  of  so  sad  doings,  since  1  first 
Stood  to  my  sign-post,     . 

Inc.  Gossip,  I  have  found 
The  root  of  all :  Kneel,  pray ;  it  is  tliysclf 
Art  cause  thereof;  each  person  is  the  founder 
Of  his  own  fortune,  good  or  bad ;  But  mend  it; 
Call  for  thy  cloak  and  rapier. 
Diego,  flow! 
Inc.  Do,  call, 
And  put  'era  on  in  haste:  Alter  thy  fortune. 
By  appearing  worthy  of  her.  Dost  thou  think 
Her  good  face  e'er  will  know  a  man  in  cuerpo  ? 
In  single  body,  thus?  in  hose  and  doublet, 
The  horse-boy's  garb?  base  blank,  and  half- 
blank  cuerpo  f 
Did  I,  or  master  dean  of  Sevil,  our  neighbour, 
E'er  reach  our  dignities  in  cuerpo,  think'st 

thou  ? 
In  squirting  hose  and  doublet?  Signor,  no ; 
There  went  more  to't:  Tliere  were  cloaks, 

gowns,  cassocks, 
And  other  paramentot :  Call,  I  say. 
His  cloak  and  rapier  here  1 

Enter  Hostess. 
Hostess,  What  means  your  worship? 
Xnc,  Bring  forth  thy  husband's  sword.  So  ! 
hang  it  on. 
And  now  his  cloak !  here,  cast  it  up.  I  mean, 
Gossip,  to  change  your  luck,  and  bring  you 
guests. 
Hostets.  Why,  is  there  charm  in  this  ? 
Inc.  Expect.     Now  walk; 
But  not  the  pace  of  one  that  runs  on  errands ! 
For  want  of  gravity  in  an  host  is  odious. 
You  may  remember,  gossip,  if  you  please, 
(Your*wife  being  then  tii'  infanta  of  the  gip- 
sies, [then) 
And  yourself  governing  a  great  man's  mules 
Me  a"  poor  'squire  at  Madrid,  attending 
■  A  master  of  ceremonies  (but  a  man,  believe  it. 
That  knew  his  place  to  the  gold-weight);  and 

such, 
Have  I  heard  him  oft  say,  ought  ev*ry  host 
Within  the  Catholick  king's  dominions 
Be.  in  bis  own  house. 
Diego,  How? 
,•     Inc,  A  master  of  ceremonies;       [aurpo; 
At  least,  vice-master,  and  to  do  nought  in 
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Tliat  was  his  maxim.  T  will  tell  thre  of  him : 
He  would  not  speak  with  an  ambassador's 

cook. 
See  a  cold  hake-meat  from  a  foreign  part, 
In  cuerpo  :  Had  a  dog  but  stay'd  without. 
Or  beast  of  quality,  as  an  English  cow. 
But  to  present  itself,  he  would  put  on 
His  Savoy  chain  about  his  neck,  the  ruff 
And  cuffs  of  Holland,  then  the  Naples  hat, 
.With  the  Rome  hatband,  and  the  Florentine 

ajraf, 
The  Milan  sword,  the  cloak  of  Genoa,  set 
With  Flemish  buttcms;  all  his  je^ven  pieces. 
To  entertain  'em  in ;  and  compliment 

[Knock  uHthin, 
With  a  tame  cony,  as  with  the  prince  thai 

Diego,  Libt!  who  is  there  ?  [sent  it. 

Inc.  A  guest,  an'tbethywill ! 

Diego.  Look,  spouse;  cry  'luck/  an  wc 
be  encounter  d.     Ha  ? 

Ho.stess,  Luck  then,  and  good ;  for  'tis  a 
fine  brave  truest. 
With  a  brave  horse. 

Inc.  Why  now,  believe  of  cuerpo 
As  you  shall  sec  occasion.  Go,  and  meet  him. 

Enter  Theodosia. 

Thcod.  Look  to  my  horse,  I  pray  you,  well- 

Diego.  He  shall,  sir. 

Inc.  Oh,  how  beneath  his  rank  and  call 

'    ^as  that  now  ! 
Your  horse  shall  be  entreated  as  becomes 
A  horse-  of  fashion,  luid  his  inches. 

Theod,  Oh!  [Stay! 

hic.  Look  to  the  cavalier !  What  nils  he? 
If  it  concern  his  horse,  let  it  not  trouble  him  ; 
lie  shall  have  all  respect  the  [jIikc  can  yield 
EitlRT  of  barley,  or  fresh  stiaw.  [him; 

Diego,  Good  sir. 
Look  up. 

Inc.  He  sinks !  Somexvhat  to  cast  upon  him; 
He'll  go  uway  in  cuerpo  else. 

Diego.  Wljat,  wife! 
Oh,  your  hot  waters  quickly,  and  some  cold 
To  cast  in  his  sweet  face. 

Hostess.  Alas,  fair  flower!  \Exit. 

Inc,  Does  any  body  entertain  his  horse? 

Diego,  Yes;  Lnznro has  him. 

Enter  Hostess,  nith  a  gkss  ofzcater, 
Inc,  Go  you  see  him  in  person. 

[Exit  Diego. 
Hostess,  Sir,  taste  a  little  of  this;  of  mine 
own  water,  [me; 

T  did  distill't  myself.    Sweet  lily,  look  upon 
You  are  but  newly  blown,  my  pretty  tulip; 
Faint  not  upon  your  stalk.  'Tis  firm,  and  fresh. 
Stand  up  :  %o\  bolt  upright.    You*re  yet  in 
growing. 
Theod,  'Pray  you  let  me  have  a  chamber. 
Hostess,  That  you  shall,  sir. 
Theod,  And  where  I  may  be  private,  I  en- 
treat you. 
Hostess,  For  that,  in  troth^  sir,  we've  no 
choice :    Our  house 
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Is  but  a  vent  of  nctcl%  that  now  and  then 
Receives  a  guest  between  the  greater  towns, 
As  they  come  late  ;  only  one  room 

Inc.  She  means,  sir,  it  is  none 
Of  those  wild  scatter*d  heaps  calKd  inns, 

where  scarce 
The  host's  heard,  tho'  he  wind  his  horn  t'  his 

people ; 
Here  is  a  competent  pile,  wherein  the  man, 
Wife,  servants,  all  do  live  within  the  wliistle. 

Hvttcss.  Only  one  room 

Inc.  \  pretty  modest  quadrangle ! 
She  will  describe  to  you. 

Hostess.  (Wherein  stand  two  beds,  sir) 
AVe  have;  and  where,  if  any  guest  do  come, 
He  must  of  force  be  lodg'd;  tlmt  is  the  truth, 
sir. 

Enter  Diego, 

Theod.  But  if  I  pay  you  for  both  your  beds, 
That  should  alike  content  you.      [methinks, 

Hostess,  That  it  shall,  sir  : 
If  I  be  paid,  Vtn  paid. 

Theod.  Why,  there's  a  ducat ; 
Will  that  make  your  content? 

Hostess.  Oh,  the  sweet  face  on  you  I 
A  ducat  ?  yes :   An  there  were  three  bcdrs,  sir, 
And  twice  so  many  rooms,  which  is  one  more. 
You  should  be  private  in  them  all,  in  all,  sir: 
No  one  should  have  a  piece  of  a  bed  with  you ; 
Not  master  dean  of  Si?vil  himself,  I  swear, 
Tho'  he  came  naked  hither,  as  once  he  did, 
W^hcn  h'  had  like  t'  have  been  ta'en  u-bcd 

with  the  Moor, 
And  welt  by'r  master;  you  shall  be  as  private 
As  if  you  lay  in*s  own  great  house  that*s 

liauntcd. 
Where  nohody  comes,  they  say, 

Theod.  I  thank  you.  Hostess. 
'Pray  you,  will  you  shew  nje  in? 

Hostess.  Yes,  marry  will  I,  sir ; 
And  pray  that  not  a  flea,  or  a  chinch  3  vex 
you.  [E.reunt  Hosiess  and  Theod. 

Inc.  You  forget  supper !  Gossip,  move  for 
supper. 

Diego.  Tis  strange  what  love  to  a  beast 
'  may  do !  his  hurse 
Threw  him  into  this  fit. 

Lie.  You  shall  excuse  me ; 
It  was  his  iieing  in  cuerpo  merely  caus'd  it. 

Diego.  Do  you  think  so,  sir? 

Inc.  Most  unlucky  rtter/;o  /  [tridge. 

Nought  else.  He  looks  as  fie  would  eat  par^ 
This  guest;  ha'  yon  'em  ready  in  the  house? 
And  a  fine  piece'  of  kid  now?  and  fresh  gar- 
lick, 


Enter  Hostess. 
With  a  sardina  and  Zant  oil  *  ?— How  now  ? 
Has  he  bespoke  ?  what,  will  he  have  a  brace. 
Or  but  one  partridge  ?  or  a  short-leg'd  hen. 
Daintily  carbonado'd  ? 

Hostess.  'Las,  the  dead 
May  be  as  ready  for  a  supper  as  he. 

inc.  Ua? 

Hostess.  H*  has  no  mind  to  eat,  more  than 
his  shadow. 

Inc,  Say  you  ? 
#    Diego.  How  does  your  worship  ? 

Inc.  I  put  on 
My  left-snoc  first  to-day,  (now  I  perceive  it) 
And  skipt  a  V>ead  in  saying  thom  over,  else 
I  roold  not  be  thus  crossVi !  lie  cannot  be 
Above  seventeen;  one  of  his  years,  and  have 
No  belter  a  stomach  ? 

Hostess.  And  in  such  good  cloaths  too ! 

Diego.  Nay,  those  do  often  make  tlie  sto- 
mach worse,  wife ; 
That  is  no  reason. 

Inc.  I  could,  at  his  years,  gossips, 
(As  temperate  as  you  see  me  now)  haveeaten 
My  brace  of  ducks,  with  my  half-goose,  my 

cony. 
And  drank  my  whole  twelve  marvedis  in  wine, 
As  easy  as  I  now  get  down  three  olives. 

Diego.  And,  with  your  tiiuipcrance-favour, 
yet  I  think 
Your  worship  would  pat  to't  at  six  and  thirty  s, 
For  a  good  wajitr;  and  the  meal  in  too. 

Inc.  I  do  not  know  what  mine  old  mouth 
can  do ; 
T  have  not  prov'd  it  lately. 

Diego.  That's  the  grief,  sir. 

Inc.  But  is  he,  without  hope  then,   gone 
to-bed? 

Hostess.  I  fear  so,  sir ;  h*  has  lock'd  die 
door  close  to  him: 
Sure  he  is  very  ill. 

Inc.  That  is  with  fasting.  [had. 

You  should  ha'  told  him,  gossip,  what  you  had 
Given  him  the  inventory  of  your  kituhfrn; 
It  is  the  picklock  in  an  um,  and  of:en 
Opens  a  close-barr'd  stomach.     What  may 

he  be,  trow  ? 
Has  he  so  good  a  horse  ? 
*  Diego.  Oh,  a  brave  jennet. 
As  e'er  your  worship  saw. 

Inc.  And  he  eats  ? 

Diego.  Strongly. 

Inc.  A  mighty  solecism !  Heav'n  give  me 
What  creatures  has  he?  [patience ! 

Hostess.  None. 


«  Venta.]  An  inn.     Hispanic^.         Theobald. 

»  Chinch.]  Stevens's  Spanish  Dictionary  explains  cAiwcAe  in  this  manner:  *  An  insect  brecd- 

*  ing  in  wood,  and  particularly  in  bedsteads.     We  call  them  bugs,  and  from  the  French  pw 

*  naises,  Latin  c/wcr,  thence  corruptly  chinche*        R. 

4  With  a  sardina  and  Zaut  oiif]  A  sardina,  or  sardiny,  is  an  anchovy.         Sj/mpson. 

5  Your  worship  would  put  to't  at  six  and  thnty.]  Synipson  says,  *  This  is  not  an  age  for  a 

*  man  to  be  called  old  at:  SLc  andjiftj/,  I  imagine,  wa^  what  our  Authors  wrote,'     We  see 
no  reason  for  this  variation ;  thirty-six  is  old  to  seventeen. 
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Inc,  Aiul  so  *^tH  Irloatli'dr 
And  so  wvll  mounted? 

J) lego.  'Hial's  all  ray  wonder,  sir, 
^VIlO  he  should  be:  lie  isnttir'd  andhors'd 
lor  tlie  constable's*  son  of  Spain. 

Inc.  My  wonder's  more  ["ii^ht 

11#^  should  want  appetite. — Well,    a  good 
To  hotli  my  gossips !  I  will  for  this  time 
l*iil:ofFthethou*;htof  sijp|>int);.  In  the  ujorn- 
lli  ineinhcr  him  of  brcuktust,  *pray  you.  [iiig, 

Host  est.  I  shall  y  sir. 

Difi^o.  A  huufiry  time,  sir. 

Inc.  We  that  live  like  mice 
On  oiherN*  meat,  must  watch  when  wc  can 
Ret  it.  [Krit. 

hmhas.  Yes,  b«l  I  would  not  tell  him,  our 
fair  jrnest 
?ay<J,  iho*  he  cat  no  supper,  he  wiil  pay 
I'or  one. 

Diego.  Good  news!  we'll  cat  it,  spouse, 
t'  his  health. 
'Twas  politickly  done  t*  admit  no  sharers. 

Enter  PhUlppo. 

ThiL  Look  to  the  mules  tlicre !    Where's 
mine  host? 

Diego.  Hero,  sir. — 
Another  fairy? 

limtcn*.  Bless  mc  I 

Phil,  From  what,  sweet  Hostess  ? 
Are  you  afraid  o'  your  quests  ? 

BrntCHS,  From  anpcis,  sir;  [night. 

J  think  there's  none  but  such  come  litre  to- 
'Ws  house  had  never  so  uood  luck  before, 
I'oV  brave  fine  uuests:  And  yet,  the  ill  luck 
I  cannot  bill  you  welcome.  [on't  is, 

Phil,  No  ? 

n.'stiss.  Not  lodjre  vou,  sir. 

]*fuL  Not, Hostess? 

Hostess.  No,  in  tmih,  sir ;  I  do  tell  you, 
Because  you  may  provide  in  time ;  my  beds 
Are  both  ta'en  up  bv  a  young  cavalier, 
I'hat  will  and  ntust  he  private. 

Diego.  He  has  paid,  sir, 
For  all  our  chambers. 

Ho.%tes5.  Which  is  one;  and  beds,       [m-, 
Which  I  ,nlrcady  ha'  told  you  are  two.    But, 
So  swtet  a  creature — I  am  very  sorry 
I  cannot  lodge  you  by  him;  yt»u  look  so  like 
You're  both  ihc  loveliest  pieces [him ! 

Pfiil.  What  train  has  he? 

Diego.  None  but  himself. 

P/til.  And  will  no  less  than  both  beds 
Sene  him ? 

Hostess,  ir  has  giv'u  mc  a  ducat  for  'em. 

Phil.  Oh, 
You  give  me  rcason,noste9S,  Is  he  handsome. 
And  young,  d'  you  say  ? 

Hmteu.  Oh,  sir,  the  delicat'st  flesh, 
And  finest  cloaths  withal,  and  such  a  horse, 
With  such  a  saddle! 

Phil.  She's  in  love  with  all, 
The  horse,  and  him,  and  saddle,  and  cloaths. 

Good  woman. 
Thou  justificst  thy  sex,  lov'st  all  that's  brave. 


£»^«r  Incuho, 
Sure,  the' I  lie  o'  th'  ground,  I'll  stay  here 

now. 
And  havt  a  sii;ht  of  him:  You'll  give  me 

house-room, 
Fire,  and  fresh  meat,  for  money,    gentle 
And  make  me  a  pallet?  [Hostess, 

•   Inc.  Sir,  she  shall  do  reason — 
I  understood  you  liad  another  guest,  gossips: 
iVay  yon   let  liis  mule  be  look'd-io,  have 

good  straw; 
And  store  of  bran.  And,  gossip,  do  ytm  henr. 
Let  him    not  stay  for  supper:    What  good 

fowl  ha*  you  ? 
This  gentleman  would  eat  a  pheasant. 

Hostess.  *Las,  sir, 
Wc  ha'  no  such. 

Inc.  I  kiss  your  hands,  fair  sir.— 
What  ha'  you  then?  speak  what  you  have— 

I'm  one,  sir. 
Here  for  the  Catholic  kine,  an  officer 
T' enquire  what  guests  come  to  these  places: 

You,  sir. 
Appear  a  person  of  quality*  and  'tis  fit 
You  Ije  accommodated. — Why  speak  you  not? 
What  ha'  you,  woman  ?  are  you  afraid  to  vcut 
That  which  you  have  ? 

Phil.  This  is  a  most  strange  man, 
T*  appoint  my  meat ! 

Hostess.  The  half  of  a  cold  hen,  sir. 
And  a  boil'd  quarter  of  kid,  is  all  i'  th*  house. 

Inc.  Why,  all's  but  cold.  Let  him  sect 
forth;  cover. 
And  aive  the  eye  some  satisfaction :  [salt; 
A  traveller's  stomach  must  see  bread  and 
His  beJly  is  nearer  to  him  than  his  kindred.— 
Cold  hen's  a  pretty  meat,  sir. 

Phil.  What  von  pleaac. — 
I  am  resolv'tl  t'  obey. 

Inc.  So  is  your  kid,  ^  [orange: 

With    pcpcr,  gariick,  and  the  juice  of  sin 
She   shall  with  sallads  help  it,   and   clean 

linen. — 
Dispatch ! — What  news  at  court,  sir? 

Phil   'Faith,  new  tires 
Most  of  the  ladies  have,  the  men  old  suits; 
Only  the  king's  fool  has  a  new  coat 
To  serve  you. 

Inc.  I  did  tjuess  you  came  from  thence,  sir. 

Phil.  But  I  do  know  I  did  not. 

Inc.  I  mistook.  K.ir. 
What  hear  you  of  the  archdukes? 

PhiL  Troth,  your  question. 

Enter  Hostess  and  Servants,  with  a  talk, 

Inc,  Of  the  French  business  what? 

Phil,  As  much. 

Inc,  No  more? 
They  say  the  French — Oh,  that's  well;  come, 

I'll  help  you. 
Have  you  no  giblets  now  ?  ot  a  broil'd  rasher? 
Or  some  such  present  dish  t* assist? 

Hostess.  Not  any,  sir. 

Inc.  The  more  your  fault !  you  ne'er  should 
be  without 
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Such  aids :  What  cottage  would  lia*  lack*d  a 

pheasant 
At  such  atiive  a«  this?  Well,  bring  your  hen 
And  kid  forth  quickly. 

FhiL  That  siiouid  he  my  prayer, 
To  *scape  his  inquisition. 

Inc,  Sir,  the  French,  [us  : 

They  say,  arc  divided  'bout  their  match  with 
What  think  you  of  it  ? 

J^hil.  Asof  nou*;ht  lo  me,  sir. 
Inc.  Nay,  it's  as  little  to  lue  tooLhatI 
love  ^tion« 

To  ask  after  ihpse  tiiinizs,  to  know  th*  aifcc- 
Of  states  and  princes,  now  and  iheu,  for  bet- 
tering;— 
Fhil.  Of  your  own  ignorance. 
Inc.  Yes,  sir. 
Phii.  Many  do  so. 

Inc.  L  cannot  live  without  it.  What  d 'you 

hear  [rcturnM. 

Of  our  Indian  fleet?  tliey  say,  they're  well 

PA/7.  1  had  no  venture  with  'em,  sir;  had 

you  ? 

Enter  Hosicss  and  Servants,  with  meat. 

Inc.  Why  do  you  ask,  sir  ? 
.   Phil.  'Clause  it  might  concern  you  ; 
It  does  not  me. 

Inc.  Oh,  here's  your  meat  conic. 

Phil.  Thanks! 
I  welcome  it  at  any  price. 

7nc.  Sonic  .stools  here  !  [kid. 

And  bid  niiiio  ho^t  brin»j  wine. — I'll  try  your 

tf  he  besucct:  lie  looks  well.     Yes /he's 
'il  carve  you,  sir.  [good. 

Phil.  You  use  ine  too,  too  princely ; 
Ta-tis  and  carve  too  ! 

Jitc.  1  love  10  do  these  offices. 
Phil.  I  think  you  do;  for  whose  sake? 
Ivc.  For  tlieu  J  selves,  sir  ; 
The  very  doing  of  them  is  rr-ward. 

Phil.'iVhvui  liitle  faith  would  not  believe 

Tou,  sir. 
Inc.  Gossip,  some  wine  ! 

Knter  Diego,  ?rith  zciae. 

Diego.  Hero  'tis,  and  right  St.  Martin. 

!//«■.  Measure  me  out  a  j;lubs. 

P/iil.  I  love  the  humaiiUy 
Us'd  In  this  place. 

Inc.  Sir,  i  salute  you  here* 

Phil.  1  kiss  your  hands,  sir. 

Inc.  Go<id  wine  !  it  will  beget  an  appetite : 
rill  him,  and  sit  down,  gos.stp ;  entertain 
Your  noble  guest  here,  as  heroines  your  title. 

Dif^o.  Piease  you  to  like  this  wine,  sir? 

Phil.  I  dislike 
Nothing,  mine  host,  but  that  I  may  not  sec 
Your  conceard  guest,     lleru's  to  you! 

J)iego.  ill  good  faith,  sir, 
{  wish  y'  as  well  as  him;  'would  you  niigh^ 
see  him ! 

Inc.  And  wheref^ire  may  he  not? 


Diego.  H*  has  lock'd  himself,  sir. 
Up ;  and  has  hir'd  both  the  beds  o'  my  wife 
At  extraordinary  rate. 

Phit.  ril  give  as  much 
(If  that  will  do't)  for  one,  as  he  for  V)oth  ; 
Wfiat  say  you,   mine  host?  Tl»e  door  once 

opeo, 
ril  flin*;  myself  upon  the  next  bed  to  luni, 
And' there's  an  eiidof  tne  tiilmonuut;;  noise 
I  wH)  make  none. 

JHego.  I  wish  your  worship  well ;  but 

Inc.  His  honour  is  engag'd ;  and  my  siie- 
gossip 
Hath  past  her  promise,  hath  slie  not  ? 

Diego..  Yes,  truly.  [house : 

Inc.  That  toucheth  to  the  credit  of  the 

Well,  I  will  eat  a  httte^  and  tliiok.    How  say 

you,  sir. 
Unto  this  brawn  o'  th'  hen  ? 

Phi/.  I  ha*  more  mind 
To  uet  this  bed,  sir. 

J/ir.  Say  you  so?  why  then, 
Give^t  roe  again^  and  drink  to  mo.  Mine  host, 
Fill  him  his  wine!  Thou'rtdull,  and  dust  nut 

praise  it. 
I  eat  hut  to  teach  you  the  way,  sir. 

Phil.  Sir, 
Find  hut  the  way  to  lodge  me  in  this  chamber, 
I'll  give  mine  host  two  ducats  for  his  beef. 
And  you,  sir,  two  reals.     Here's  to  you  \ 

hue.  Kxcuse  me ;  [me. 

I  am  not  mercenary.  Gossip,  plcdae  him  for 

I'll  think.     A  little  more;  but  ev'n  one  bit; 

And  then — Talk  on ;  you  cannot  int^^rrupt  inc. 

Diego.  This  piece  of  wine,  sir,  cost  me — 

Inc.  fttay !  I've  found 

This  little  morsel,  and  then. — Here's  excel- 
lent garlick ! 
Have  you  not  a  bunch  of  grapes  now,  or 

some  bacon. 
To  give  the  oLouth  a  relisli  ? 
Diego.  Wife,  d'  yon  hear? 
Inc.  it  is  no  matter.     Sir,  give  mine  host 

your  dugats. 
Diego.  How,  sir! 

Inc.  Do  you  receive  'em:  I  will  save 
The  hone»ty  of  your  hous<^;  and  yours  too, 
gossip ;  [chamber. 

And  [  will  Iodide  tlie  gentleman.     Shew  the 
Diego.  Good  sir,  d'you  hear? 
Inc.  Sh<.»w  me  the  chain  her. 
Duino.  'IVay  you,  sir. 
Do  not  disturb  my  gncsc'. 

Inc.  Di?.tuH»?  I  hope  [lodging, 

The  Catholick  king,   sir,   may  connnnnd  a 
Without  dixturbingy  in  his  vassal's  house. 
For  any  minister  of  his,  employ'd 
In  business  of  the  state.  Where  is  the  door? — 
Open  the  door  !  W  ho  are  you  there  ?  Within! 
Ill  the  king's  name! 

Thend.  [within.]  What  would  you  have? 
Inc.  Your  key,  sir, 
And  your  door  open:  I  have  here  command 
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LOVE'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


[Act  1.  Scene  1. 


lie  shaH  look  lean  enough.    H'  has  bay  be- 
fore him, 
But  'ris  as  big  as  hemp,  and  will  as  soon 

choak  him, 
Unless  he  eat  it  buttered.  He  had  four  shoes. 
And  good  ones,  when  he  came;  'tis  a  strange 

wonder, 
With  standing  still  he  should  cast  three. 

Die^Q.  Oh,  Lazaro,  [it ; 

The  devil's  in  this  trade  !  Truth  never  knew 
And  to  the  devil  tve  shall  trat'el,  Lazaro, 
Unless  we  mend  our  manners.    Once  evVy 

week 
{  meet  with  such  a  knock  to  mollify  me. 
Sometimes  a  doz«^n  to  awake  my  conscience. 
Vet  btitl  I  sleep  securely. 
Luz.  Certiiin,  nmsfer, 
VVc  must  use  better  dealing. 

Die^o.  'Faith,  for  mine  own  part, 
(Not  to  give  ill  example  to  our  issues) 
I  could  be  well  content  to  steal  but  two  girths, 
And  now  and  then  a  saddle>cloth ;  chan<:c  a 
Only  for  exerciso.  [bridle, 

Laz.  If  we  could  stay  there. 

There  were  some  hope  on  's,  master  ;  but  tiie 

devil  is  [dies. 

We're  drunk  so  early,  we  mistake  whole  sad- 

Sonietimes  a  liorte;  and  then  it  seems  to  us 

too 
Ev'ry  poor  jade  has  his  whole  peck,  and 

tumblos 
Up  to  his' cars  in  clean  straw;  and  every 
bottle  [bir, 

Shews  at  the  least  a  dozen ;  when  the  truth  i», 
There's  no  such  matter,  not  a  smell  of  pro- 
vender, [uiil, 
Not  so  much  straw  as  would  tie  up  a  horsie- 
Nor  any  thing  i'  th'  rack,  but  two  old  cob- 
webs,                                              [ne&t. 
And  so  much  rotten  hay  as  had  been  a  hen's 
Diego.  Well,  these  mi^takings  must  be 
mende<l,  Lazaro, 
These  apparitions,  thnt  abuse  our  senses. 
And  make  us  ever  apt  to  sweep  the  manger, 

•  A  plagve  rfalljadesy  &c.]  The  scene  now  coming  on  likewise  occurs  in  .Tonson's  comedy 
of  The  New  Inn,  with  scarce  any  variation  in  the  sentiment,  though  a  good  deal  in  the  dia- 
logue.    Tlie  following  is  Mr.  Whalley*s  note  upon  this  suhject: 

'  What  follows  in  this  scene,  about  the  tricks  of  ostlers,  occurs  likewise  in  the  first  act 

*  of  Fletcher's  Love*s  Pilgrimage;  and  perhaps  there  may  be  some  difficulty  in  accounting 

*  for  this  coincidence.  We  are  told  that  some  plays  of  Beaumont  ami  Fletcher  being  left 
'  imperfect,  ihey  were  fitted  for  the  stage  by  Shirley,  who  added  what  he  thouf^ht  necessary 

*  to  complete  them :  And  that  it  is  probable  he  here  borrowed  from  our  Author's  New  Inn, 
*■  what  passes  between  Ln/.aro  and  Diego  in  Love's  Pilgrimage:  And  this  he  thought,  per- 

*  haps,  might  be  done  with  safety  enough,  as  I'he  New  inn  met  with  ill  success  in  therepre' 
^  sentation.    Could  we  certainly  know  that  play  to  have  been  left  de6cient  by  its  author,  I 

*  shouUl  readily  admit  the  solution :  But  I  think  it  more  probable,  this  scene  was  originally 
'  given  to  Fletcher  by  Jonson  himself:  Fletcher  died  in  1625,  and  The  New  Inn  was  not 
'  brought  upon  tbe  stage  till  1690.    Our  Author,  therefore,  might  naturally  redemand  his 

*  own  property,  when  so  fair  an  occasion  occurred  for  employing  it  himself:  Otherwise,  I 

*  do  not  see  how  wc  can  account  for  part  of  this  play*8  appearing  long  before,  in  the  per- 

*  formance  of  another  author.  It  will  not,  I  believe,  be  saiid  that  Jonson  was  the  borrower; 
'  for  the  whole  scene  is  entirely  in  his  manner  •  And  we  have  an  instance  in  our  Author*! 
'  Sc'janus,  how  extremely  scrupulous  be  was  in  claiming  to  hiiqself  what  was  tbe  production 

*  of  another  person.' 


To  lodpe  a  gentleman,  from  the  justice,  sent 
Upon  the  king's  niTuirs. 

Theoii.  Kin;:rs  anH  nt-cessities 
Alust  be  ohey'd  :  The  key's  under  the  door. 

Inc.  How  now,  sir?  are  you  fitted  ?  you 
secur'd  ?  [e'cht. 

Thit.  Your  two  reals  are  grown  a  piece  of 

Inc.  F.xcuse  me,  sir ! 

P/i/7.  Twill  buy  a  hcxi,  and  wine, 
Sir,  for  tomorrow.  [Bri/. 

Inc.  1  do  ki*;s  yonr  hands,  sir. — 

Well,  this  will  bcjir  my  charge  yet  to  the 

pjillies,  [nijiht, 

(Where  I  am  ovvinc;  a  ducat)  whither  this 

By  the  moon's  leave,  I'll  niarch ;  for  in  the 

morning 
Early,  they  put  from  Port  St.  Mar}-'s. 

Dugo,  Lazaro!       ^E  rev  nt  all  but  Diego. 

Enter  Lazaro. 
How  do  the  horses  ? 

Laz.  'Would  you  would  fi;o  and  see,  sir ! 
A  plague  of  ail  jades*,  what  a  clap  h*  has 

givfn  me! 
Assure  as  you  live,  master,  heknew  perfectly 
I  cozen'd  him  on*s  oats ;  be  look'd  upon  me. 
And  then   he  sneer*d,  as   who  should  say, 

*  Take  heed, sirrah  ! '  [know 

And  when  he  saw  our  half«-peck,  which  you 
Was  but  an  old  court-dish,  Lord,  how  he 

stampt ! 
I  thought  *t  had  been  for  joy ;  when  suddenly 
He  cuts  me  a  back  caper  with  his  heels, 
And  takes  me  just  o'  thVTupper;  down  came  I, 
And  all  my  ounce  of  oats :  Then  he  neigh'd 
As  rho*  h'  had  had  a  marc  by  th'  tail,     [out, 

Diego.  T'aiih,  Lazaro, 
We  are  ro  blame,  to  use  the  poor  dumb  ser- 
So  cruelly.  [vitors 

Laz.  Yonder's  this  other  gentleman's  horse, 
Keeping  Our  Lady  eve;    the  devil  a  bit 
IV  lias  got  since  he  came  in  yet;  there  he 

stands,  [sir. 

And  looks,  and  looks^But 'tis  your  pleasure. 
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But  put  in  nothing;  these  fancies  most  be 

forgot. 
And  we  must  pray  it  may  be  reveal'd  to  us 
WIk>sc  horse  we  ought,  in  conscience,  to 

cozen,  [suffer 

And  how,  and  when :  A  parson's  horse  may 
A  little  greasing  in  his  teeth,  *tis  wholesome, 
And  keeps  him  in  a  sober  sbuiQe;  and  liis 

saddle 
May  want  a  stirrup,  and  it  may  be  sworn 
His  teaming  lay  on  one  side,  and  so  broke  it: 
IV  h^s  ever  oats  iu*9cloak-bag  to  prevent  us', 
And  therefore  'tis  a  meritonous  office 
To  tithe  him  soundly. 

X.£t8:.  And  a  grazier  may  [suspicious) 

(For  those  are  pinching  pockfoists  **,  and 
Suffer  a  mist  before  his  eyes  sometimes  too, 
Ai;d  think  he  sees  his  horse  eat  half-a-bushcl; 
When  the  truth  is,  fubbinghisEuras  with  salt, 
Till  all  ike  skin  come  off,  he  shall  but  mum> 

ble 
Like  ^.n  old  woman  that  were  chewing  brawn^ 
And  drop  *em  put  again. 

Diego,  That  may  do  well  too,  [zaro, 

And  nodoubt  'tis  but  venial:  But,  good  La- 
Have  you  a  care  of  understanding;  horses. 
Horses  with  angry  heels,  gentlemen's  horses, 
klorses  ttiatknow  the  world  !  Let  tliera  have 

meat  [ribs 
Till  their  tecTh  ache,  and  rubbing  'till  their 
Si  line  like  a  wench's  forehead ;  they  are  de- 
vils  

Ltu,  And  look  into  our  dealings.  Ad  sure 

as  we  live,  [prophets; 

These  courtiers'  horses  are  a  kind  of  Welch 
Nothing  can  be  hid  from  'em :  For  mine  own 

part,  [der'd, 

The  next  [  cozen  of  that  kind  shall  be  foun- 
And  of  all  four  tgo;  I'll  no  more  such  com- 
Upon  my  crupper.  [plimnnts 

Diego.  Steal  but  a  little  longer, 
'Till  I  am  lam'd  too,  and  we'll  repent  together; 
It  will  not  be  above  two  days. 

Laz,  By  tliat  time 
I  shiill  be  well  again,  and  all  fort^ot,  sir. 
Diego.  Why  then,  I'll  stay  for  tliee. 

[^Exeunt, 
SCENE  n. 

T^eodotia  and  PhUippa  4i$covered  on  several 
lids. 
Tfieod.  Oh— lio!  oh— ho! 
I       Phil.  Ha!  '  [heart! 

T/ieod.    Oil— oh! — Heart,  heart,   heart, 
Phil.  What's  that?  [break? 

Tneod.  When  wilt  thou  break,  break,  break, 
,       PhiLlUl 
I  would  the  voice  were  stronger  ••,  or  I  nes^rer. 
Theod.   Shame,    shame,  eternal  shame! 
wiiat  have  I  done— 


Phil.  Done?  [ney 

Theod.  And  to  no  end !  what  a  wild  jour^ 
Have  I  more  wildly  undertaken  ! 

PAi7.  Jowney?  [or  fear! 

Theod.  How,  without  counsel,  care,  reason^ 

Phil.  Whither  will  this  fit  carry  ? 

Theod.  Oh,  my  folly! 

Phil.  This  is  no  common  sickness. 

Theod.  How  have  I  left 
All  I  should  love,  or  keep !  Oh,  llcav'n ! 

Phil.  Sir! 

Theod.  Hal 

Phil.  How  do  you,  gentle  sir  ? 

Vteod.  Alas,  my  fortune ! 

Phil.  It  seems  your  sorrow  oppresses: 
Please  your  gooduess. 
Let  me  bear  half,  sir;  a  divided  burthen 
Is  so  made  lighter. 

Theod.  Oh ! 

Phil.  That  sigh  betrays 
The  fuihiess  of  your  grief. 

Ilieod.  Ay,  if  that  grief 
Had  not  bereft  me  of  my  understanding, 
I  should  have  well  remember'd  where  I  was, 
And  in  what  company  ;  and  clapt  a  lock 
Upon  this  tongue  for  talking. 

Phil.  Worthy  sir. 
Let  it  not  add  t  your  grief,  that  I  have  heard 
A  sigh  or  groan  come  from  you;  that  is  all, 
sir. 

Theod.  Goad  sir,  no  more !  you're  heard 
too  much,  I  fear: 
'Would  [  had  taken  poppy  when  I  spake  it! 

Phif.  It  seems  you  have  an  ill  belief  of  me, 
And  would  have  toar'd  much  more,  had  yoa 

spoke  aught 
I  could  interpret.    But,  believe  it,  sir, 
Had  I  had  means  to  look  into  your  breast. 
And  ta'en  you  sleeping  here,  that  so  securely 
I  might  have  read  all  that  your  woe  would 
I  would  not  have  betray'd  you.  [hide, 

T'heocf.  Sir,  that  speech 
Is  very  noble,  and  almost  vrould  tempt 
My  need  to  trust  yon. 
■  Phil.  At  your  own  election ; 
I  dare  not  make  my  faith  so  much  suspected 
As  to  protest  again ;  nor  am  I  curiqus 
To  know  more  than  is  fit. 

T/teod.  Sir,  I  will  trust  you; 
But  you  shall  promise,  sir,  to  keep  your  bed. 
And,  whatsoe  er  you  hear,  not  to  importune 
More,  I  beseech  vou,  from  mc 

Phil.  Sir,  I  wifl  not. 

Theod.  Then  I  am  prone  to  utter. 

Phil.  My  faith  for  it !  (my  peace. 

Theod.  If  I  were  wise,  I  yet  slwuld  hold 
You  will  be  noble? 

Phil.  You  shall  make  me  so, 
If  you'll  but  think  mc  such. 

Theod.  I  do.    Then  know 


•  To  prevent  vs.']  Jonsonln  liis  New  Inn  reads,  whit  may  be  the  right  here,  '  to  affront 
ns.'    The  corruption  was  easy.        Sumpson. 

'*  Puckfhists.j  Puckhally  or  puckfat^  a  kind  of  mushroom  full  of  dust.        Jjhtaon. 

"  Were  strong.]  I  imagine  we  should  read  here,,  for  improving  both  metre  and  seusi,  thus 
*  were  stroller,  or  I  nearer.*        Sumpsoti, 
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fActl.  Sc«xie^. 


You  arc  deceiY'd  with  whom  you've  talk'd  so 

long: 
I  ara  a  most  unfortunate  lost  woman- 

Phil.  Ha!  [sword. 

Theod.  Do  not  stir,  sir!  I  have  here  a 
Phil,  Not  I,  sweet  lady.  Of  what  blood  or 
Theod»  You*U  keep  your  faith  ?      [name  ? 
FJul.  ril  perish  else. 
Theod,  Believe,  then,' 

Of  birth  too  noble  for  me,  so  descended 

I  am  asham'd,  no  less  than  I'm  a^righted. 

Fhil.  Fear  not :  By  all  good  things,  I  will 

not  wrong  you !  [man, 

Theod.  I  am  the  daughter  of  a  noble  gentle- 

^orn  in  this  part  of  Spain ;  my  father's  name, 

sir- 
But  why  should  T  abuse  that  reverence. 
When  a  child's  duty  has  forsaken  me? 
Fhil.  All  may  be  mended^  in  fit  timp  tpo : 

Speak  it. 
Theod.  Alphonso,  sir. 
Fhil.  Alphouso?  VVhat'syour  own  name? 
Theod.  Any  base  thing  you  can  invent. 
Fhil,  Deaf  truly. 
Theod.  They  call  me  Thcodosia. 
Fhil.  Ha  !  And  Love 
Is  that  hath  chang'd  you  thus  "  ? 

Theod.  You  have  observed  mo  .  [s^"^  • 
Too  nearly,  sir ;  'tis  that  indeed ;  'tis  love, 
And  love'of  him — Oh,  Heav'ns,  why  should 

men  deal  thus? 
^Vhy  should  they  use  their  arts  to  cozen  us 
That  have  no  cunning,  but  our  fears,  about  us; 
And  ever  that  too  late  top ;  no  dissembling 
Or  double  way,  but  doting,  too  much  loving  ? 
Why  should  they  find  new  oaths,  to  make 
more  wretches? 
Fhil,  What  may  his  name  be  ? 
Theod.  Sir,  $f  name  that  promises, 
Methinks,  no  such  ill  usage ;  Marc^Autopio, 
A  noble  neighboor's  son.  Now  I  myst  desire 
you  [answer. 

To  stay  a-while;  else  my  weak  eyes  must 
Fhil.  I  will. — Are  you  yet  ready  ?  What's 

his  quality  f 
Theod.  His  best,  a  tijicf,  sir;  tliat  he  wguld . 
be  known  by 
Is,  heir  to  Leonardo,  a  rich  gentleman; 
is^ext,   of  a  handsome  body,   had  l:{eav'n 

made  him 
A  mind  fit  to  it.    To  this  man,  my  fortune 
(My  more  than  purblind  fortune)  gave  my 

faith. 
Drawn  to  it  by  as  many  shows  of  service 
And  signs  of  truth,  as  ever  fabe  tongue  ut- 
Ilenv'i)  pardon  all  f  [ter'd : 

Fkii.  'Tis  well  said !  Forward,  lady. 
Theod.  Contracted,  sir^  and  by  exchange 
of  fings 


Our  souls  deliver'd ;  nothing  left  unfinish'd 
But  the  last  work,  enjoying  me,  Mid  cere-i 

mony ;  (doubt 

For  that,  I  must  confess,  was  the  first  wise 
I  ever  made.     Yet,  after  all  this  love,  sir. 
All  this  profession  of  his  faith,  when  daily 
And  hourly  \  expected  the  bless'd  priest. 
He  left  me  like  a  dream,  as  all  this  story 
Had  never  been,  nor  thought  of;  why,  I 

know  not ; 
Yet  T  havecall'd  my  eonscience  to  coDfessioD, 
And  every  syllable  that  might  offend 
I've  had  in  shrift:  Yet  neither  Jove's  law, 

signor, 
Nor  tie  of  maiden's  duty,  but  desirins;. 
Have  I  transgress'd  in.    Ixift  his  father  too ; 
Nor  whither  he  is  gone,  or  why  departed, 
Can  any  tongue  resolve  me.     AU  my  hope 
(Which  keeps  me  yet  alive,  ^d  would  per- 
suade me  [rae 
I  may  be  once  more  happy,  and  thus  shapes 
A  shame  to  all  my  modest  sex)  is  thi^  sir; 
I  have  a  brother,  and  his  old  companion. 
Student  in  Salamanca;  there  my  lsi!>t  hope, 
If  he  be  yet  alive,  and  can  be  loving. 
Is  left  me  to  recover  him:  For  which  travel, 
In  this  suit  left  at  home  of  that  dear  brother's. 
Thus  as  you  find  mc,  without  fear,  or  wisdom, 
I've  wander'd  from  niy  father ,fied  my  friends, 
And  now  am  only  ^hild  of  Hope  and  Dancer. 
You  are  now  silent,  sir ;  this  tedious  story 
(That  ever  keeps  me  waking)  makes  you 

heavy :  ^ 

Tis  fit  it  should  do  so ;  for  that  and  I 
Can  he  but  troubles. 

Fh'iL  No;  I  sleep  not,  lady:  [fort? 

I  would  I  could !  Oh,  Heav'n.  is  this  my  com- 
Theod.  What  ail  you,  gentle  sir? 
FhiL  Oh ! 

Theod.  Why  d'  you  groan  so,? 
Phil.  I  must,  1  must !  oh,  misery ! 
Theod,  But  now,  bir,  f^'f 

You  were  niy  comfort:  If  any  tiling  afflict 
Am  not  I  fit  to  bear  a  part  on't?  and  by 

your  o\i'n  rule? 
phil.  No;  if  you  could  heal,  as  you  Lave 

wounded  me 

But  'tis  not  in  yqur  power. 
Theod.  1  fear  intemperance. 
Phil.  Nayy  do  not  seek  to  shun  me!  I 

must  see  you. 
By  Heav*n,  I  ma^t.    Hoa  there,  mine  host  f 

a  candle ! 
Strive  not ;  I  will  not  spr  you, 

fheod.  Noble  sir, 
This  is  a  breach  of  promise. 

Fhil.  Tender  lady. 
It  shall  be  none  but  necessary.    IJoa  there ! 
Some  li^ht '%  some  light ! 


»  Is  that  that  hath  charted  you  thvt  f 

Theod.  You've  ob$erv'd  me.]  The  lection  of  the  former  editions. 
'•  Some  light,  some  light f  for  Heav'n's  sake.  ' 
Theod.  Will  you  f  6cc.]  So  all  the  former  editions;  but  it  seems  very  unlikely  that  the 
words  *  for  Heav'n's  sake'  should  be  sp.ike  by  Philippo;  we  have  given  them  to  Thcodosia, 
to  whose  distress  they  ^re  perfectly  suitable. 
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Theod.  For  Ileav'n*s  sakv !  Will  you  betray 


Are  you  a  gentleman? 
yhil.  Good  woman- 
TJtead.  Sir! 


[" 


Enter  Die^o  with  a  light. 
Phil.  If  I  be  prejudicial  to  you,  curse  ine ! 
Jyicgo.  YouVe  early  stirring,  sir. 

Phil.  Give  me  your  candle ; 
And  so,  good-morrow  for  a  while. 

Diego.  Good-morrow,  sir.  [Exit. 

Theod.  My  brother  don  Philippo?  Nay, 
sir,  kill  me! 
I  ask  Qu  mercy,  sir^  for  none  dare  know  me; 
I  can  deserve  none.     As  you  look  upon  me, 
lichold  in  infinite  these  foul  dishonours 
My  noble  father,  then  yourself,  last  all 
Tliat  bear  (he  name  of  kindred,  suffer  in  mc  ! 
I  have  foruot  whose  child  I  am,  whose  sister ; 
Do  you  forget  the  pity  tied  to  that, 
Jjst  not  compassion  sway  you  !  you  will  be 
then  [me, 

As  foul  as  r,  and  bear  the  same  brand  with 
A  favourer  of  my  fault.  You  have  a  sword. 
And  such  a  cause  to  kill  me  iu ^         [sir, 

Phil,  Rise,  sister! 
I  \vear  no  sword  for  women,  nor  no  nnEjer, 
While  your  fair  chastity  is  yet  uutouch*d. 

Thofd.  By  those  brij^ht  stars,  it  is,  sir. 

Phil.  For  my  sister  fus, 

I  do  l>elicve  you ;  and  so  near  blood  has  made 
With  the  dear  love  I  ever  bore  your  virtues. 
That  1  will  be  a  brother  to  your  gricfb  too. 
Be  comforted :  Tis  no  dishonour,  sister, 
To  love,  nor  to  love  him  you  do ;  he  is  a 

gentleman 
Ofas  sweet  hopes  as  years,  as  many  promises 
As  there  be  growing  truths,  and  great  ones. 

Theod.  Oh,  sir! 

Phil.  Do  not  despair. 

Theod.  Can  you  forgive? 

Phil.  Yes,  sister, 
Tho*  this  be  no  small  error,  a  far  greater; 

Theod.  And  think  me  still  your  sister? 

PA/7.  My  dear  sister.- 

Theod.  And  will  you  counsel  me? 

Phii.  To  your  own  peace  loo: 
You  bhall  love  still. 

Th€i)d.  How  irood  you  are ! 

Phil.  My  business, 
And  duty  to  my  father,  which  now  drew  mc 
From  :?;«ia»nancn,  I  will  lay  aside, 
An(i  only  be  your  agent".  To  persuade  you 
To  lca\e'  both  love,  and  him,  and  well  retire 

Theod.  0I\ gentle  brother!  [you— 

Phil.  I  pei-eive't.s  folly: 
Delays  in  lovt,  more  dangerous*^ 

^'And  Oh hj  I e  your  v^  en t  to  penuade  ye 

'io  It'uvcy  &c.]  The  p'jnctuation  amended  by  a  friend  ofMr.  Sympson. 
^^  Dtuji/s  in  lorejiuovK:  dav^erous.]  More  dangerous  than  what? — Here  is  nothing  sccm- 
hvjy  to  vviiich  liiis  wore  has  any  relation:  I  would  tlitreforc  propose  reading  thus: 
*  Delays  iu  love  are  dangerous.'  Sympson. 

He  means  M(»ttE  dangerous  than  persuading  her  to  quit  her  lover.     It  is  plain,  by  th«  «n- 
sivcr  and  reply,  she  iutcrrunts  him*    Wc  have  therefore  made  it  a  broken  speech. 


Theod.  Noble  brother! 
Phil.  Fear  not,  Til  rUu  your  own  way; 
and  to  help  you,  [counsel) 

(Love  having  rack'd  your  passions  beyond 
I'll  hazard  mine  owu  fame.     Whither  shall 
we  venture? 
Thextd.  Alas,  I  know  not,  sir. 
Phil.  Come,  'tis  bright  morning; 
Let's  walk  out,  and  consider.   You  will  keep 
this  habit? 
Theod.  I  would,  sir,  [you  ? 

Phil.  Then  it  shall  be:  What  must  I  call 
Come,  do  not  blush ;  'pray  speak ;  I  ma/ 
spoil  all  else. 
Theod,  'Pray  call  mc  Theodoro. 

Enter  Diego, 

Diego,  Are  you  ready  ?  [morrow  I 

The  day  draws  on  apace.  Once  more,  good- 

Theod.  Good-morrow,  gentle  host.     Now 
I  must  thank  you. 

PhiL  Who  dost  thou  think  this  is  ? 

Diego.  Were  you  a  wench,  sir, 
I  think  you'd  know  before  me* 

Phil.  Mine  own  brother. 

Diego.  By  th*  mass,  your  noses  are  akin  ! 
Should  I  then 
Have  been  so  barbarous  to  have  parted  bro* 

PhiL  You  knew  it  then?  [tbers? 

Diego.  I  knew  'twas  necessary 
You  should  be  both  to;^ether :  Instinct,  si^ 
Is  a  great  matter  in  an  host.  [i^^O 

Theod.  Via  satisfied. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Is  hot  mine  host  up  yet? 

Phil.  Who's  that? 

Diego.  I'll  sec. 

Phil.  Sister,  withdraw  yourself. 

Pedro.  Sij^nor  Philippo ! 

Phil.  Noble  don  Pedro  !  where  have  you 
been  this  way? 

Pedro,  1  came    from   Port  St.  Maries, 
whence  the  gallics 
Put  this  last  tide  ;  and  bound  for  Barcelona, 
I  brought  Marc-Antonv  upon  his  way, 

Phil.  M  arc-Aiitony  ) 

Pedro.  Who  is  turiVd  soldier, 
And  entertain'd  in  the  new  regiment 
For  Naples. 

PhiL  Is  it  possible  ? 

Pedro.  I  assure  you. 

PhiL  And  put  they  in  at  Barcelona? 

Pedro.  So 
One  of  the  nuistcrs  told  me. 

Phil.  Which  way  go  you,  sir  ? 

redio.  Home. 
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Phil,  And  I  for  Scvil.    Tray  you,  sir,  say 
not 
Tliat  you  saw  me,  if  you  shall  meet  the 

question ; 
I  have  some  little  business. 
Pedt-o,  Were  it  loss,  sir, 
It  sliall  not  become  me  to  lose  the  caution. 
Shall  we  breakfai»t  together  ? 


[Act  2.  Scene  1. 


Phil,  ril  come  to  you,  sir.  [Ftsit  Pedro, 
Sister,  you  hear  this ;  I  belie<rc  your  fortune 
Begins  to  be  propitious  to  you.  We  wiH  hire 
Mules  of  mine  host  here ;  if  ^e  can,  bimSclf 
To  be  our  guide,  and  straight  to  Barci^lona. 
This  was  as  happv  news  as  unexpected. 
Stay  you  'till  I  rid  him  away. 

Theod.  I  will.  lExtunt, 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 


^  Enter  Leonardo,  and  Sanchio  (carried  by  tvo 
servants  in  a  chair). 
Draw  liut  according  to  your  entertainment; 
Five  nobles'  worth  of  fury. 

Leo.  Sigiior  Alphonso, 
I  hope  no  discontent  from  my  will  given. 
Has  made  you  shun  njy  house :  I  ever  lov*d 

you  •*; 
And  credit  me,  amongst  my  fears  'tis  greatest 
To  minister  oflences. 

jilph.  Oh,  pood  signor, 
I  know  you  for  Italian  breed,  faii^tongu'd ! 
Spare  vour  apologies;  I  care  not  for  'em; 
As  little  for  your  love,  sir :  I  can  live 
Without  your  knowledge,  eat  mine  own,  and 

sleep 
Without  dependences,  or  hopes  upon  you. 
I  come  to  ask  my  daughter. 

Leo.  Gentle  sir !  [be, 

Afph,  I  am  not  gentle,  sir ;  nor  gentle  will 
*Till  I  have  justice,  my  poor  child  rcstor'd 
Your  caper-cutting  boy  lias  run  away  with, 
Young  signor  Smoolh-tuce;  he  that  takes  up 

wenches 
With  smiles  and  sweet  behaviours,  song«, 

and  sonnets  \ 
Your  hii;h-fed  jennet,  that  no  hed^^e  can  hold: 
They  say  you  bred  him  for  a  stallion. 
Sane.   I'y,  signor!    tliere  be  times,  and 
terms  of  honour 
To  argue  these  things  in,  decidcments  able 
To  speak  ye  noble  gentlemen,  ways  punctual. 
And  to  the  life  of  credit ;  you're  too  rugged.. 
Aiph.  I  am  too  tame,  sir. 
Leo,  Will  you  hear  but  reason? 
Alph.  No,  I  will  hear  no  reason ;  I  come 
not  hither 
To  be  popt  oiT  with  reason  ;  reason  their. 
Sane,  Why,  signor,   in  all  things   there 
must  be  method;  [tion. 

You  choke  the  child  of  Honour  else,  Discre- 
Do  you  conceive  an  injury .' 


Enter  Alphonso  and  a  Servant. 

AtpL  IT' NOCK  at  the  door. 
■*"^  Si:rv.  'Trs  open,  sir. 
Alph,  That's  all  (me ; 
Knock  when  I  bid  you. 

Serv.  Will  not  your  worship  "enter? 
Alph,  Will  not  you  learn  more  manners, 
sir,  and  do  that 
Your  master  bids  you  ?  Knock,  you  knave, 

or  ril  knock 

Such  a  round  peal  about  your  pate— I 

enter  [.VO"' 

Under  his  roof,  or  come  to  say  '  God  save 

To  him,  the  son  of  whose  base  dealings  has 

undone  me  *■»  ? 
(Knock  louder !   louder  yet !)  I'll  starve  and 

rot  first ; 
This  open  air  is  every  man's. 
i  Serv,  [wi7A*n.]  Come  in,  sir. 

Enter  Second  Servant. 

Alph,  No,  no,  sir;  1  m  none  of  tliese  *  Comc- 
in-sirs,' 
None  of  those  visitants :  Bid  your  wise  master 
Come  out ;  I  have  to  talk  unto  him ;  go,  sir ! 

2  Serv,  Your  worship  may  be  welcome. 

Alph.  Sir,  I  will  not; 
I  come  not  to  be  welcome.     Good  my  three 

ducats, 
My  pickled  sprat  a-<Iay,  and  no  oil  to't, 
And  once  a-ycar  a  cotton  coat !  leave  prating, 
And  tell  your  master  I  am  here. 

2  Serv.  I  will,  sir. — 
This  is  a  strange  old  man.  [£j-//. 

Alph.  I  welcome  to  him  ? 
I'll  be  first  welcome  to  a  pest-house.  Sirrah, 
Let's  have  your  valour  now  cas'd  up,  and 

quiet ; 
When  an  occasion  calls,   'tis  wisdom  in  you, 
A  servingman's  discretion :  If  you  do  draw, 

**  The  son  of  whose  Imse  dialings — ]  The  oddness  of  the  phrase,  the  son  nf  base  dealings, 
and  the  length  of  the  line,  make  me  mightily  inclined  to  believe  the  original  might  have 
been  expressed  thus : 

*  To  him,  whose  soh*s  base  dealings  has  undone  me.'  Sympson. 

Although  the  text  is  somewhat  licentious,  it  is  probably  genuine,  and,  we  think,  prefer- 
able to  Sympson's  variation. 

«5  lever  lov'dyou,]  These  words  are  only  .in  first  folio,  from  which  we  have  recovered 
them. 


Act  2.  Scene  1.] 
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Alpk.  What  then,  sir? 
Sane.  Then  follow  it  io  fair  terms;  let 
your  sword  bite. 
When  lime  calls,  not  ypur  tongue. 

Alph,  I  know,  sir, 
Both  when  and  whatto  do,  without  directions, 
And  where,  and  how;  I  come  not  to  be  tu- 
tor*d ;  [siirnor ! 

My  cause  is  no  man*s  but  mine  own.     You, 
Will  you  restore  my  daughter? 
Lw.  Who  detains  her? 
Alph.  No  more  of  these  slight  shifts  ! 

Zea.  You  urce  me,  signor,         [err'd 

With  strange  injustice :  Because  my  son  1ms 
Sane.  Mark  him.  [low 

Leo,  Out  of  the  heat  of  youth,  does*t  fol- 
I  must  be  fifther  of  his  crimes  ? 

Alph.  I  say  still,  r<^a"?^>ter, 

Leave  off  your  rhetVick,  and  restore  my 
And  suddenly;  bring  in  your  rebel  too, 
Mountdragon,  he  that  mounts  without  com- 
mission, 
That  I  may  see  him  puniSh'd,  and  severely  ; 
Or,  by  that  holy  Meav'n,  Til  lire  your  house ! 
And  there's  my  way  of  honour. 

Sanc»  'Pray  give  me  leave. 
Was  not  man  made  the  uoblest  creature? 
Alpk.  Well,  sir? 

Sane.  Should  not  his  mind  then  answer  to 
his  making,  [be, 

And  to  his  mind  his  actions?  If  thison^ht  to 
Why  do  we  run  a  blind  way  from  our  worths. 
And  cancel  our  discrction:«,doino;  those  things 
To  cure  offences,  are  the  most  offences  ? 
We*ve  rules  of  justice  in  us  ;  to  tliose  rules 
Let  us  apply  our  angers:  You  can  consider 
The  want  in  others  of  these  terminations, 
And  how  unfurnish*d  tl.-y  uppear. 

Alph.  Hang  others  !  [spt^cts ! 

And,  where  the  wrongs  are  open,  hang  re-  - 
I  come  not  to  consider. 

Leo.  Noble  sir, 
Let's  argue  coolly,  and  consider  like  men. 
Alph.  Like  men  ? 
Leo.  You  are  too  sudden  still. 
Alph.  Like  men,  sir?  [nour. 

Sane.  It  is  fair  language,  and  allied  to  ho- 
Aiph.  Why,  what  strange  beast  would  your 
grave  reverence 
Make  me  appear  ?  Like  men  ? 

Sane.  Taste  but  that  point,  iir,  / 

And  you  recover  all.  • 

Alph.  I  tell  thy  wisdom, 

I  am  as  much  a  man,  and  as  ^ood  a'man 

Leo,  All  this  is  granted,  sir. 

Alph.  As  wise  a  man 

Sane.  You  are  not  tainted  that  way. 
Alph.  And  a  man  [man. 

Dares  make  tlice  no  man ;  or  at  best,  a  base 
Sane.  Fy,  fy  !  here  wants  much  carriage. 
Alph.  Hang  much  carriage  ! 
Leo.  Give  roe  good  language. 
Alph,  Sirrah  signur,  give  me  my  daughter. 
Leo.  I  am  as  gentle  as  yourself,  as  free 
born* I 


Sane.  Observe  his  wnv. 

Leo.  As  much  respect  ow'd  tcTmc 

Sane.  This  hangs  together  nobly. 
Leo.  And  for  civil,  [daughter  f 

A  great  deal  more,  it  seems.  Go  look  your 
Sane.  There  you  went  well  off,  signor. 
1^0.  That  rough  tongue 
You  understand  at  first.  You  never  think,  sir, 
Out  of  your  mightiness,  of  my  loss;  here  I 

stand, 
A  patient  anvil  to  your  burning  angers, 
Made  subject  to  your  dangers ;  ytt  my  Joss 
Who  shall  bring  home  my  son  ?  [equal  i 

Alph.  A  whipping  ttcadlc. 
Leo.  Why,  is  your  daughter  whurish? 

Alph.  Ha,  thou  dar'st  not 

By  Heav*n,  I  know  thou  dar*st  not 

Leo.  I  dare  more,  sir. 
If  you  dare  be  uncivil. 
Alph.  Laugh  too,  pigeon  ? 
Sane.  A  fitter  time,foi-  Fame's  sake  I  two 
weak  nurses  [coming, 

VVould  laugh  at  this.  Are  there  no  more  days 
No  ground  but  this  to  argue  on  ?  No  sworia 

left. 
Nor  friends  to  carry  this,  but  your  own  furies  ? 
Alas !  it  shews  too  weakly. 

Alph.  Let  it  shew!  [sirrah? 

I  come  not  here  fi>r  shows.     Laugh  at  me 
ril  give  vou  cause  to  laugh. 
Leo.  You  are  as  like,  sir, 
As  any  man  in  Spain. 

Alp'h.  By  Hcav'n,  I  will ; 
1  will,  brave  Leonardo  ! 
Leo.  Brave  Alpliouso, 
I  will  expect  it  then. 

Sane.  Hold  ye  there  both ! 
Thebe  terms  are  noble. 

Alph.  You  sliall  hear  shortly  from  mc. 
Satic.  Now  discreetly. 
Alph.  Assure  yourself  you  shall.     Do  you 
see  this  sword,  sir?  »^ 

He  has  not  cast  his  teeth  yet. 

Sane.  Rarely  carried  !  [signor, 

^  Alph.  He  bftes  deep,  most  times  mortal : 
ril  hound  him  at  thee ;  fair  and  home. 
Sane.  Still  nobly.  fyou. 

Alph.  And  at  all  those  that  dare  maintain 
Sane.  Excellent! 

Leo.  ifow  you  shall  please,  sir,  so  it  be  fair; 
tbo'  certain 
I'd  rather  give  you  reason. 

Sane.  Fairly  urg'd  too  !  [reason 

Alph.  This  is  no  age  for  reason :  prick  your 

Upon  your  sword's  point 

Sane.  Admirably  folio w'd  I 
Alph.  And  there  I'll  hear  it.     So,  'till  I 
please,  live,  sir.  [KjcU. 

I^o.  And  so,  farewell!  youVe  welcome. 
^  Sane.  Th'  end  crown  all  tilings. 
Signor,  some  little  business  past,  this  cause 

ril  argue. 
And  be  a  peace  between  ye,  ift-so  please  you. 
And  by  the  square  of  honour  to  the  utmost. 
I  feel  the  old  lian's  master*d  by  much  passion, 
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And  too  liifih  rack'd,  which  luakcs'bim  ovcr^ 

&hoot  all 
His  valour  should  direct  at.  and  hurt  those 
That  stand  but  by  as  blcncliers.  I'Uis  he  must 

know  too, 
As  nece>5sary  t(»  liis  judgment ;  dotiiis  women 
Are  neither  safe  nor  wise  adventurers,  con- 
ceive me,  [then 
it  once  their  wills  have  wander'd  :  Nor  is't 
A  time  to  use  our  rav;es;  for  why  should  I 
Bite  at  t\\K  stone,  when  he  that  throws  it 

wronuLS  me? 
Do  not  wc  know  that  women  are  most  wooers, 
I'ho*  closest  in  their  carriaij;e  ?  Don't  ail  men 
know,  fern, 

Scarce  all  the  compass  of  the  globe  can  hold 
If  tht'ir  affections  be  a- foot?  Shall  J  then  covet 
The  follies  of  a  she-fool,  that  by  natTlre 
IMust  seek  her  hke,  by  reason  be  a  woman? 
Sink  a  tail  ship,  because  the  snils  ileCy  nte? 
Ko,  I  disdain  that  fqlly  ;  he  that  ventures 
AVhilst  they  are  Ht  to  put  him  on,  has  found 

out 
The  everlasting  motion  in  his  scabbard  '^ 
I  doubt  not  to  make  peace.  And  so,  for  this 
My  i'est  love  and  remembrance!  (time, 

Ijco,  Your  poor  servant  I  [Extant. 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Dicgo^  Philippo,  and  TheoUtma, 
yiiU.   Where  will  our  horses  meci  us? 
Vifgo,  Fear  not  you,  sir; 
Some  iiaif-mile  hence  my  worship's  man  will 
stay  us.  f jovial ; 

Mow  is  it  with  my  young  bloods  ?  Come,  be 
Let's  travel  like  a  merry  flock  of  wild  gccsc, 
Every  tongue  talking. 

Pliil.  We  are  very  merry. 
But  do  you  know  this  way,  sir? 

I'heok.  Is't  not  dangerous? 
Methiuks  these  woody  thickets  should  har- 
bour knaves. 
Diego,  1  fear  none  but  fair  wenches;  tliose 
are  thieves 
May  quickly  rob  me  of  my  good  conditions. 
If  they  cry  stand  once.    But  the  best  is, 

signers. 
They  cannot  bind  my  hands;  for  any  else, 
They  meet  an  equal  knave,  and  tiiere*s  my 

passport. 
I've  seen  fine  sport  in  this  place;  had  these 
trees  tongues,  [tho* ; 

They'd  tell  ye  pretty  matters:  Don't  you  fear 
They  are  not  every  day's  delights. 

Phil.  Wliat  sport,  sir?  [sports. 

D'u'go,  W'hy,  to  say  true,  the  sport  of  all 
Fhil.  Whatwas't?  [yuu  know 

Diego,  Such  tuniing-up  of  taffctaes !  and 


To  what  rare  whistling  tunes  they  go,  far  be- 
yond 

A  soft  wind  in  the  shrouds ;  such  sland  there. 

And  down  i*  th'  other  place !  such  suppiica^ 
tions 

And  sub-divisions  for  those  toys  their  honours! 

One, *  As  you  area  gentleman,'  in  this  bush ; 

And  *  Oh,  sweet  sir,  wliat  mean  you  ?  There's 
a  bracelet, 

*  And  use  me,  I  beseech  you,  like  a  woman !' 
And  her  petition's  heard  ;  anotlier  sci-atcix.>s. 
And  Cries  she'll  die  first,   and  then  swoons ; 

but  certain  [after. 

She's  brouji^ht  to  life  again,  and  does  well 
Another,  *•  Save  mine  honour,  oh,  mine  ho- 
nour! [kitchen; 
'  My  husband  serves  the  duke,  sir,  in  his 

*  1  liave  a  cold  pie  for  you ;  i'y^  fy,  fy,  gen- 

tlemen! "     [Imud,'' 

*  Will  nothing  satisfy  yon?  where's  my  hus- 
Another  cries,  '  D'ye  see,  sir,  1k)w  they  use 

*  Is  tliere  nu  law  for  these  things?*  [me? 

Thcod.  And,  good  mine  host. 
Do  you  call  these  fine  sports? 

Diego.  What  should  I  call  'em? 
They've  been  s>o  call*d  tlicse  thousand  years 
and  upwards. 

Phil.  But  what  becomes  o'  th'  men  ? 

Diego.  They're  stript  and  bound, 
Like  so  many  Adams,  with  tig-leaves  afore 
And  there's  their  innocence.  [*(mii, 

Thevd.  'W'ould  we  had  known  this. 
Before  we  reach 'd  this  place ! 

PhiL  Come,  there's  no  danger; 
These  ai'c  but  sometimes  chances. 

Enter  Incubo^'f. 


Diceo.  Now  we  must  through. 

Theod.  Who's  that? 

Dieeo.  Stand  to  it,  signors ! 

Phil.  No,  it  needs  not; 
I  know  the  face,  'tis  honest.  - 

hic.  What,  mine  host. 
Mine  everlasting  honest  host? 

Diego.  Mass,  Baily  ? 
Now,  in  the  name  of  an  ill  reckoning. 
What  make  you  walking  this  round  ?' 

Inc.  A  pox  of  this  round,  [rascal?, 

'  And  of  all  business  too,   thro' woods  !  and, 
They've  rounded  roe  away  a  dozen  ducats, 
Ekbidcs  a  fair  round  cloak:  Some  of  'cm 

knew  ^e, 
Else  they  had  cas'd  me  like  a  cony  too,  [me, 
As  they  have  done  the  rest,and  I  tliink  roasted 
For  they  began  to  baste  me  soundly.    My 
yoiing  signors,  [hourly, 

You  may  thank  Heav'n,  and  heartily,  ami 
You  set  not  out  so  early ;  y'  had  been  suioak'd 
else, 

**  He  that  ventures,  &c.]  This  is  rather  obscure ;  but  signifies,  *  He  that  will  draw  his 
*  sword  as  often  as  women's  conduct  gives  him  cause,  will  never  let  it  rest  in  the  scabbard.' 

•' .En/er  Bailiff.]  Tlie  former  editions  make  strange  confusion  with  Incubo's  charjicitr, 
calling  him  in  some  scenes  by  his  name,  and  in  others  Bailiff,  as  if  Uiey  were  two  distinct 
characters.    This  error  is  now  corrected. 
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By  this  true  hand  ye  had,  sirs,  finely  smoakM ; 
Had  ye  been  women,  smock 'd  too. 
Theod.  Heav'ii  defend  us! 
Inc,  Nay,  that  had  been  no  prayer ;  there 
were  those  f  too. 

That  run  that  prayer  out  of  breath,  yet  faird 
There  was  a  friar,  now  you  talk  of  prayer, 
With  an  liuge  bunch  of  beads,  like  a  rope  of 

onions, 
(Vm  sure  as  big)  that,  out  of  fear  and  prayer, 
III  half-aii-hour  wore  'cm  as  small  as  bugles; 
Yet  he  vvUs  flead  too. 

FhiL  At  what  hour  was  this  ? 
Inc.  Some  two  hours  since.  [now? 

T*,eod.    D*  you   think  the  passage   sure 
Inc,  Yes,  a  rope  take  Vnn  (as  it  will)  and 
bless  'em ! 
They've  done  for  this  day  sure. 
J^hil,  Are  many  rifled  ? 
Inc,  At  the  least  a  dozen, 
And  there  left  bound. 

Theod,  How  came  you  free  ? 
Inc.  A  courtesy  [qucath 

They  use,  out  of  their  rogueships,  to  be- 
To  one,  that,  when  they  ^ive  a  sign  from  far, 
^VVhich  is  from  out  of  danger)  be  may  pre- 
sently 
Release  the  rest :  As  I  met  youi  I  was  going, 
liaving  the  sign  from  yonder  hill  to  do  it. 
Theod,  Alas,  poor  men! 
yhil.  Mine  host,  'pray  go  unty  *em: 
Diego,  Let  me  ulonc  for  cancelling  1  where 

are  they  ? 
Inc,  In  every  bush,  like  black- birds;  you 

can't  miss  'em. 
Diego.  I  need  not  stalk  unto 'em.     [Exit, 
Inc.  No,  they'll  stiind  you,  [der 

My  busy  life  for  yours,  sir.  You  would  won- 
To  see  the  several  tricks  and  strange  beha- 
viours 
Of  the  poor  rascals  in  their  miseries:  [ing. 
One  weeps,  another  laughs  at  him  for  weep- 
A  third  is  monstrous  angry  he  can  laugh, 
And  cries,  *  Go  to !  tliis  is  no  time ;'  he  laughs 

still ; 
A  fourth  exhorts  to  patience ;  him  a  fifth  man 
Curses  for  tameness;  hira  a  friar  schools; 
All  hoot  the  friar;  here  one  sings  a  ballad; 
And  there  a  little  curate  confutes  him : 
And  in  this  bnsey-woolsey  way,  that  would 

make  a  dog 
{-"orget  his  dinner,  or  an  old  man  fire, 
They  rub  out  for  tiieir  ransoms.    Amongst 

the  rest, 
There  is  a  little  boy  robb'd,  a  fine  child, 
It  scenes  a  pase:  i  n^ust  cpnfess  my  pity 
(As  'tis  a  hard  thing  in  a  man  of  my  place 
To  shew  compassion)  stirr'd  at  him ;  so  finely, 
And  without  noise,  lie  carries  his  afflictions, 
And  looks  as  if  he  had  butdream'd  of  losing. 

JEnUr  Diego,  qnd  Leocadia  and  others  as 
robbed. 
This  boy's  the  glory  of  this  robbery ; 
The  rest  but  shame  the  action.  Now  ye  may 
hear  'em, 


Diego.  Come,  lads,  'tis  holy-day;   hang 
cloatlis;  'tis  hot. 
And  sweating  agues  are  abroad. 

1  Passenger.  It  seems  so ; 
For  we  have  met  with  rare  physicians 
To  cure  us  of  that  malady. 

Diego.  Fine  footing,  f  Frinr, 

Li^ht  and  deliver ;  now,  ray  bnys  !  Ma<^ter 
Uow  does  your  holi^iess?  Bear  up,  man  !  what, 
A  cup  of  neat  sack  now,  and  a  toast  ?   hu, 

i'riur? 
A  warm  plaister  to  your  belly,  father ! 
There  were  a  blessing  now  ! 
Friar,  You  say  your  mind,  sir. 
Diego.  Where's  my  fine  boy,  my  pointer? 
Inc.  Thrre's  the  wonder. 
Diego.  A  rank  whore  scratch  their  sides 
till  the  pox  follow 
For  robhing  thee !  thou  hast  a  thousand  ways 
To  rob  thyself,  hoy;  dice,  and  a  chamher- 
Leoc,  You  are  deceived,  sir.  [devil. 

Diego.  And  thy  master  too,  boy. 
Fhii,  A   sweet-fac'd   boy,   indeed !  wliat 
rogues  were  these,  [beauty  ? 

What  barbarous,  brutish  slaves,  to  strip  this 
Theod.  Come  hither,  my  buy.    Alas!  he's 
cold:  Mine  host, 
We  must  entreat  your  cloak. 
Diego,  Can  you  entreat  it? 
Phil.  We  do  presume  so  much;  you've 

other  garments. 
Diego,  Will  you  entreat  those  too? 
Theod.  Your  mule  must  too 
To  the  next  town ;  you  say  'tis  near:  Tn  fiity. 
You  cannot  see  this  poor  hoy  perish ;  I  know 
You  have  a  better  soul.  VVe'll  satisfy  you. 
Diego,  Tis  a  strange  foolish  trick  1  have,  - 
but  I  can't  help  it;  [tions; 

I'm  ever  cozen'd  with  mine  own  commenda-> 
It  IS  determin'd  then  I  shall  be  rohb'd  too, 
To  make  up  vantage  to  this  dozen.  Here,  sir; 
Heav'ii  has  provided  you  a  simple  garment 
To  set  you  otF;  'pray  keep  it  handsomer 
Than  you  kept  your  own,  and  let  me  have  it 

render'd, 
Briish'd  and  discreetly  folded. 
l^oc.  I  thank  you,  sir, 
Diego.  Who  wants  a  doublet? 
2  Pass.  I. 

Diego.  Where  will  you  ha\"e  it  ? 
•    ^  Poms,  Fi*om  you,  sir,  if  you  please. 
Diego.  Oh,  there's  the  point,  sir. 
Phil.  My  honest  friends,    I'm  sorry  for 
your  fortunes; 
But  tliat's  but  poor  relief:  Here  are  ten  du- 
And  to  your  distribution,  holy  sir,       [cats; 
I  render  'em,  and  let  it  be  your  care 
To  see  *em,  as  your  wants  are,  well  divided. 
Diego.  Plain  dealing  now,  my  friends;  and, 
father  Friar, 
Set  me  tlie  saddle  right !  no  wringins,  Friar, 
Nor  tithing  to  the  (^urch !  these  are  no  duties; 
Scour  me  your  conscience  !  if  the  devil  tempt 
Off  with  your  cord^  and  swinge  him !     [you, 
Friar,  You  say  well,  sir> 
All,  Hcav'u  keep  your  goodness  I 
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Theod.  Peace  keep  you  ?  Farewell,  friends! 

Die^o^  FarcwelJ,  hglit-horse-men ! 

[Exeunt  the  robbed, 

PhiL  Which  way  tfavel  you,  sir  ? 

Inc.  To  the  next  town. 

Theod.  Do  you  want  any  thing? 

Inc.  Only  discretion  to  travel  at^ood  hours, 
And  some  warm  mcatto  inoderati'  this  matter; 
For  I  am  most  outrageous,  cruel  hungry. 

Diego.  I  havci  a  stomach  too,  such  as  it  is, 
Would  pose  a  right  good   pasty;   I   thank 
Ileav'n  for't. 

Inc.  Cheese,  that  ^^^uld  break  the  tc?eth 
of  a  new  handsaw, 
I  could  endure  now  like  an  ostrich*';  or  s^t 
That  Ca?sar  left  in  pickle.  [beef, 

P/iil,  Take  no  care; 
We'll  have  meat  for  you,  and  enough.*   J*  th* 
mean  time,  [us; 

Keep  you  the  horse-way,  lest  the  fellow  miss 
We'll  meet  you  at  the  end  o'  ih'  wood. 

Diego.  Make  haste  then. 

[Exeunt  Diego  and  Inc. 

Thcod,  My  pretty  sir,  till  your  necessities 
Be  full  supplied,  soplease  you  trust  our  friend- 
We  must  not  part.  [ships ! 

Leoc.  You've  pulFd  a  charge  upon  you ; 
Yet  such  a  one  as  ever  shall  be  thankful. 

Phil.  You've  said  enough.  May  I  be  bold 
to  ask  you. 
What  province  you  were  bred  in  ?  and  of 
what  parents?  [lutia, 

Leoc.  You  may,  sir:  I  was  born  in  Anda- 
My  name  Frapcisco,  son  to  don  Uenriques 
De  Cardinas. 

Theod.  Our  noble  neighbour ! 

Phil,  Son  to  don  Henriques  ?  [sir, 

I  knjw  the  {gentleman ;  And,  by  your  leaye,  , 
I  know  he  has  no  son. 

2>oc.  None  of  hi  sown,  sir,  [brother 

Which  makes  him  put  that  right  upon  his 
Don  Sanchio's  children:  One  of  which  I  am. 
And  therefore  do  not  much  err. 

Phil.  Still  you  do,  sir, ' 
For  neither  has  don  Sanchio  any  son  ; 
A  daughter,  and  a  rare  one,  is  his  heir, 
Which,  tlio'  I  never  was  so  blest  tp  see, 
y^-t  I  have  heard  great  good  of. 


Thtod.  Urge  no  further! 
He  is  ashamed,  anc}  blushes. 

Phil.  Sir, 
If 't  mi^ht  import  you  to  conceal  yourself, 
I  ask  your  mercy,  I  have  bech  so  curious. 

Le(tc,  Alas!  I  ippst  ask  yours,  sir,  for 

these  lies ;  [ing 

Yet  they  were  piseful  ones ;  for  by  the  plaim- 

Such  noble  parents,  I  believM  yonr  bounties 

Would  sh)ew  more  gracious.  The  plain  truth 

is,  gentlemen, 
I  am  don  Sanchio'^  steward's  son,  a  wild  boy, 
That  for  the  fruits  of  his  unhappiness 
Is  f«in  to  seek  the  wars. 

Tlieod.  This  is  a  lie  too. 
If  1  have  any  ear9. 

PhiL  Why? 

Thpod.  Mark  his  language, 
And  you  sh^ll  find  it  of  too  swpet  a  relish 
For  one  of  such  a  breed.    I'll  pawn  my  hand. 
This  is  no  boy. 

Phil.  No  boy?  what  would  you  have  him? 

Tlieod.  I  know  lio  boy:  1  ^-atch'd  how 
fearfully,                   :                  ■ 
And  yet  how  suddenly,  be  cur'd  his  lies, 
The  right  wit  of  a  woman ;  pow  I'm  sure r 

Phil.  What  afe  you  sure  ? 

Theod.  That  'tislio  boy;  III  burn  in't. 

P^il.  Now  I  consider  better,  and  take 
counsel, 
Methinks  he  shews  more  s^^etness  iii  that 
Than  his  fears  dare  deliver.  [face, 

Theod.  No  more  talk  ou't! 
There  hangs  some  great  weigfit  by  it ;  soor^ 
I'll  tell  you  more.  [at  night 

PhiL  Come,  sir,  whate'er  you  are. 
With  us,  embrace  your  liberty,  and  our  felps 
In  any  need  you  have. 

Leoc.  All  my  poor  service  [ers. 

Shall  be  at  your  command,  sir,  and  my  pray- 

PhiL  Let's  walk  apace;  hunger  viill  cut 
tlieir  throats  else.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  "Rodorigo  and  Marc-Antonio^* ;  tw9 
chairs  set  out. 

Rod,  Call  up  the  master. 


'•^Cheese 

I  could  endure  now ]  What  my  hosf  means  is  plain  and  easy,  viz.  That  he  could 

di^^^st  cheese  which  would  break  a  handsaw's  teeth,  his  stomach  being  as  strong  as  tlmtof  an 
ostrich.  But  I  believe  no  dictionary  of  our  language  will  furnish  us  with  such  a  sense  of  die  word 
endure.^  I  have  therefore  taken  the  liberty  to  substitute  what  I  really  believe  was  the  original 
reading',  xiz.  endue,  or  endew.  Tis  a  term  in  falconry  which  Bloome  explains  thus  :  Endev, 
■  is  %vhen  an  hawk  digest^ith  her  me^t,  that  she  not  only  dischargeth  her  gorge  thereof,  but 
likewise  cleanseth  her  pannel.        Sytnpson, 

We  tliiuk  this  variation  too  forced  to  have  place  in  the  text. 

'*  Enter  Rodorigo^  Marc-Antonio,  and  a  §hip-maBter.]  But  if  the  latter  entered  with  the 
twofonner,  what  occasion  for  Rodorigo's  ordering  him  to  be  call^  up^  The  direction  in  the 
folio  of  1647  is  more  ridiculous  still;  because  these  three  persons  are  placed  at  thie  head  of 
the  scene  as  in  the  octavo,  and  yet  the  Master  is  made  to  answer,  within,        Sympson. 

Mr.  Sympson  is  here  very  severe  on  the  Editors  who  preceded  him,  and  yet  seems  more 
reprehensible  himself;  for  (in  his  edition)  he  omits  the  Master's  entrance,  yet  mentions  his 
departure;  he  calls  it '  ridiculous'  for  the  first  folio  to  make  him  speak  within^  and  yet  allows 
hini  ^0  s/;ea/;,  though  neitlier  s^t^Ain  nor  jM-esen/. 
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Master  [witkin].  Here,  sir. 

Rnd,  Honest  master, 
Give  order  all  the  ^allies  with  this  tide 
Fall  round,  and  near  upon  us ;  that  the  next 

wind 
We  may  weigh  off  together,  and  recover 
The  port  of  Barcelojia,  without  parting. 

Master  \jaithin\.  Your  pleasure's  done,  sir. 

Kod.  Si«;nor  Marc-Antonio, 
Till  meat  be  ready,  let's  sit  here,  and  pre- 
Our  stomachs  with  discourses.  [pare 

Marc.  What  you  please,  sir. 

Rod,  Tray  you  answer  me  to  this  doubt. 

Marc,   If  I  can,  sir. 

Rod.  Why  should  such  plants  as  you  are. 
Pleasure's  children, 
That  owe  their  blushing  years  to  gentle  ob- 
jects, 
Tenderly  bred,  and  brought  up  in  all  full- 
Desire  the  stubborn  warsr  [ness, 

Marc.  In  those  *tis  wonder,         [honour: 
That  make  iheirease  tiieirgod,  and  not  their 
But,  nohle  general,  my  end  is  other ; 
Desire  of  knowledge,  sir,  and  hope  o^  tying 
Discretion  to  my  time,  which  only  shews  me. 
And  not  my  years,  a  man,  and  makes  that 

more 
VVhich  we  call  handsome ;  the  rest  is  but 

boy*s  beauty. 
And  with  the  boy  consumed. 

llod.  You  argue  well,  sir. 

Marc.  Nor  do  1  wear  my  youth^  as  they 

wear  breeches,  [g^r? 

For  object,  but  for  use ;  my  strength  for  dan- 

(Which  is  the  liberal  part  of  man)  not  dalli- 

The  wars  must  be  my  mistress,  sir.     [aucc: 

Rod,  Oh,  sign  or, 
You'll  find  her  a  rough  wench. 

Marc,  When  she  is  won  once, 
She'll  shew  the  sweeter,  sir. 

Rod.  You  can  be  pleas'd  though, 
Sometimes  to  take  a  tamer  ? 

Marc,  Tis  a  truth,  sir ; 
So,  she  be  hundsome,  and  not  ilUcondition'd. 

Rod,  A  soldier  should  not  be  so  curious. 

Marc.  !•  can  make  shift  with  any  for  a 
heat,  sir. 

Rod.  Nay,  there  you  wrong  your  youth  too; 
anddiowever 
You're  pleas'd  t'appear  to  me,  which  shews 
well,  signor,  [fyj 

A  tonghcrsoul  than  your  few  yea/scan  testi- 
Yet,  uiy  young  sir,  out  of  mine  own  experi- 
ence 
Wlienmy  spring  was,  Fm  able  to  confute  you, 


And  say,  y'hkd  rather  come  to  th'  shock  of 

eyesy 
And  boldly  march  up  to  your  mistress'  mouth, 
Than  to  the  cannon's. 

Marc.  That's  as  their  lading  is,  sir. 

Rod,  There  be  trenches 
Fitter  and  warmer  for  your  years,  and  safer, 
Than  where  the  bullet  plays. 

Marc.  There's  it  I  doubt)  sir. 

Rod.  Xou'll  easily   find  that  faith.     But 
come,  be  liberal ; 
What  kind  of  woman  could  you  make  best 
wars  with  ? 

Marc,  They're  all  but  heavy  marches. 

Rod.  Fy,  Marc-Antopio! 
Beauty  in  no  more  reverence? 

Marc.  In  the  sex,  sir, 
I  honour  it,  and  next  to  honour,  lore  it, 
For  there  is  only  beauty ;  and  that  sweetness, 
That  was  first  meant  for  modesty,  sever  it, 
And  put  it  in  one  woman,  it  appears  not; 
'Tis  of  too  rare  a  nature,  she  too  gross 
To  mingle  with  it 

Rod,  This  is  a  mere  heresy. 

Marc  W hich  makes  *em  ever  mending;  for 
that  gloss 
That  cozens  us  for  beauty,  is  but  bravery, 
An  outward  show  of  things  well  set,  noiiiorc: 
Forheav'nly  beauty  is  as  Ilcav'n  itself,  sir, 
Too  excellent  fol- object,  and  what's  seen 
Is  but  the  veil  tlien,  airy  clouds  *» :  Grant  this. 
It  may  be  seen,  'tis  but  like  stars  in  twinklings. 

Rod   'Twas  no  small  study  in  their  libra- 
ries 
Brought  you  to  this  experience.     But  what 
think  you  •    .  [beauty  ? 

Of  that  fair  red  and  white,  which  we  call 

Marc,  Why,  'tis  our  creature,  sir;  we  give 
it  'em  [tain 

Because  we  like  t! lose  colours ;  else  'tis  cer- 
A  blue  face  with  a  motley  nose  would  do  it, 
And  be  as  great  a  beauty,  so  we  lov'd  it : 
That  we  cannot  give,  which  i^  only  beauty, 
Is  a  fair  mind. 

Rod,  By  this  rule,  all  our  choices 
Are  to  no  ends. 

Marc,  Except  the  dull  end,  doing. 

Rod,  Then  all  to  you  seem  equal  ? 

Marc.  Very  true,  sir. 
And  that  makes  equal  dealing :  I  love  any 
That's  worth  love. 

Rod,  How  long  love  you,  signor? 

Marc.  Till  f  have  other  business. 

Rod.  Do  you  never 
Love  stcdfastly  one  woman  ? 


-what  is  seen 


Is  but  the  vail  then,  airy  clouds; — ]  The  monosyllable  then  seems  not  to  have  anv  good 
authority  for  standing  here,  as  having  nothing  to  which  it  refers.  1  suspect  a  corruption  as 
well  in  the  sense,  as  in  the  pointing,  and  that  it  stood  originally  thus: 

' what  is  seen 

*  Is  but  the  vail,  thirty  airy  clouds,'  &c.         Sj/mpSfm, 
The  variation  is  not  amiss  ;  but  the  old  text  is  good  sense,  and  we  believe  genuine.  Then 
is  very  naturally  placed  here,  and  follows  up  tlie  argument;  which  is,  ^  Beauty  is  invisible; 
•  what  is  seen  then  is  but  the  veil/ 
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Marc.  Tis  a  toil,  sir, 
like  riding  in  one  road  perpetually; 
It  offcn  no  varif-ty. 

Rod.  llight,  youth  !  fthink 

lie  niu«t  uceds  make  a  soldier.  Nor  do  you 
One  woman  can  love  one  man  ? 

Marc.  Yes,  that  may  be,  [rant, 

Tho'  it  appear  not  oftfi'i ;  they're  thinjjs  ii;no- 
And  therefore  apt^  to  that  superstition 
Of  dotins;  fondness.  Yet,  of  late  years,  si&rnor, 
That  world's  well  mended  with  'em;  fewer 
are  found  now  [all 

That  love  at  length,  pud  to  the  right  mark ; 
Stir  now,  a*;  the  lime  stirs;  fame  and  fashion 
Are^ends  they  aim  at  n*'w,  and  to  make  that 
That  wiser  ajxes  held  amhitiou  :  [love 

They  that  cannot  reach  this  may  lorehy  index; 
By  e\ery  day's  5ur\'eying  who  licst  promises. 
Who  has  done  be&t,  who  may  do,  and  who 

mended 
May  come  to  do  ai^ain;  who  appears  neatest 
Kither  in  new-stampt  cloaths,  or  courtesies, 
Done  but  from  hand  to  mouth  neither ;  nor 

love  they  these  things 
XiOOger  than  new  are  making,  nor  that  suc- 
cession 
Beyond  the  next  fair  feather.  Take  the  city. 
There  they  go  to't  by  gold-weight,  no  gain 

from 'em, 
All  tliey  can  work  by  fire  and  water  to  'em, 
Profit  is  all  they  p4)int  at;  if  there  lie  love, 
Tis  ihew*d  ye  by  so  dark  a  light,  to  bear  out 
The  bracks  and  old  btains  in't,  that  ye  may 
purchase  [less. 

Prench  velvet  better  cheap ;  all  loves  are  end: 

Hod.  Taith,  if  you  have  a  mistress,  *wou  Id 
she  heard  you ! 

Marc.  Twere  but  the  ventVing  of  my  place, 
or  swearino; 
I  mcf^nt  it  but  fof  arguiQent,  as  schoolmen 
Dispute  high  questions. 

nod.  What  a  world  i«»  tliis,  [are, 

"When  younj;  m^-n  dare  determine  what  those 
Age  and  the  best  experience  neVr  couid  aim 
at! 

Marc.  They  were  thick-eye'd  tlien,  sir; 
now  the  print  is  bigirer. 
And  they  may  read  their  fortunes  without 

Rtxi.  l)id  yo'i  ne'er  love?         [spectacles. 

j^/firc.  'Faith,  je«j  once  after  supp«r, 
And  the  fit  held  'till  mid:n»Ut. 

Rod.  Hot,  or  shaLintE  ? 

Marc.  To  say  true,  both, 

Jiod.  How  did  you  rid  it? 

Marc.  'Ihii9,s)r; 
]  laid  my  hand  upon  my  heart,  and  ble^s'd  me. 
And  then  said  over  certain  charms  I'd  Icarn'd 
Against  mad  dogs  (for  love  a^id  they're  all 

one); 
Iii«t,  thought  upon  a  windmill,  and  so  slcpt^ 
And  was  well  ever  after. 

Rod.  A  rare  physician  ! 
What  would  your  practice  gain  you  ! 

'Alarc,  The  wars  ended, 
1  mean  to  use  my  art,  and  have  these  fools 


Cut  in  the  head  like  cats,  to  save  the  Ving- 
Another  inquisition.  [don 

Rod.  So  old  a  soldier, 
Out  of  the  wars,  I  never  knew  yet  practised. 

Marc.  I  shall  mend  every  day.  But,  noble 
general. 
Believe  this,  hut  as  this  you  naro'd, discourses. 

Rod.  Oh,  you're  a  cunning  gaui*^§ter. 

Marc.  Mirths  and  toys 
To  cozen  time  withal ;  fur,  o*  my  troth,  sic, 
I  can  love;  I  think,  well  too,  we'll  ent>ugh ; 
And  think  as  well  of  women  as  they  are, 
Prt  tty  fantastic  iliinRS,  s'>inf  more  regardful. 
And  some  few  worth  a  service :  I'm  fco  houe^i, 
I  wish  'era  all  in  Heaven  ;  and  you  know  bow 
hard,  sir,  [ibiunals. 

Twill  he  to  pet  ia  liipre  wiUi  their  Rreat  t'ar- 

Rod.  Well,  Marc-Antonio,  I'd  not  lose  thy 
For  the  best  galley  1  command,      [company 

Mtirc.  'i-aith,  general. 
If  tffese  discourses  please  yoa,  I  shall  fit  you 
Once  every  day. 

Rod.  Thou  canst  not  please   roc  better. 
11  ark .  they  call  [  KtuKk  vtthin. 

Below  to  dinner :  You're  my  cabbin  guest; 
My  l>osom's,  so  you  please,  sir. 

*3iflrc.  Your  poor  servant!  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Ho$t  and  his  Wife. 

Host.  Let  'cm  liave  meat  enough,  womnn, 

half  a  hen;  [too; 

There  be  old  rotten  pilchards,  put  'em  off 

Tis  but  A  little  new  anointing  of  *em. 

And  a  strong  onion,  that  confounds  the  stink. 

Wife.  They  call  for  more,  sir. 

Jlatt.  Knock  a  dozen  CK^s  down  ; 
But  then  beware  your  wenches. 

Wife.  More  than  this  too. 

Host.  Worts,  worts,  and  make  'cm  por* 
ridge;  pop  'em  up,  wench; 
But  they  shall  pay  for  ri.lliscs. 

Wife.  All  this  is  nothing; 
They  call  for  kid  and  pniLridge. 

Host,  Wfll  rrmember'd; 
Wherc'b  the  falconer's  half  dog  he  left? 

Wife.  It  stinks,  sir; 
PaNt  all  hope  that  way.  - 

Hmt.  Run  it  o'er  with  garlick. 
And  make  a  Roman  dish  on't. 

Wife  'Pray  you  be  patient,  [men, 

And  get  provision  in :  Tliese  are  fine  {seutle- 
And  liberal  gentlemen ;  they've  umie  quare  ,* 
No  mans^y  muleteers,  nor  piuchiiig  po&ts, 
That  feed  upon  the  parings  of  musk-meloos 
And  radishes,  as  big  and  tough  as  rafters. 
Will  you  be  stirring  in  this  business  ?  Here's 

your  brother, 
Mine  old  host  of  ()ssuna,  as  wise  as  you  are, 
That  is,  as  knavish ;  if  you  put  a  trick, 
Take  heed  he  do  not  find  it. 

Hott.  I'll  be  wagging.  [Erit^ 

Wife.  Tisforyourowacommodi^.  Why, 
wenches ! 

Serv.  [wiiUn.l  Anon  forsooth. 


Act  S.  Scene  4.] 


LOVE'S  PILGHIMAGE. 


499 


Wife   Who  makes  a  fire  th^re?  and  who 

gets  ill  wnter?  [worship 

JLet  Oliver  go  to  the  justice,  and  heseech  Ui*i 

We  may  have  two  spits  going;  aiui,  tig  you 

hear,  Oruce  ? 
Let  him  invite  his  worship,  and  his  wife's 
To  the  left  meat  tomorrow.  [worship, 

Enter  Incttbo, 
•  Ine,  Where's  this  kitchen  ? 

Wife   £*en  at  the  next  door,  sigQor.  What, 
We  meet  but  seldom.  [old  don  ! 

hic,  'Pritliee  be  patient,  hostess; 
And  tell  me  where  the  meat  i». 

Wife,  Taith,  master  Baity, 
How  have  you  done?  and  how,  mau^  — 

Inc,  Good  sweet  hostess, 
What  slmll  we  have  to  dinner  ? 

Wife   How  does  your  woman  ? 
Apd  a  fine  woman  she  is,  and  a  good  woman. 
Lord,  how  you  bear  your  years  I 

Inc.  \s\  veal  or  mutton, 
Beef,  bacon,  pork,  kid,  pheasant?  or  all  these? 
And  are  tJiey  ready  ail?  ^ 

Wife.  I'he  hours  that  have  been 
Between  us  'two,  the  merry  hours :  Lord ! 

htc.  Hostess, 
Dear  hostess,  do  but  hear !  I  am  hungry. 

Wife    YouVe  merrily  disposed,  bir. 

Inc.  Monstrous  hungry,  [hither 

And  huu*^ry  after  muct)  meat!  I've  brought 
Kiii;ht  worshipful  to  pay  the  reckoning; 
Money  enough  too  with  'em  ;  desire  enough 
To  have  tiie  best  meat,  and  of  tiiat  enough 

too: 
Come  to  the  point,  sweet  wench ;  and  so  I 
kiss  thee. 

Wife.  You  shall  have  ^ny  thing,  and  in- 
Ere  you  can  lick  your  ears,  sir.        [scantly, 

Inc,  Portly  meat. 
Bearing,  substantial'Stuff,  and  fit  for  hunger, 
I  do  beseech  you,  hostess,  first ;  tlien  some 
light  garnish,  frets, 

Two  pheasants  in  a  dish;  if  you  have  leve- 
(Rather  for  way  of  ornament,  tiian  appetite) 
They  may  be  look'd  upon,  or  larki ;  fur  fish, 
'  Ab  there's  do  great  need,  so  1  would  not  wish 

you 
To  serve  above  four  dishes;  but  those  full 
You  liave  no  cheese  of  Parma?  [ones. 

Wife,  Very  old,  air. 

Inc.  I'he  less  will  serve  us;  somp  ten  pound. 

Wife.  Alas,  sir. 
We  have  not  half  these  dainties. 


Inc,  Peace,  good  hostess, 
And  make  us  hope  you  tiave. 

Wife.  You  shall  have  all,  sir— 
Inc,  That  may  be  got  for  money. 

Enter  Diego  and  a  Boy. 
Diego.  Where's  your  master?  [quor 

Bring  me  your  m<'ister.  Buy !  1  must  haVe  li- 
Fit  for  the  my  rmidons ;  no  dashing  now,  child, 
No  conjurings  hy  candle-light  1  i  know  all  ; 
Strike  me  the  oldest  sack,  a  piece  that  carries 
Poiui-blunk  to  this  place.  Boy,  and  baiters. 
Hostess,  [reckoning 

F  kiss  thy  bands,  tliro'  which  many  a  round 
And  things  of  momeiit  have  had  motion. 
'  Wfe,  Still  mine  old  brother. 
Diego,  Set  thy  cellar  open, 
For  I  must  enter,  and  advance  my  colours. 
I've  bniught  tliee  dons  iudeed,  wench,  dons 
with  dacats,  [Bdcchu», 

And  those  dons  must  have  dainty  wine,  pure 
That  bleeds  the  life-blood.     What,  is  your 
cure  ended  ? 
Inc,  We  shall  have  meat,  man. 
Diego,  Then  we  will  have  wine,  man, 
And  wme  upon  wine,  cut  and  drawn  with 
wine. 
Wife,  Ye  shall  h^ive  ail,  and  more  than  all. 
Jnc,  All  well  then*'. 

Diego.  Away,  about  your  business!  you 
with  her. 
For  old  acquaintance  sak^,  to  stay  yo^ir  sto« 
mach  !  [Exeunt  Wife  and  Incubom 

And,  Boy,  be  you  my  guide,  ad  inferoi  ; 
For  I  will  make  a  full  descent  iu  equipage. 
Boif,  i*\[  shew  you  rare  wiuc. 
Diego.  Stinging  gtxr? 
li'tf/.  Divine,  sir. 
Dtego.  Oil,  divine  Boy !  march,  march, 

my  child.     Hare  wine,  boy? 
Bi>j/.  As  any  is  in  Spain,  sir. 
Dit^o,  Old,  and  strong  Coo'^? 
Oh,  my  fino  boy  !  clear  too? 

jjoi/.  As  chrystal,  sir,  and  strong  as  truth. 
DiC^o,  Away,  boy  ! 
I  am  enamoured,  and  I  long  for  dalliance. 
Stay  no  where,   child,   not  for  thy  father's 

blessing, 
I  charge  thee,  not  to  save  thy  sister's  honour. 
Nor  to  cK»se  tliy  dam's  eyes,  were  she  a- 

dynisi, 
'Till  we  arrive;  and,  for  thy  recompense, 
I  will  remeiuber  thee  in  uiy  will. 

lioj/.  You  have  said;  sir.  [Eifunt* 


«  Ally  tneUtken.]  Sympson  reads,  *  All's  well  then.' 
%  ••  Boy.  M  nft^  it  in  Spain,  tir. 

D;c|^u.  Old  and  strong  to'Jl^\  Synipson  would  read, 

B  ty.  *  A»  ju*y  i»a  Spam,  sir,  old  unii  strong  too/ 
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ACT   III. 


►    * 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Philippo  and  Host. 

PhiL  "ly^  INK  Host,  is  that  apparel  got  you 

•'•'^•*    spoke  of? 
You  shall  Ijave  ready  money. 

H<nt,  'Tis  come  in,  sir; 
lie  has  it  on,  ^ir,  and  I  think  it  will 
Be  fit;  and,  o*  my  credit,  it  was  never 
Worn  but  once,  sir,  and  for  necessity 
Pawn'd  to  the  man  I  told  you  of. 

P/iil.  'Pray  bargain  for't, 
And  I  will  be  the  paymaster. 

Host.  I  will,  sir.  [please; 

PhiL  And  let  our  meat  he  ready  when  you 
I  mean  as  soon. 

Host,  It  shall  be  presently. 

Phil.  How  far  stands  Barcelona? 

Host.  But  two  leagues  off,  sir; 
You  may  be  there  by  tlirce  o'clock. 

PhiL  Vm  glad  on*t.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  XL 
Enter  Theodosia  and  Leocadia. 
Theod,  Signor  Francisco,  why  I  draw  you 

hither'  frac. 

To  this  remote  place,  marvel  not;  for,  trust 
My  innocence  yet  never  knew  ill  dealing; 
And  as  you  have  a  noble  temper,  start  not 
Into  offence,  at  any  thing  my  knowledge, 
And  for  your  bpecial  good,  would  be  inform 'd 
Nor  think  me  vainly  curious.  [of; 

Leoc,  Worthy  sir, 
The  courtesies  you  and  your  noble  brother, 
Even  then  when  few  men  find  the  way  to  do 

'em, 
I  mean  in  want,  so  freely  shower'd  upon  me. 
So  truly,  and  so  timely  minister'd. 
Must,  if  I  should  suspect  those  minds  that 

made  *em  «3,  ' 

Either  proclaim  me  an  unworthy  taker, 
Or  worse,  a  base  believer.  Speak  your  mind, 

sir,  [vant. 

Freely,  and  what  you  please ;  I  am  your  ser- 

Thcod.  Then,  my  young  sir,   know,  since 

our  first  acquaintance, 
Ii  fiuc'd  by  circumstances  that  deceive  not, 
I    clear  some  doubts  I  have  (nay,  blush  not, 

signor !) 
I  have  beheld  you  narrowly.  More  blushes  ? 
Sir,  you  give  me  so  much  light,  I  find  you 
A  thing  confess'd  already.  Yet  more  blushes  ? 
You  would  ill  cover  an  offence  might  sink  you. 
That  cannot  hide  yourself.'   Why  do  you 

shake  so? 
I  mean  no  trouble  to  you.     This  fair  hand 
Was  never  niadc  for  hardness,  nor  those  eyes 
(Come,  do  not  hide  'em)  for  rough  objects. 

Hark  ye, 


You  have  bctray'd  yourself;  that  sigh  con- 
firms me. 
Another  ?  and  a  third  too  ?  Then  I  see 
These  bov's  cloaths  do  but  pinch  yon.  Come, 

be  liberal ; 
YouVe  found  a  friend  that  has  found  you; 

disguise  not 
That  loadcn  soul  that  labours  to  be  open. 
Now  yon  must  weep,  I  know  it,  for  I  see 
Your  eyes  down-laden  to  the  lids;  another 
Manifest  token  that  my  doubts  are  perfect: 
Yet  [  have  found  a  greater  ;  tell  me  this. 
Why  were  these  holes  left  open  ?  there  was 

an  error,  [you? 

A  foul  one,  ray  Francisco !  Have  I  caught 
Oh,  pretty  sir,  the  custom  of  our  country 
Allows  men  none  in  this  place.     Now  the 

showV  comes. 
Leoc.  Oh,  signor  Theodoro ! 
Thcod.  This  sorrow  shews  so  sweetly, 
I  cKnnot  chuse  but  keep  it  company. 
Take  truce  and  speak,  sir:  And  I  charge  your 

g(x>dncss. 
By  all  those  perfect  hopes  that  point  at  virtue, 
By  that,  remembrance  these  fair  tears  are 

sljed  for, 
If  any  sad  misfortune  have  thus  formed  you. 
That  either  care  or  counsel  may  redeem, 
Pain,  purse,  or  any  thing  within  the  power 
And  honour  of  free  gentlemen,  reveal  it. 
And  have  our  labours. 

Leoc.  I  ha\'e  found  you  noble. 
And  you  shall  find  me  true  :  Your  doubts  arc 

certain, 
Nor  dare  I  more  dissemble;  J  am  a  woman, 
The  great  example  of  a  wretched  woman. 
Here  you  must  give  roe  leave  to  shew  my 

sex.—  (credit 

And  now,  to  make  you  know  how  much  your 
Has  won   upon  my  soul,  so't  please  your 

patience, 
1*11  teil  you  my  unfortunate  sad  story. 
Theod.  Sit  down  and  say  on,  lady. 
Leoc.  I  am  bom,  sir. 
Of  good  and  honest  parents,  rich,  and  noble, 
And,  not  to  lie,  the  daughter  of  don  Sanchio, 
If  my  unhappy  fortune  have  not  lost  me; 
My  name  call'd  Leocadia,  e*cn  the  same 
Your  worthy  brother  did  the  special  honour 
To  name  for  beautiful,  and  without  pride 
I  have  been  often  made  believe  so,  sigAor; 
But  that's  impertinent!  Now  to  my  sorrows: 
Not  far  from  us' a  gentleman  of  worth,       * 
A  neighbour,  and  a  noble  visitor,. 
Had  his  abode,  who  often  met  my  father 
In  gcntlb  sports  of  chace,  and  river-'liawking, 
In  course  and  riding;  and  with  him  often 

brought 
A  son  of  his,  a  young  and  hopeful  gentleman, 


*'  Minds  that  made  'em.]  t,  e.  did  *em,       Sympson^ 
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Nobljf  train'd  up,  in  years  fit  for  affection ; 
A  sprightly  man,  of  understanding  excellent, 
Of  speech aad  civil 'havionr  no  less  powerful; 
And  of  all  parts,  else  roy  eye^  lied,  abundant: 
We  grew  acquainted,  and  from  that  acquaint- 
Nearer  into  affection ;  from  affection  [ance 
Into  belief. 

Theod.  Well? 

Leoc,  Then  we  durst  kiss. 

Theod,  Go  forward  !  [less  man, 

Leoc.  But  oh,  man,  man,  unconstant,  care- 
Oh,  subtle  man,  how  many  are  thy  mischiefs  I 
Ob,  Marc- Antonio,  I  aiay  curse  those  kisses  I 

Theod.  What  did  you  call  him,  lady? 

Leoc,  Marc- Antonio; 
The  name  to  me  of  misery. 

Theod.  'Pray,  forward! 

Leoc.  From  these  we  bred  desires,  sir;  but 
lose  me,  Heav'n, 
If  mine  wnre  lustful ! 

Theod.  I  believe, 

Leoc.  This  nearness  [honour. 

Made  him  importunate:  When,  to saye  mine 
(Love,  having  full  possession  of  my  powers) 
I  got  a  ctmtracc  from  him. 

Theod.  Seal'd? 

Leoc.  And  sworn  too ;  [upon  me. 

Which  since,   for  some  offence  Heaven  laid 
1  lost  amongst  nty  monies  in  the  robbery 
(The  loss  that  makes  me  poorest; :  This  won 

from  him. 
Fool  that  I  was,  and  too  too  credulous, 
I  'pointed  him  a  bye-way  to  my  chamber 
The  next  nii^ht  at  an  hour 

Theod,  Tray  stay  there,  lady  !— 
And  when  tlie  nipht  came,  came  he?  kept  he 
touch  with  you  ?  [wishes? 

(Be  not  so  shame-farVI !)  had  ye  both  your 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true,  did  he  enjoy  ye? 
Were  ye  in  one  another's  arms  abed  ?   the 
contract  [you  ? 

Confirmed  in Tull  ioys  there?  did  he  lie  with 
Answer  to  that!  ha?  Did  your  father  know 

this, 
The  good  old  man,  or  kindred,  privy  to't'-*? 
And  had  you  their  consents?  did  tlmt  night's 
Make  yoii  a  mother  ?  [promise 

Leoc.  Why  d'you  ask  so  ncai-ly? 
Good  sir,  does  it  concern  you  any  thing? 

Theod.  No, lady; 
Only  the  pity  why  you  should  be  us*d  so 
A  little  stirs  me.  But  did  he  keep  his  promise? 

l^oc'.  No,  no,  signor ; 
Alas,  he  never  came,  nor  never  meant  it ! 
My  loive  was  fool'd,  time  number*d  to  no  end. 
My  expectation  flouted  ;  and  ajuess  you,  sir, 
What  dor  unto  a  doting  maid  this  was'**, 
What  a  base  brcuking-ot?? 

Theod.  All's  >vcll  Uicn.— Lady, 
Go  forward  in  your  story. 

Leoc,  Not  only  failed,  sir, 


(Which  is  a  curse  in  \ove ;  and  may  he  find  it 
When  his  affections  are  full-wiugM  and  ready 
To  stoop  upon  the  quarry,  then  when  all 
His  full  hopes  are  in  s  arms!)  not  only  thus,  sir, 
But  more  injurious,  faithless,  treacherous. 
Within  two  days  Fame  gave  him  far  remov'd 
With  a  new  love;  which,  much  against  my 

conscience. 
But  more  ai;ainst  my  cause,  which  is  my  hell, 
I  must  confiss  a  fair  one,  a  right'fair  one, 
Indeed  of  admirable  sweetness,  daughter 
Unto  another  of  our  noble  neighbours; 
The  thief  call'd  Theodosia,  whose  perfections 
I'm  bound  to  ban  for  ever,  curse  to  wrinkles^ 
As  lieav'n  I  hope  will  make  'em  soon,  and 
aches ;  [wench. 

For   they  have  robb'd  me,    poor  unhnppT 
Of  all,  of  all,  sir,  all  that  was  my  glory,  [vel. 
And  left  me  nothing  but  these  tears,  and  tni* 
Upon  this  certain  news,  I  quit  my  father, 
(And,  if  you  be  not  milder  in  construction, 
I  fear  mine  honour  too)  and  like  a  page    ' 
Stole  to  Ossuna ;  from  that  place  to  Scvil ; 
From  thence  to  Barcelona  I  was  travelling 
When  you  o'er-took  ray  misery,  in  hope  to 

hear  of 
Gallies  bound  up  for  Italy;  for  never 
Will  I  leave  off  the  search  of  this  bad  man, 
'i'his  iilcher  of  affections,  this  love-pedlar ! 
Nor  shall  my  curses  cease  to  blast  her  beau- 
ties, [ture, 
And  make  her  name  as  wandring  as  her  nar 
'Till,  standing  face  to  face  before  their  lusts, 
I  call  Ileav'n's  justice  down. 

Theod.  This  shews  too  angry ; 
Nor  can  it  be  licr  fault  she  is  belov'd : 
If  I  give  meat,  must  they  that  eat  it  surfeit? 

Looc,  She  loves  again,  sir,  there's  the  mis- 
chief of  it. 
And  in  despite  of  me,  to  drown  my  blessings, 
Which  she  *hall  dearly  know — — 

Theod,  You  are  too  violent.         [devotioa 

Leoc,  Sh'has  devils  in  her  eyes,  to  whose 
He  offers  all  his  service. 

Theod.  Who  can  say 
But  she  may  be  forsaken  too?    He  that  once 
wanders  [mise. 

From  such  a  perfect  sweetness  as  you  pro* 
Has  he  nut  still  the  same  rule  to  deceiver 

Leoc,  No,  no ;  they  are  together,  love  to- 
gether. 
Past  all  deceit  of  that  side;  sleep  together, 
Live,  and  delight  together ;  and  such  deceit    - 
Give  me  in  a  wild  desert  I 

Theod.  By  your  leave,  lady, 
I  see  no  honour  in  this  cunnmg. 

Lvoc.  Honour?  fnone; 

True,  none  of  her  part;  honour?  she  deserves 
'  I'is  ceas'd  with  wandring  ladies,  such  as  she  is, 
So  bold  and  impudent. 

Theod.  I  could  be  angry, 


**  Or  kindred privif  to  *t  f]  I  can't  help  thinking  but  that  or  is  corrupted  for  were,    Syrapson. 

«*  Dor.]  i,  e.  ^xili:,  di'?uppointment.     If  the  reader  would  see  an  account  of  the  several 

sorts  of  dor$,  I  will  refer  him  to  Ben  Joju^n,  [Wballey's  edit.  vol.  i.  p.  383,  384.]      Syntpsgn. 
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Extremely  angnr  now,  beyond  my  nature, 
I  "  [Asicle. 

An  'twere  not  for  my  pity:  What  a  man 
Js  tliis,  to  do  tbcfie  wrongb ! — Believe  me,  lady, 
I  know  tbc  iDtud,  and  know  she  is  not  with 
him— 

XfcK*.  I  would  Youk  new  she  were  in  Heaven ! 

Theod.  And  so  well  know  her,  that  i  think 
you're  cozen'd. 

Ijtttc.  So  I  say,  'o\t. 

Theod.  I  mean,  in  her  behaviour;  for,  trust 
my  faith, 
So  much  I  dare  adventure  for  her  credit, 
8he  never  yet  delighted  to  do  wron*:. 

Ltoc,  How  can  she  then  delight  in  him  ? 
Dare  she  think 
(Be  what  she  will,  as  excellent  as  angels) 
My  love  so  fond,  my  wishes  so  induls;ent, ' 
1'hut  I  must  take  her  prewnings*^?  stoop  at 
that  [beauty, 

Sb' has  tirM  upon?  No,  sir;  I  hold  niy 
(  Wash  but  these  sorrows  from  it)  of  a  sparkle 
As  rigtit  and  rich  as  hers,  my  means  as  equal, 
My  youth  as  much  unblown;  and,  for  our 
And  weight  of  virtue [worths 

Thcffd.  Do  not  task  her  so  far. 

JLeoc.  By  (ieav'n  she's  cork,  and  clouds ! 
light,  li^ht,  sir,  vapour !  [crafts, 

But  1  shall  find  her  out,  with  all  her  witch- 
Her  paintings,  and  her  pouncings ;  for  'tis  art, 
And  only  art  preserves  her,  afid  mere  !«pells 
Ibat  work  upon  his  powVs.    Let  her  but 

sfiew  me 
A  ruin'd  cheek  tike  mine,  that  holds  his  colour 
(And  writes  but  sixteen  years)  in  spite  of  sor- 
rows, [dows. 
An  unbath'd  body,  smiles  that  give  but  sha- 
And, wrinkle  not  (he  face!  Besides, she's  little, 
A  f\ea\y  dame,  tliat  makes  no  oi*ject. 

Theod.  Nay, 
Then  I  must  say  you  err ;  for,  credit  me, 
I  think  she's  taller  than  yourself. 

Leoc.  Why,  let  her ! 
It  is  not  that  shall  mate  roe;  I  but  ask 
My  hands  may  reach- onto  fier. 

Theod.  Gentle  lady, 
'Tis  now  ill  time  uf  further  argument; 
Fori  perceive  your  anger  void  oil  counsel, 
Which'  i  cMmid  wish  more  temperate. 

Leoc.  'Pray  forgive  me. 
If  1  have  spok«  uncivilly:  They  that  look  on 
See  more  than  we  that  play;  and  I  beseech 
you  [torments. 

Impute  it  love's  offence,  not  mine;  whose 
\i  you  have  ever  lov'd,  and  found  my  crosses. 
You  must  confess  are  seldom  tied  to  patience : 
Yet  I  could  wish  Iluid  said  less. 

Theod,  No  harm  then  ; 
You've  made  a  full  auteuds.     Our  company 


You  may  commaml,  so  please  you,  in  jour 

travels, 
With  all  our  faith  and  furtherance;  let  it  be 

Ijtoc.  You  make  too  great  an  offer.     [^. 

Theod.  Then  it  shall  be. 
Go  in,  and  rest  yourself ;  our  wholesome  diet 
Will  be  made  ready  straight.    But  hark  jon, 
lady !  '       [feraiice. 

One  thing  I  must  entreat ;  your  leave  and  suf- 
That  these  things  may  be  open  to  my  brother, 
For  more  respect  and  honour. 

Ijtoc,  Do  your  pleasure.  [means, 

Theod.  And  do  not  change  this  habit,  by  no 
Unless  you  change  yourself. 

LeiK.  Which  must  not  yet  bp. 

Theod.  It  carries  you  conceal*d  and  safe. 

I40C.  I'm  counselVd.  [Exit. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phil.  What's  done? 

Theod.  Wby.all  we  doubted ;  'cisawomaD, 
And  of  a  ncible  strain  too:  Guess! 

Phil.  I  cannot* 

Theod.  You  have  heard  often  of  her. 

Phil.  Stay ;  I  think  not.  [cadia, 

Theod.  Indeed  you  have;  'tis  the  fairLei»- 
Daughter  unto  don  Sanchio,  ouf  noble  netgii- 

PhiL  Nay?  [hour. 

T/ietfd.  'lis  she,  sir,  o*my  credit. 

Phil.  Leocadia? 
Pish  f  I^ocudia  it  must  not  be. 

Theod.  It  must  be,  or  be  nothing. 

Phil.  'Pray  give  me  leave  to  wonder:  Leo- 

Theod.  The  very  same.  [cudia? 

PhiL  The  damsel  leocadia? 
I  guess'd  it  was  a  woman,  and  a  fair  one. 
I  see  it  thro'  her  shape,  transparent,  plain; 
But  that  it  should  be  she !  tell  me  directly. 

Theod.  By  Ileav'ns,  'tis  she. 

Phil.  By  Heav'n,  then,  'tis  a  sweet  one. 

2'heod.  That's  granted  too. 

Phil.  But  hark  you,  hark  you,  sister! 
How  came  she  thus  disguis'd? 

Theod.  I'll  tell  you  tlmt  loo;  [loo. 

As  f  came,  on  the  self-safe  ground,  so  us'd 

Phil.  By  the  same  man  ? 

Theod.  The  same  too, 

Phil.  As  I  live,  [ones  I 

You  lowers  have  6ne  fancies,  wondrous  hue 

Theod.  'Pmy  Heav'n,  you  never  makeouc! 

Phil.  'Faith,  I  know  not: 
But,  in  that  mind  I  am,  I'd  rather  cobble; 
'Tis  a  more  Christian  traJe.  'Pray^teU  Jkieont 

thing;    . 
Are  nol  you  two  now  monstrous  jealous 
Of  one  another? 

Theod.  She  is  much  of  me. 
And  hat  rail'd  at  me  most  unroercifuUyy 
And  10  njy  face;  and,  o'my  conscience. 


'  •#  Take  her  preo'nings  ;  stoyt  ut  that 

Sh\i8  tird  vpoitfi  Mr.  Tlit:obaid,  with  whom  I  bad  the  good  fortune  to  a^rrefe,  reads. 
ttoop  for  sfopy  which  is  undoubtedly  the  true  lection,  and  is  a  leriu  in  falconry  ihi^  oetds 
no  explanation.     Sj/mpson. 

Very  Jot  luftute  indeed,  since siooi*  is  the  lection  of  tlje  first  folio. 
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llad  »hc  but  known  me,  either  sbe  or  I, 
Or  bothy  had  parted  with  strange  faces. 
She  was  in  such  a  fury. 

Phii,  Leocadia? 
Does  she  speak  handsomely  ? 

Yheod.  Wondrous  weJl,  sir, 
And  all  siie  does  becomes  her,  e'en  her  anger. 

PhiL  IJuvv  seem*d  she  when  you  found  her? 
-    Tfteod.  Had  you  seen 
How  sweetly  fearfully  her  pretty  self* 
Bctra^*d  herself ;  how  ueather  sorrow  shew*d, 
And  in  what  handsome  phrase  she  put  her 

j»tory ; 
And  us  occasion  stirr*d  her  how  she  started, 
Tlio*  rou|;lily,  yet  most  aptly,  into  anger; 
'  You  would  have  wonder 'd. 

PhiL  Does  she  know  you? 

Theod,  No, 
Nor  must  not  hy  no  means. 

PhiL  How  stands  your  diflference  ?  ^ 

Tkeod,  ril  tell  you  that  some  fitter  time ; 
but,  trust  me, 
My  Marc- Antonio  has  too  much  to  answer. 

PhiL  May  I  take  knowledge  oi  her  ? 

Thend,  Yes,  she**  willing. 

PhiL  'Fray  use  her  as  she  is,  with  all  re- 
spects then ; 
For  slie^s  a  woman  of  a  noble  breeding. 

Theod.  You  shall  not  liud  me  wanting. 

PhiL  Which  way  bears  hhe? 

Thettd,  Our  way,  and  to  our  end. 

PhiL  I  am  glad  on't.    Hark  you  L 
She  keeps  her  siiape  ? 

Enter  Leocadia. 

Theod.  Yes,  and  1  think,  by  this  time. 
Has  inew'd  her  old 

Phil.  She's  here ;  By  Heav'n,  a  rare  one! 
An  admirable  sweet  one !  what  an  eye  ! 
Of  what  a  full  command  she  bears!  how 
gracious  fvcr ! 

AH  her  aspect  shews !  Bless  me  from  a  fe- 
I  am  not  well  o'  th*  sudden. 

Leoc,  Noble  Iriends, 
Tour  meat  and  all  my  service  waits  upon  ye. 

PhiL  You   teach  us  mauncrs,  lady;   all 
which  service  [too ; 

Must  now  be  mine  to  yon,  and  all  too  poor 
Blush  not  we  know  you;  for,  by  all  our  faitJis, 
With  us  your  honour  is  in  sanctuary, 
And  ^>ver  shall  be. 

Leoc,  I  do  well  believe  it: 
Will  you  walk  ucarer,  sir?  [Exit. 

Thetid.  She  shews  still  fairer, 
Younger  in  every  change,  and  clearer,  neater: 
I  know  not;  I  may  fool  mvself,  and  lincljr 
Nourish  a  wolf  to  eat  my  heart  out.  Certain, 
As  siie  appears  now,  she  appears  a  wonder, 
A  thing  uuiazes  me ;  what  would  slie  do  tlten 
.In  woman's  hc-Jps,  in  ornaments  apt  for  her, 
Aud  deckings  to  her  delicacy?  Without  all 
doubt, 


She  would  be  held  a  miracle;  nor  can  I  think 
He  has  forsaken  her,  say  what  she  please; 
I  know  his  curious  eye :  Or,  say  he  had. 
Put  case  he  could  bo  so  boy-blind  and  foolish. 
Yet  still  1  fear  she  keeps  tlie  contract  witit  her. 
Not  stoPn,  as  slie  attirms,  nor  lost  by  negli- 
gence ; 
She'd  lose  herself  first,  'tis  her  life ;  and  there 
All  my  hopes  arc  dispatch'd.  Oh,  noble i^ve. 
That  thou  couldst  be  without  this  jealousy. 
Without  this    pasaion   of  the  heart,    how 

heav'uly 
Wouldst  thou  appear  upon  us !  Come  what 

may  come, 
I'll  see  tlie  end  on't :  And  since  chance  has 

cast  her 
Naked  into  my  refuge,  all  I  can 
She/reely  sliall  command,  except  the  m?n. 

SCENE  HI. 
Enter  Leonurdtt  and  Pedro, 

TjCO.  Don  Pedro,  do  ynu  think  assuredly 
The  gallies  will  come  round  to  Barcelona 
Wiihni  these  two  days? 

Pedro,  Without  doubt. 

Leo,  And  ti/uik  you 
He  will  be  with  'em  certainly  ? 

Pidro,  He  is,  sir; 
I  saw  him  at  their  setting  off. 

Leo.  Must  they  needs 
Touch  there  fur  water,  as  you  say  ? 

Pedro.  They  must,  sir. 
And  for  fresh  meat  too;  few  or  none  go  by  It. 
Beside,  so  great  a  fleet  must  needs  want 
trimming,  [bour 

If  they  have  met  with  foul  seas ;  and  no  luir< 
On  this  side  Spain  is  able,  without  danger, 
r<j  moor  'em,  but  that  haven. 

Leo,  Art*  the  wars 
His  only  end? 

Pedro,  So  he  professes. 

IjCo.  Bears  he 
Any  command  amongst  'em? 

PcdnK  GfM>d  regard 
With  all ;  which  quickly  will  prefer  hira« 

Leo.  Tray,  sir,  tell  me. 
And  as  you  are  a  gentleman  be  liberal. 

Pedro,  i  will,  sir,  and  most  true. 

Leo.  Who  saw  you  with  him  ? 

Pedro,    None   but   things  like    himself; 
young  soldiers. 
And  gentlemen  desirous  to  seek  honour. 

Leo.  Was  there  no  woman Xhere,  nor  none 
disguis'd  [guage. 

That  might  be  thought  a  woman  ?  In  rns  lan<- 
Did  he  not  let  slip  something  of  suspicion 
Touching  that  wanton  way  ? 

Pedro,  Believe  me,  &ir, 
I  nciiiier  saw,  nor  could  suspect  that  face 
Tliut  might  be  doubted  woman's ;  yet  i'm 
sure 


••  Jlnw  ntcctly  fearful  her  pretty  self.]  We  have  ventured  to  assist  this  verse,  by  the  addi» 
lion  of  a  syllable. 
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Aboard  hitn  I  see  nil  that  past:  And  'tis  im- 
possible 
Amone  so  many  high-set  bloods  there  should 
be  [kle, 

» A  woman,  let  her  close  herself  within  a  coc- 
But  they  would  open  her:  lie  must  not  love 
Witliinthat  place  alone ;  and  therefore  surely 
He  would  not  be  so  foolt»h,  had  he  any, 
To  trust  her  there.    For  his  discourse,  'twas 

ever 
About  his  business,  war,  or  mirfh,  to  make  us 
Relish  a  can  of  wine  well ;  when  he  spukc 

private, 
nVas  only  the  remembrance  of  his  service, 
And  hope  of  your  good  prayers  for  his  health. 
And  so  I  gave  him  to  the  seas.  [sir; 

Leo,  I  thank  you, 
An(?  now  am  satisfied.     And,  to  prevent 
Suspicions  that  may  nourish  dangers,  siznor, 
(For  I  have  told  you  how  the  mad  Alphonso 
Chafes  like  a  Slag  i'th'  toil,  and  bends  his  fury 
'Gainst  all,  but  his  own  ignorance)  I'm  detcr- 
For  peace  sake  and  the  preservation  [min*d, 
Of  my  yet-untouch*d  honour,  and  his  cure, 
Myself  to  seek  him  there,  and  bring  him  back. 
As  testimony  of  an  unsouirht  injury 
By  either  of  our  actions;  that  the  world 
And  he,  if  he  have  reason,  mdy  see  plainly 
Opinion  is  no  perfect  guide,  nor  all  fames 
Founders  of  truths.     In  the  mean  time,  this 

courtesy 
I  must  entreat  of  you,  sir;  be  myself  here, 
And  as  myself  comm.ind  my  family. 
Fedro.  You  lay  too  much  trust  on  me. 
Leo,  Tis  my  love,  sir. 
I  will  not  be  long  from  you.  If  this  question 
Chance  to  be  callVI  upon  ere  my  return, 
I  leave  yonr  care  to  answer.  So,  farpwell,  sir  I 
Fedro.  You  take  a  wise  way ;  all  my  best 
eniloavours 
Shall  labour  in  your  absence.   Peace  go  with 
you  !  [Kxit  Lao. 

A  noble  honest  gentleman,  free-hearted. 
And  of  an  open  faith,  much  loving  and  much 

lov'd, 
And  father  of  that  goodness  only  Malice 
Can  truly  stir  against;  what  dare  befall 
'Till  his  return  Til  answer. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Alphonio  and  Servant* 
Alph,  Walk  off,  sirrah ; 
But  keep  yourself  within  my  call. 
Serv.  I  will,  eir. 

Alph,  And  stir  my  horse,  for'takin^  cold. 

— Within  there !  [signor ! 

Hoa,  people  !  you  that  dwell  there !  my  brave 

What,  are  ye  all  asleep?  is*t  that  time  with  ye? 

1*11  ring  a  little  louder. 

Enter  Fedro. 
Fedro.  Sir,  who  seek  you  ? 


Alph,  Not  yon,  sir.  Where's  your  master? 

Fedro.  1  serve  no  man 
In  way  of  pay,  sir. 

Aipk.  Where's  the  man  -o'  th*  house  then? 

Fedro.  What  would  you  have  with  him,  sir 

Alph.  Do  you  stand  here,  sir, 
To  ask  men  questions  when  they  come  ? 

Fedro.  I  would,  sir, 
Being  his  friend,  and  hearing:  such  alarms, 
Know  how  men  come  to  visit  him. 

Alph.  You  shall,  sir: 
'Pray  tell  his  Mightiness  here  is  a  gentleman, 
By  name  Alphonso,  would  entreat  his  coo« 

ference 
About  affairs  of  state,  sir.  Are  you  answer'd? 

Enter  Sanchio  carried. 

Fedro.  I  must  be,  sir. 

Sane,  Stay;  set  me  down.  Stay,  signor! 
You  must  stay,  and  you  shall  stay. 

Alph.  Meaning  nie,  sir?  [yon. 

Sane.  Yes,  you,  sir;  you  I  mean;  I  meal 

Alph.  Welljsir? 
Why  should  I  stoy  ? 

Sane.  There's  reason, 

Alph.  Heason,  sir? 

Sunc.  Ay,  reason,  sir;  [first 

My  wrong  is  greatest,  and  I  will  be  sen'd 
Call  out  the  man  of  fame. 

Alph.  How  serv 'd,  sir  .> 

Sane.  Thus,  sir. 

Alph.  But  not  before  me  ? 

Sane.  Before  all  the  world,  sir. 
As  my  case  stands. 

Alph.  I've  lost  a  daughter,  sir. 

Sane.  Fve  lost  another,  worth  five  score 
of  her,  sir. 

Alph.  You  must  not  tell  me  so. 

Sane,  I  have;  and,  hark  ye,  po^; 

Make  it  up  five  score  more.  Call  out  tbeftlt 
And  stand  you  by,  sir. 

Fedro.  This  is  the  mad  morris. 

Alph.  And  I  stand  by? 

Sfinc.  I  say,  stand  by,  and  do  it. 

Alph.  Stand  by,  among  thy  lungs'*? 

Stinc.  Turn  presently, 
And  say  thy  prayers ;  thou  art  dead. 

Alph.  I  scorn  thee  f  [dost! 

And  scorn  to  say  my  prayers  more  than  thon 
Mine  is  the  most  wrong,  and  my  daughter 
And  mine  shall  first  be  righted.        [dearest, 

Sane.  Shall  be  righted  ? 

Fedro.  ^  third  may  live,  I  see.  'Pray  heir 
me,  gentlemen. 

Sanr.  Shall  be  ? 

Alph.  Ay,  shall  be  righted, 

Sane,  Now? 

Alph.  Now.  ' 

Sunc.  Instantly? 

Alph.  Before  I  stir. 

Sane,  Before  me  ? 


■9  Lungs^  Probably  this  is  an  accidental  corruption  of  the  word  /oowf,  (i.  e.  lore  people)  dfr* 
frcd  from  the  Irish  /ittn,  slpggi$h.    See  Dr.  Percy's  Reliques  of  Antient  Poetry,  Glossary 
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Alph,  Before  aoy. 

Sane,  Dosi  thou  consider  what  thou  sayst? 
Hast  thou  friends  here 
Able  to  quenqb  oiy,  anger^  or  persaade  me 
(After  I've  beaten  thee  into  one  main  bruise)*, 
And  made  thee  spend  thy  state  in  rotten  ap- 
ples) 
Thou  canst  at  length  be  qoiet?  Shall  I  kill 
Divide  thee  like  a  rotten  ponipion,      [thee? 
And  leave  thee  stinking  to  posterity  ? 
There's  not  the  least  blow  I  shall  give,  bvt 

does  this. 
Urge  me  no  further:  I  am  first. 

Alph.  rn  hang  first! 
No,  goodinan  Glory,  'tis  not  your  bravadoes, 
Your  punctual  honour,  nor  soldipdoship— «- 

Sane.  Set  oie  a  little  nearer. 

Alph.  Let  him  sally  !-^  ftion  3>, 

Lin'd  with  your  quirks  of  carriage  and  discre- 
Can  blow  me  on  my  parpose.    Wliere'syonr 
credit,  [arguing, 

With  Rllyourschool-pointsnow?  yourdecent 
And  apt  time  for  performing?  where  are  these 

toys, 
These  wise  ways  and  most  honourable  courses. 
To  take  revenge?  How  dar'stthou  talk  of  kill- 

iiJg, 
Or  think  of  drawing  any  thing  but  squirts, 
When  lechery  has  dry-founder'd  thee  ? 

8anc.  Nearer  yet ! 
That  I  may  spit  him  down !— Thou  lookest 
like  a  man. 

Pedro*  I  would  he  thought  so,  sir. 

Sane.  'Prithee  do  but  take  me^ 
And  fling  me  upon  that  puppy. 

Alph.  Do,  for  Heaven's  sake, 
And  see  but  how  I'll. hug  him. 

Sane  Yet  take  warning ! 

Pedro.  'Faith,  gentlemen,  this  Is  a  oeedless 
quarrel. 

Sane,  And  d'you desire  to  make  one? 

Pedro.  As  a  friend,  sir. 
To  tell  you  all  this  auger  is  but  lost,  sir; 
For  Leonardo  is  from  home. 

Alph.  No,  no,  sir! 

Pedro.  Indeed  he  is. 

Sane,  Where  dare  he  be,  but  here,  sir. 


When  men  are  wronged,  and  come  for  satis- 
,  factions? 

Pedro.  It  $eeffis  he  has  done  none,  sir;  for 
bis  business. 
Clear  of  those  cares,  hath  carried  him  for 

scnnettme 
To  Barcelona:  If  he  had  been  guilty, 
I  know  he  would  have  stay'd,  and  clear'd  all 

difference. 
Either  by  free  confession,  or  his  sword. 

Sane.  Thisraust  not  be! 

Pedro.  Sure  as  I  live,  it  is,  sir. 

Alph.  Sure,  as  we  all  live, 
He*s  run  away  for  ever  l-rBarcelona  ? 
Why,  'tis  the  key  for  Italy,  from  whence 
He  stole  first  hither. 

Sane.  And  having  found  his  knaveries 
Too  gross  to  be  forgiven,  and  too  open. 
He  has  found  the  same  way  back  again:  I 

believe  coo 
The  good  grass  gentleman,  for  his  own  ease. 
Has  taken  one  o'  th'  fillies.    Is  not  his  stuft 
sold? 

Alph.  I  fear  his  worship's  shoes  too,  to 
escape  us; 
I  do  not  think  he  has  a  dish  within  doors, 
A  louse  left  of  his  lineage. 

Pedro.  You're  too  wide,  sir. 

Alph.  Or  one  poor  w6oden  spoon. 

Pedro.  Come  m  and  see,  sir. 

Alph.  ril  see  his  bouse  on  fire  first  I 

Pedro.  Then  be  pleas'd^ 
Sir,  to  give  better  censure. 

Sane.  I  will  after  him. 
And  search  him  like  conceal'd  land,  but  I'll 

have  him; 
And,  tho'  I  find  him  in  his  shrift,  Fil  kill  him. 

Alph.  I'll  bear  you  corapaoy. 

Sane.  'Pray  have  a  care  then, 
A  most  especial  care,  indeed  a  ffsar. 
You  do  not  anger  m#. 

Alph.  I  will  ob8erve7oa ; 
And  if  I  light  upon  hin^  haodsomely^-*— 

Sane.  Kill  but  a  piece  of  him;  leave  some, 
For  your  poor  friends !  f  Alphonso, 

Pedro,  ^l  fear  bim  not  for  all  this. 

Alph.  Shall  i^e  first  ^o  home, 

vi  One  main  bruist.]  The  variation  wasrecommej^ded  by  Theobald.  The  mention  ofroUet^ 
applet  (esteemed  beneficial  in  bruises)  induces  us  to  think  him  right. 

31  Sane.  Li7i*d  with  your  quirksj]  I  have  given  to  the  speakers  iiere^  what  I  think  they  may 


justly  claim,  though  Mr.  Theobald  only  makes  a  query  about  it,  vix.  their  proper  speeches, 
which  all  tho  former  editions  seem  to  have  confounded;  after-— so/d<i(bsAip—AJpbonso  is 
interrupted  by  old  Sanchio,  who  says. 

Set  me  a  little  nearer y  let  him  sally — After  which  Alphonso  goes  on  to  compltte  bis  pasr 
sionate  speech Xknt  was  broke  off  2A^7U)tyour  soldadoship'^thMS, 

*  Lin*d  with  your  quirks  of  carriage,' ^. 
After  which  follows  naturally  enough, 

Sane.  *  Nearer  yet.'  Sympmm^ 

First  folio  reads  thus; 

Sane.  *  Set  me  a  little  nearer.' 
Alph.  *  Let  him  sally.' 

S.  *Lin'd  witb,'4-c.  .  '         .   . 

Sympson's  variation,  therefore,  about  which  thus  much  is  said,  is  merely  omittiag  the<9.  wl)jck 
by  some  accident  (and  palpably  accident)  was  placed  at  the  beginning  of  the  las^  li^t. 
Vol.  II,  3  T 
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(For  it  may  prove  a  roya*;e>  and  dispose 
OF  things  there?  flfchv*n  knows  what  may 

^  Sane.  No;  [follow  ! 

ril  kill  him  in  tliis  shirt  I've  on  :  Let  things 
Govern  themselves !  Fin  master  of  my  honour 
At  this  time,  and  no  more;  let  wife,  and  land, 
Lie  hiy»«  'till  1  return! 

,  Aiph.  1  say  Amen  to't: 
But  what  cure  for  our  monies  ? 

Sane,  ril  not  spend 
Abovf'  three  shilhngs,  'till  his  head  be  here; 
Four  is  too  great  a  sum  for  all  his  fortunes. 
Come,  take  me  up  instantly. 

Alph.  Farewell  to  you,  sir!  • 

And  if  your  friend  be  in  a  feather-bed, 
Sew*d  up  to  shrowd  bis  fears,  tell  him  'tis 
foUy; 


For  no  course  but  bis  voluntary  banging 
Can  get  our  pardOns.  [^Exeunt, 

Pedro.  Tiiese  I  think  would  be 
Offence  enough,  if  their  own  indiscretions 
Would  suffer  'em  ;  two  of  the  old  seditions ! 
When  they  want  enemies,  they  are  their  own 

foes ! 
Were  tliey  a  little  wiser,  I  should  doubt  *em ; 
Till  when,  I'll  ne'er  break  sleep',  nor  suffbr 

hunger,  feasy, 

For  any  harm  he  shall  receive :  For\is  as 
If  he  be  guilty,  to  turn  these  two  old  men 
Upon  their  own  throats,  and  look  on,  and 

live  still. 
As 'tis  to  tell  6ve  pound ;  a  threat  deal  sooner. 
And  so  I'll  to  my  meat,  and  then  to  hawking. 

[Exit 


»  Lie  lay.]  This  passage  is  a  confirmation  of  a  correction  I  made  in  The  Scomfal  Lady: 
Though  Mr.  Theobald  makes  an  unhappy  query  whether  we  should  not  read,  *  iiejallow  :* 
But  this  is  the  same  thing ;  loy,  as  you  may  see  in  note  •«■  upon  The  Scornful  lady,  being 
taUou\        Sympson. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Mare-Antonio  and  a  Gentleman. 
Marc,  CIEt,  ^his  is  compliment ;  I  pray  you 
^     leave  me. 

Gent,  Sir,  it  is  not. 

Mare.  Why,  I  would  only  see 
The  town. 

Gent.  And  only  that  I  come  to  shew  yoii. 

Marc.  Which  f  can  see  without  you. 

Gent.  So  you  may, 
Plainly,  not  safely:  For«uch  difTcrence 
As  you  have  seen  betwixt  the  sea  and  earth 
When  waves  rise  high,  and  land  would  beat 

'em  back, 
As  fearful  of  invasion ;  such  we  find 
When  we  land  here  at  Barcelona. 

Mare,  Sir ["fearing 

Gent.  Besides,  our  gen'ral  of  the  gnJlies, 
Vour  hasty  nature,  charg'd  nic  not  return 
Without  you  safe. 

Mare.  Oh,  sir,  that  Rodorigo 
Is  noble,  and  he, does  mistake  mv  temper: 
There  is  not  in  the  world  a  minj  less  apt 
To  conceive  wrongs,  or  do  'em.    Has  he  seen 

rae 
In  all  this  voyage,  in  the  which  he  pleases 

Enter  Eugenia,  with  divert  Attendantx, 
To  call  me  friend,  let  slip  a  hasty  word?— 
'Slight,  sir !  yonder  is  a  lady  veil  d ; 
For  propemess  beyond  comparison, 
And  sure  her  face  is  like  the  rest;  we'll  see't. 


Gent.  Why,  you  are- hasty,  sir,  already. 
Know  you 
What  'tis  you  go  about? 

Marc.  Yes;  I  \Vould  sec 
The  woman's  face. 

Gent.  By  Heav'n,  you  shall  not  do't! 
You  do  not  know  the  custom  of  the  place: 
To  draw  that  curtain  here,  tbo'she  weremean, 
Is  mortal. 

Marc.  Is  it?  Earth  must  come  to  earth 
At  last ;  and,  by  my  troth,  I'll  try  it,  sir- 

Gent,  Then  I  must  hold  you  fast.    By  all 
the  faith 
That  can  be  plac'd  hi  man,  'tis  an  attempt 
More  dangerous  than  death  ;  'tis  deatli  and 
I  know  the  lady  well.  [shame  f 

Marc.  Is  she  a  lady  ? 
I  shall  the  more  desire  to  see  her,  sir. 

Gent,  She  is  Alanso's  wife,  the  Governor, 
A  noble  gentleman. 

Marc.  Then  let  me  go : 
If  I  can  win  her,  you  and  I  will  govern 
This  town,  sir,  fear  it  not,  and  we  will  alter 
These  barbarous  customs  then;  for  every  lady 
Shnll  be  seen  daily,  and  seen  over  too^. 

Gent.  Come,  do   not  jest,  nor  let  your 
passions  bear  you 
To  such  wild  enterprizcs  !  Hold  you  still; 
For,  as  I  have  a  soul,  you  shall  not  do't! 
She  is  a  lady  of  nnblemishM  fame. 
And  here  to  offer  that  affront,  were  base. 
Hold  on  your  way;  nnd  we  will  see  the  town. 
And  overlook  the  ladies. 


w  And  tern  over  too.]  Sympson  thinks  it  probable  we  should  read,  •  seen  avert  too;'  i.e. 
*pen.    But  the  last  hue  of  the  next  speech,  'And  averlo0k  the  ladies,'  seems  t<»  confirin  the 
id  iisaamg. 
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Marc.  I  am  scbool'd, 
.  And  promise  you  I  will. — But,  good  sir,  see ! 
She  will  pass  by  us  now :  I  hope  I  may 
Salute  her  thus  fur  off. 

Gent^  'Sfoot,  are  you  mad  ? 
Twill  be  as  ill  as  th' other. 

1  Attend,  Wbat's  the  matter? 
What  would  that  fellow  have^ 

Gent,  Good  bif,  forbear. 

1  Attend.  It  seems  you  are  new  landed; 
%vould  you  beg 
Any  thiug  here  ? 

Marc.  Yes,  sir,  all  happiness 
To  that  fair  lady,  as  I  hope. 

Gent.  Marc- Antonio !  [would  bet; 

Marc.  Her  face,  which  needs  no  hiding,  1 
A  slight  of. 

Gent.  Now  go  on ;  for  'tis  too  late 
To  keep  this  from  a  tumult. 

1  Attend.  Sirrah,  you 
Shall  see  a  fitter  object  for  your  eyes, 
Than  a  fair  lady*s  face. 

Eug.  For  Ueav'n'b  sake,  raise  not 
A  quarrel  in  the  streets  for  me ! 

1  Attend.  Slip  iu  then ; 
This  is  your  door. 

Eug.  Will  you  needs  quarrel  then  ? 

1  Attend.  VVe  must,  or  suffer        •  [speak. 
This  outrage.     Is't  not  all  your  minds,  sirs  ? 

All.  Yes. 

Eug.  Then  I  do  beseech  ye,  let  my  lord 

Enter  three  or  four  Soldiers. 
Not  think  the  quarrel  about  me;  for 'tis  not. 

[Exit. 
Gent.  See,  happily  some  of  our  galley  sol- 
Are  come  aahore.  [diers 

1  Attend.  Come  on,  sir !  you  shall  seu 
faces  enough. 

Enter  certain  Townsmen. 

Gent.  Some  one  of  you  call  to 
Our  General !  tiie  whole  roar  of  the  town 
Comes  in  upon  us. 

Mure.  I  have  seen,  sir,  better 
Perhaps,  than  that  was  cover'd ;  and  will  yet 
See  that,  or  spoil  yours,  [T/icy  Jight. 

Enter  Philippo,  Theodosia,  and  Leucadia. 
FhiL  On !  why  start  you  back? 
Thcod.  Alas,  sir,  they  are  fighting. 
Leoc.  Let's  be  gone. — 
Sec,  see,  a  handsome  man  struck  down ! 

Gent.  Ilo,  General ! 
IjKtk  out !  Antonio  is  iu  distress. 
Theod.  Antonio? 
LetK.  Antonio  ?   Tis  he. 
Rod.  [takhiiL]  Ho,  Governor  !^-Make  a 
shot  into  the  town ! 
Ill  part  you.   Brim;  away  Antonio    \A  shot. 
Into  my  cabin.   [Ext.  Attend,  and  Towiumen. 

G^i^- I  will  do  tliat  office : 
I  fear  it  is  tlie  last  that  I  shall  4o  him. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers  and  GetUleman^with 
MurC'AtUonio,  I 

3T 
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Theod.  The  last?  why,  will  he  die? 
Le(»c.  Since  I  have  found  him. 
Happiness  leave  me,wtiun  ( leave  liim!  [Exit, 

i*hU.  Why,  Theodosia! 
My  sister!  wake!  Alas,  i  griev'd  but  now 
To  see  the  streeC*i  so  full,  and  now  1  grieve 
To  see  them  left  so  empty :   1  could  wish 
Tumult  himself  were  here,  that  yet  at  least 
Amongst  the  baud  I  mi^i)t  espy  some  face 
So  pale  and  fearful,  that  Mouid  willingly 
Embrace  an  errand  for  n  cordial. 
Or  aqua-vitay  or  a  cup  of  sack, 

Or  a  physicitin.     But  to  talk  of  these 

She  breathes !  brand  up  1  oh,  Theodtisia ! 
Speak  but  as  tliou  wert  wont :  give  but  a  sigh, 
Which  is  but  the  most  unhappy  piece  of  life. 
And  I  will  ever  after  worship  sadness, 
Apply  myself  to  grief,  prepare  and  build 
Altars  to  sorrow! 

Theod.  Oh,  Philippe,  help  me4        [arms, 
Phil.  I  do :  Tiiese  are  my  ai'ms,  Phiiippo  » 
Thy  brother's  arms,  that  hold  thee  up. 

Theod.  You  help  me 
To  life ;  but  1  would  sec  Antonio 
Ti)at*s  dead.  [thou  ? 

Ph^.  Thou  shalt  see  any  thing.  How  dodt 
Theitd,  Better,  I  thank  you. 
Phil,  Why,  that's  well.     Cull  up 
Thy  senses,  and  micloud  thy  cover'd  spirits. 
How  now? 

Thcod.  Reeover'd.    But  Antonio! 
Wliere  is  he? 
Phil.  We  will  find  liim.     Art  thou  well  ? 
Theod.  Perfectly  well,  saving  the  miss  of 
him. 
And  I  do  charge  you  here,  by  our  alliance. 
And  by  the  love  which  would  have  been  be* 

twixt  us,   . 
Knew  we  no  kindred ;  by  that  killins;  fenr, 
Mingled  with  twenty  thous^ind  hopes  and 

doubts, 
Whicli  you  may  think  plac'd  in  a  lovcr*s  heart. 
And  in  a  vir^^in's  too  when  she  wants  help, 
To  grunt  me  your  assistance  to  tindx)ut 
This  man,  alive  or  dead  I  and  1  v^ill  pay  you, 
J  n  service,  tears,  or  prayers, a  world  ot'  wealiu ; 
But  other  treasure  I  have  none.    Alas ! 
You  men  have  strong  hearts;  but  we  feeble 

maids  ^ 

Have  tender'eyes,  which  only  given  be 
To  blind  themselves, crying  for  what  they  see. 
Phil,  Why  dosi  tliou  charge  me  thus?  Have 
I  been  found 
Slow  to  perform,  what  I  could  but  iIna^i^e 
Thy  wisiics  wej'e  ?    Have  I  at  any  Unic 
Teuder'd  a  business  of  mine  own,  beyond 
A  vanity  of  thine?    Have  I  not  been. 
As  if  1  were  a  sensele&s  creaiure,  made 
To  serve  theewitiiout  power  of  questioning? 
If  so,  why  fear'st  thou? 

!/yieu(/.  I  am  satisfied.  [cndia? 

Phil.  Come  then,  let's  go.— Where's  IjCo* 
Theod.  I  know  not,  sir. 
Phil,  Where's  Leocadia? 
Theod.  I  do  not  know, 
2 
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PhiL  Leoe&dia! 
This  tumult  made  the  streets  ssdead  as  night; 
A  man  may  talk  as  freely !  what's  become 
Of  Leocadla? 

Theod.  She's  run  away. 

PhiL  Be  gone,  and  let  us  never  more  be- 
hold 
Each  other's  face,  till  we  may,  both  together, 
Fasten  our  eyes  on  her !    Accursed  be 
Those  tender  cozening  names  of  Charity,  • 
And  Natural  Affection !  they  have  lost 
Me,  only  by  observing  them,  what  cost. 
Travel,  and  fruitless  wishes,  may  in  vain 
Search  thro'  the  world,  but  never  find  again. 

Theod.  Good  sir,  be  patient !  I  have  done 
no  fault 
Worthy  this  banishment. 

Phil.  Yes ;  Lffocadia, 
The  lady  so  distress'd,  who  was  content 
To  lay  her  story,  and  to  lay  her  heart 
As  open  as  her  story  to  yourself; 
Who  was  content  that  I  should  know  her  sex, 
Before  dissembled,  and  to  put  herself 
Into  my  conduct ;  whom  I  undertook 
Safely  to  guard ;  is  in  this  tumult  lost  I 

Theod,  And  can  I  help  it^  sir  ? 

PhiL  No ;    would  thou  couldst ! 
Yon  might  have  done,  but  for  that  zeal'd  reli- 
gion 
You  women  bear  to  swooningsj  You  do  pick 
Your  times  to  faint,  when  somebody  is  by 
Bound  or  by  nature,  or  by  love,  or  service, 
To  raise  you  from  that  well-dissembled  death : 
Inform  roe  but  of  one  that  has  been  found 
Dead  in  her  private  chamber  by  herself, 
Where  sickness  would  no  more  forbear  than 
And  1  will  quit  the  rest  for  her.  [here, 

Theod,  I  know  not 
What  they  may  do,  and  hdw  they  rhay  dis- 
But,  by  my  troUi,  I  did  ^ot.  [semble; 

PhiL  By  my  troth. 
Would  I  had  tried !  'would  I  had  let  thee  lain. 
And  followed  her ! 

Theod,  I  would  you  had  done  so, 
Rather  than  been  so  angry.  Where's  Antonio? 

PhiL  Why  dost  thou  vex  me  with  these 

Questions  ? 
1  thee  where;  he's  carried  to  the  gallics, 
There  to  be  chuin*d,  and  row,  and  beat,  and 

row 
With  knotted  ropes,  and  pizzles;  if  he  Swoon, 
He  has  a  dose  of  biscuits 

Tfieod.  I  am  glad 
He  is  alive. 

PhiL  Was  ever  man  thus  troubled  ? 
Tell  me  where  Leocadia  is ! 

Theod,  Good  brother, 
Be  not  so  hasty,  and  I  thiuk  I  can : 
You  found  no  error  in  me,  when  I  first 
Told  you  she  was  a  woman;  and,  believe  me, 
Something  I  have  found  out  which  makes  me 

think, 
Nay  almost  know  so  well,  that!  tinrst  swear 
She  followed  hurt  Antonio. 
PhiL  What  do  we 


Enter  the  Governor^  twq  AtlendtoUs,  and  the 
Toumtmen, 

Then  lingnng  here  ?  We  wHl  aboard  the  pal- 
And  6nd  her.  [laes^ 

Gov,  Made  he  a  shot  tntx>  the  towD  f 

1  Attend.  He  did,  sir. 

G(rv.  Call  back  those  gentlemen. 

1  Attend.  The  Go%'ernor 
Comman<{s  you  back. 

PhiL  We  will  obey  him,  sir.  file  is 

Giro.  You  gave  him  cause  to  shocrt,  I  know 
So  far  from  rash  offence,  and  holds  with  me 
Such  curious  friendship— Could  not  one  of 

you 
Have  caird  me  while  ^twas  doing  ?    Such  air 
Before  my  door  too?  [uproar, 

1  Towns.  By  my  troth,  sir,, 
We  were  so  busy  in  the  public  cause. 
Of  our  own  private  falling  out,  that  wc  for- 
got it.  [soon 
At  homS  we  see  now  you  were  not;  but  at 
As  the  shot  made  us  fly,  wc  ran  away 
As  fast  as  wc  could  to  seek  your  honour. 

Gov,  Twas  gravely  done !  bot  no  man  teli» 

the  cause,  [differ. 

Or  chance,  or  what  it  was,  tliat  made  you 

1  Towns.  For  my  part,  sir,  if  there  were 
any  that 
I  knew  of,  the  shot  drove  it  out  of  my  head. 
Do  you  know  any,  neig'ibours? 

AIL  Notwc,  not  we. 

Gov.  Not  wc  ?    Nor  can  you  tell  ? 

1  Attend.  No  other  cause,  [t^allies. 

But  the  old  quarrel  betwixt  the  town  and  the 

Gov.  Come  nearer,  gentlemen!  What  are 
vour  names  ? 

P^il    My  name  Philippo. 

Theod.  And  mine  Theodoro. 

Gov.  Strangers  you  arc,  it  seems. 

PA/7.  Newly  arriv'd.  ■ 

Gov.  Then  you  are  they  begun  this  tumult* 

Phit,  No,  sir. 

Gov.  Speak  one  of  you. 

t  Attend.  They  are  not;  I  can  quit'em. 

Theod.  Yet  we  saw  part,  and  an  unhappy 

part. 

Of  this  debate ;  a  long-sought  friend  of  ours 

Sti'uck  down  for  dead,  and  bonie  unto  tfie 

His  name  is  Marc-Antonio.  [gallies; 

Phil   And  another 
Of  our  own  company,  a  gentleman 
Of  noble  birth,  Itesides  accompanied 
With  all  the  giftjs  of  Nature,  ravish'd  hence 
We  know,  not  how,  in  this  dissention. 

Gov.  Get  you  home  all,  and  work ;  and 
^hen  I  hear 
You  meddle  with  a  weapon  any  more,    [you 
But  those  belonging  to  your  trades.  111  lay 
Where  your  best  customers  shall  hardly  fiad 
you.  [Exeunt  Toamsmtn* 

I'm  sorry,  gentlemen,  I  tcoubled  you, 
Being  both  strangers,  by  your  tongues,  add 

looks. 
Of  worth :  To  make  ye  aone  part  of  amends^ 


Ad  4.  Scene  f.] 


lx>v£r$  pnxmiMAGE. 


h09 


If  there  be  any  tbliig  m  this  poor  town 
Of  Barcelona  that  you  wottid  comimuidy 
Command  me ! 

Thead.  Sir,  this  wounded  ^otleman^ 
If  it  might  please  yoa,  if  your  power  and  love 
Extend  so  far,  I  would  he  glad  to  wish 
Might  be  removed  into  the  town  for  cure: 
The  gallies  stay  not ;  and  his  wound,  I  know, 
Cannot  endure  a  voyagCi 

Gov.  Sir,  he  shall, 
I  warrant  youi — Go  caJl  me  hither,  sirrah, 
One  of  my  other  servants.     [Exit  1  Attend. 

Phil.  And  besides, 
The  gentleman  we  lost,  signor  Francisco, 
Shall  he  be  rendered  too  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Gov.  And  he,  sir,  too.    Go^  sirrah,  bear 
this  Hug 
To  Rodorigo,  my  most  noble  friend. 
The  eeneral  of  the  j^allies:  Tell  him  this. 
[Whiipers  to  hit  Servant.     Exit  Servant. 

Theod.  Now  we  shall  have  'eid  both. 

FhiL  Blest  be  thy  thoughts 
Fur  apprehending  this !  blest  be  thj  breatli 
For  uttering  it! 

Gov,  Come,  gentlemen,  you  shall 
Enter  my  roof;  and  I  will  send  for  surgeons, 
And  you  shall  see  your  friends  here  presently. 

The6d.  His  name  was  Marc-Antonio. 

Gov.  I  know  it. 
And  have  sent  word  so. 

FhiL  Did  you  not  forget 
Francisco's  name  ? 

Gov.  Nor  his.     YouVe  truly  welcome; 
To  talk  about  it  more,  were  but  to  say 
The  same  word  often  over:  You  are  welcome. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  XL 

Enter  MarC'Antmio,  carried  by  two  Soldiers; 
Leocadia  atid  the  Servant  following. 

Serv.  This  is  the  house,  sir. 

Marc.  Enter  it,  I  pray  you ; 
For  I  am  faint,  altho*  I  think  my  wound 
Be  nothing.  Soldiers,  leave  us  now ;  I  thank 
you. 

1  Sold.  Heaven  send  you  health,  sir !   . 

Serv.  Let  me  lead  you  in. 

Marc.  My  wound's  not  iu  my  feet;  I  shall 
entreat  'era, 
I  hope,  to  bear  me  so  fart  [Exit. 

3  Sold.  How  seriously 
These  land-men  fled,  when  our  general 
Made  a  shot,  as  if  he  Iiari  been  a  warning 
To  call  'em  to  their  hall ! 

1  Sold.  I  cannot  blame  'em : 
What  a  man  have  they  now  in  the  town 
Able  to  maintain  a. tumult,  or  upliold 
A  matter  oqt  of  square,  if  need  be?    Oh, 
The  quiet  hurly-burlies  that  I've  seen 
In  this  town,  when  we've  fought  four  hours 

together, 
And  not  a  mste  amongst  us  so  impertinent 


Or  modest  to  ask  why? 
But  now  the  pillars  that  bf^re  up  this  blessed 
Town  in  that  regular  debate,  and  scrambling. 
Are  dead,  the  more's  the  pity. 

a  Sold.  OM  Ignatio 
Lives  still. 

1  Sold.  Yes,  I  know  him ;  he  will  do 
Prettily  well  at  a  man's  liver :  But  where 
Is  tliere  a  man  now  living  in  the  town 
That  hath  a  steady  hand,  and  understands 
Anatomy  well  ?    J  f  it  come 

To  a  particular  matter  of  the  lungs. 
Or  tlie  spleen,  why,  alas !  Ignatio  is  to  seek. 
Are  there  any  such  men  left  as  I  [you 

Have  known,  tliat  would  say  they  would  hit 
In  this  place  ?    Is  there  ever  a  good  artist. 
Or  a  member-piercer,  or  a  small-gut-man. 
Left  in  the  town  ?    Answer  me  that. 

2  Sold.  'Mass, 

I  think  there  be  not. 

1  Sold.  No,  I  warrant  thee. 
Come,  come ;  'tis  time  we  were  at  tJie  gnllies. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Governor,  Eugenia,  Marc-Antonio^ 
Phiiippo,  Theodosia,  Leocadia,  and  Attend" 
ants. 

Gov.  Sir,  you  may  know  by  what  I  said 

alr(:ady. 

You  may  command  my  house;  but  I  must  beg 

Pardon  to  leave  yo«i.    If  the  public  business 

Forc'd  me  not  frocn  you,  I  myself  sliould  call 

Unmannerly;  but,  good  sir,  do  you  give  it 
A  milder  name,     it  shall  not  be  an  hour 
Ere  I  return. 

Marc.  Sir,  I  was  ne'er  so  poor 
fn  my  own  thoughts,  as  that  I  waut  a  means 
To  requite  this  with. 

Gov.  Sir,  within  this  hour.  [Exit. 

Marc.  Is  this  the  lady  that  I  quarrelrd  for? 
Oh,  Lust,  if  wounds  cannot  restrain  Uiy  power^ 
Let  shame !  N  or  do  1  feel  my  hurt  at  all. 
Nor  is  it  aught;  only  1  was  well  beaten. 
If  I  pursue  it,  all  the  civil  world. 
That  ever  did  imagine  the  content 
Found  in  the  band  of  man  and  wife  unbroke. 
The  reverence  due  to  housholds,  or  the  ble- 
That  may  be  stuck  upon  posterity,        [mish 
Will  catch  me,  bind  me,  burn  upon  my  fore- 
head, 
'  This  is  the  wounded  stranger,  that,  receiv'd 
*  For  charity  into  a  house,  attempted* — i- 
I  will  not  do  it. 

Eug.  Sir,  how  do  you  now, 
That  you  walk  oflF? 

Marc.  Worse,  madam,  than  I  was; 
But  it  will  over. 

Eug.  Sit,  aud  rest  a  while ! 

Marc,  VVhere  are  the'  surgeons  ? 

Eug,  Sir,  it  is  their  manner, 
When  they  have  seen  th^  wound,  especially 
The  patient  being  of  worth,  to  go  consult 
(Which  they  are  now  at  in  another  room) 
About  the  dressing. 
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Marc.  Madam,  T  do  fed 
Myself  not  well. 

neod.  Alas  ! 

Leoc,  How  do  you,  sir  ? 

Evg.  Will  you  driiik  waters  ? 

Marc^  No,  good  madam ;  'tis  not 
-    So  violent  upon  me,  nor  1  thinki 

Any  thing  dangerous :  But  yet  there  are 
Some  things  that  sit  so  heavy  on  my  con- 
science. 
That  will  perplex  my  mind,'  and  stop  my  cure ; 
So  that  unless  I  utter  *em,  a  scratch, 
Ileiepnmy  thumb,  will  kill  me/ Gentlemen, 
I  pray  you  leave  the  room,  and  come  nut  in 
Yourselves,  or  any  other,  'till  I  have 
Opeu'd  myself  to  this  most-honoured  lady  ! 

Fhil,  We  will  not. 

Theod.  Oh,  bless'd  !  hell  discover  now 
His  love  to  me. 

Leoc.  Now  he  will  tell  the  lady 
Our  contract. 

[Ejceunt  omnes  prater  Eug.  and  Marc, 

Eug,  I  do  believe  he  will  confess  to  me 
The  wrong  he  did  a  lady  iu  the  streets; 
But  T  forgive  him. 

Marc.  Madam,  I  perceive 
Myself  grow  worse  and  worse. 

Eug,  Shall  I  Ltill  hack 
Your  friends.? 

Marc.  Oh,  no !  but,  ere  I  do  impart 
What  burthens  me  so  sore,  let  me  entreat  you 
(For  there  is  no  trust  in  these  surgeons) 
To  look  upon  my  wound  ;  it  is  perhaps 
My  last  request:  But  tell  me  truly  too, 
(That  must  be  in)  how  far  do  yuu  imagine 
it  will  have  power  upon  me. 

Eug.  Sir.  I  will. 

Marc.  For  HcavVs  sake,  softly!  Oh!  I 
must  needs  lay 
My  head  down  easily,  whilst  you  do  it. 

Eug.  Do,  sir.— 
Tis  but  an  ordinary  blow;  a  child 
Of  mine  has  had  a  greater,  and  been*  well: 
Are  vou  faint-hearted  ? 

Marc.  Oh! 

Eug.  Why  do  you  sigh  ? 
There  is  no  danger  iu  the  world  in  this: 

I  wonder  it  should  make  a  man Sit  down**. 

W'hat  do  jou  mean?  why  do  you  kiss  my 

breasts? 
Lift  up  your  head ;  your  wound  may  well 
endure  it.  .        [tection 

Mare.  Oh,  madam,  may  I  not  express  af- 
(Dying  affection  too,  I  fear)  to  those 
I  That  do  me  favours,  such  as  this  of  yours? 

Eug.  If  you  mean  so^  'tis  well :  But  what's 
the  business 
Lies  on  your  coi^science? 

Marc.  I  will  tell  you,  madam. 

Eug.  Tell  me,  and  laugh? 

Marc.  J3ut  I  will  toll  you  true, 
Tlio'  I  do  laugh :  I  know,  as  well  as  you, 
My  wound  is  nothing ;  nor  the  power  of  earth 


Could  lay  a  wound  upon  me  in  your  presence, 
That  I  could  feel :  But  I  do  laugh  to  think 
I  low  covertly,  how  far  beyond  the  reach 
Of  men,  and  wise  men  jtoo,  we  shall  deceive 

'em. 
Whilst  thry  imagine  I  am  talking  here 
With  that  short  breath  I  have,  ready  to  swoon 
At  every  full  point;  you  my  ghostly  mother 
To  hear  my  sad  confession  ;  you  and  I 
Will  on  that  bed  witbin,  prepar'd  for  me, 
Debate  the  matter  privately. 

Eug.  Forbear ! 
Thou  wert  hut  now  as  welcome  to  this  house 
As  certain  cures  to  sick  inen,  and  ju>t  now 
This  sudden  alteration  makes  thee  look 
Like  plagues  come  to  infect  it;  if  thou  kncw*st 
How  loathsome  thou  wilt  be,   thou  would»t 

entreat 
These  walls  or  ppsts  to  help  thee  to  a  hurt. 
Past  thy  dissimulation. 

Marc.  Gentle  madam. 
Call  'em  not  in ! 

Eug,  I  will  not  yet;  this  place 
I  know  to  be  within  the  reach  of  tongue 
And  ears  ;  thou  canst  not  force  ine ;  there- 
fore hear  me 
What  I  will  telitijce  quickly:  Thou  art  born 
To  end  some  way  more  discstccm'd  than  this; 
Or,  which  is  worte,  to  die  of  this  hur^  yet, — 
Come,  gentlemen! 

Enter  Leocadia. 

Marc.  Good  madam ! 

Eug.  Oentleiuca ! 

Leoc.  Madam,  how  is't?  Is  Marc- Antonio 
well? 
Mc thinks  your  looks  are  alter*d,  and  I  see 
A  strange  distemper  in  you. 
'   Eug,  I  am  wrought 
By  that  dissembling  man,  that  fellow,  worth 
Nothing  but  kicking. 

Enter  Philippo  and  Theodosia. 

Leoc,  Gentle  madam,  speak 
To  me  alone  !  let  not  tliem  understand 
His  fhult !  he  will  rrpent  it,  I  dare  sviscar. 

Eug.  I'll  tell  it  you  in  private. 

Phil,  MaroAntonio, 
How  do  you  ? 

Marc.  Stand  further  off,  I  pray  you  ; 
Give  me  some  air.     , 

Theod.  Good  brother,  will  he  'scape  ? 
The  surgeons  say  tlicre  is  no  danger. 
^  Fhil.  ^apc  ? 
No  doubt  he  will. 

Leoc,  Alas,  will  he  not  leave 
This  trying  all  ?— Madam,  I  do  beseech  you 
Let  me  but  speak  to  him,  you  and  these  by, 
And  I  dare  almost  promiso  you  to  make  hiui 
Shew  himself  truly  sorrowful  to  you. 
Besides,  a  story  i  shall  open  to  you, 
Not  put  in  so  good  words,  but  iu  itself 
So  fiul  of  chance,  that  you  will  easily 


%  1  wonder  it  should  make  a  man  sit  down,]  So  the  former  editions. 
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Forgive  mj  tediousnes9,  find  be  well  pleas*d 
With  that  so  much  afflicts  me.  ^ 
J^ug.  Good  sir,  do. 
LetK*  And  I  desire  no  interruption 
Of  speech  may  trouble  me,  'till'l  have  said 
What  I  will  quickly  do. 
TJteod.  What  will  she  say  ? 
£iig.  Come,  gentlemen,  I  pray  yon  lend 
your  ears. 
And  keep  your  voices. 

Lenc.  Signer  Marc-Antonio, 
How  do  you  ? 

Marc.  Oh,  the  surseons ! 
Leoc.  Let  me  tell  you. 
Who  know  as  well  asyoii,  you  do  dissemble, 
It  is  no  time  to  do  so;  leave  the  tboughti 
Of  this   vain  world,   forget  your  flesh  and 

blood, 
And  make  your  spirit  nn  untroubled  way 
To  pnss  to  what  it  oufi;ht. 

Marc,  You're  not  in  earnest? 
Why,  I  can  walk,  sir,  and  am  well. 

Leoc,  Tistrue 
Tliat  you  can  walk, and  do  IjelievetouVe  well: 
It  is  the  nature,  as  your  surgeons  say, 
Of  tliese  wounds,  for  a  man  to  go,  and  talk, 
Nay  merrily,  'till  his  last  hour,  his  minute: 
r#r  Hcav'n  s  sake,  sir,  sit  down  again  ! 

Marc.  Alas, 
Wliere  arc  the  siir;»eons? 

I^,oc.  Sir,  they  will  not  come;  [say» 

If  they  should  dress  you,  you  would  die,  ihry 
Ere  one  told  twenty.  Trouhle  not  your  mind. 
Keep  your  head  warm,  and  do  not  stir  your 
And  you  may  live  nn  hour.  [hody. 

Marc.  Oh,  Heavns,  an  hour? 
Alas,  it  is.  too  little  to  remember 
But  half  the  wrongs  that  I  have  done:  IIow 

short 
Then  for  contrition,  and  how  least  of  all 
For  satisfaction  ! 

Letfc.  But  you  desire  , 

To  satisfy  ? 

Marc.  Hcav'ii  knows,  I  do  ! 
Leoc.  Then  know 
That  I  am  lie,  or  she,  or  what  you  wilJ, 
Most  wrong'd  by  you,  your  Lc<icadia, 

(I  know  you  must  remember  me) 

Marc.  Oh,  IJeav'n ! 

Jj'oc.  That  lost  her  friends,  that  lost  her 
father's  house, 
Thnt  lost  her  fame  in  losing  of  her  sex, 
Willi  tliesc  strange  garments:  There  is  no 

excuse 
To  hinder  me;  it  is  within  your  power 
To  give  me  satisfaction  ;  you  have  time 
I-eft  in  thi^  little  piece  of  life  to  do  it : 
Therefore  I  charge  you,  for  your  conscience 
sake,  [live 

And  for  our  fame,  which  I  would  fain  liave 
When  both  of  us  are  dead,  to  celebrate 
That  contract,  which  you  have  botli  eeal'd 

and  sworn. 
Yet  ere  you  die ;  wJiich  must  be  hastily, 
Ileav'n  knows.. 


Marcm  Alas,  tlie  stinp:  of  conscience 
To  death-ward  for  our  faults !  Draw  nearer 

all, 
And  hear  what  I,  unhappy  man,  shall  say. 
First,  madam,  I  desire  your  pardon  ;  next, 
(I  feel  my  spirits  fail  me  !)  gentlemen, 
Let  me  shake  hands  with  you,  and  let's  be 

friends ; 
For  I  have  done  wrong  upon  wrong  so  thick, 
I  know  not  where,  that  every  man  mcthinks 
Should  be  mine  enemy ;  forgive  me  both  ! 
lastly,  'tis  true  (oh,  1  do  feel  the  power 
Of  death  seize  on  me !)  that  I  was  contcacted 
By  seal  and  oath  to  Leocadia ; 
(I  must  speak-fast,  because  I  fear  my  life 
Will  else  be  shorter  than  my  speech  would  be) 
But  'tis  impossible  to  satisfy 
You,  Leocadia,  but  by  repentance, 
Tho'  I  can  dyingly  and  boldly  say 
I  know  not  your  dishonour ;  yet  that  was 
Your  virtue,  and  not  mine,  you  know  it  well: 
But  herein  lies  the  impossibiKty; 
(Oh !  Theod<isia,  Theodosia !) 
I  was  betroth'd  to  Theodosia, 
Before  I  ever  saw  thee ;  Ileav'n  forgive  me ! 
She  is  my  wife  this  half-hour  whilst  I  live. 

Theod,  That's  I,  that's  I !  I'm  Theodosia. 
Hear  me  a  little  now,  who  have  not  suflFer'd 
Disgrace  at  all  methinks,  since  you  confess 
What  I  so  long  have  sought  for.  Here  is  with 
Philippo  too,  my  brother.  [me 

Marc.  1  am  glad; 
All  happiness  to  him  !  Come,  let  me  kiss  thee, 
Beg  pardon  of  that  maid  for  my  offence ; 
Anil  let  me  further,  with  a  dying  breath, 
Teil  in  thine  ear'the  rest  of  my  desires. 

ljM,g.  I  am  afraid  they  will  all  four  turn 
If  we  hold  longer  talk.  [women, 

Ijcoc.  Alas,  there  is 
No  hope  for  me ;  that's  Theodosia, 
And  that  her  brother.  1  am  only  sorry 
I  was  beholding  to  'em ;  I  will  search 
Over  the  world,  as  careless  of  my  fortunes 
As  they  of  me,  'till  I  can  meet  a  curse 
To  make  these  almost-killing  sorrows  worse ! 

[Erit. 

Theod.  Sir,  as  I  live,  she  lied,  only  to  draw 
A  just  confession  from  you,  which  she  hath; 
A  happy  one  for  me !  Ask  of  this  lady, 
Ask  of  my  blather. 

Kug.  Sir,  she  d'd  dissemble; 
Your  wound  is  nothing. 

Phil.  Leocadia's  gone !  [Exit^ 

Theod.  Rise  up,  and  stir  yourself;  'tis  but 
amazement 
And  your  ima(<;ination  that  afflicts  you; 
Look  you,  sir,  now ! 

Mtirc.  I  think  'tis  so,  indeed. 

Theod.  The  surgeons  do  not  come,  because 
tbey  swear 
It  needs  no  dressing. 

Eug.  You  shall  talk  with  'em 
Within,  for  your  own  fancy* 

Mnrc.  Where's  your  brother, 
And  Leocadia? 
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Eug.  Withifn  beli];©. 


Marc,  I  feel  myself,  roethink»,  as  well  as      My  lust  play  with  religion ;  when  I  leaTe 


ever.  [give 

Eug.  Keep  then  yonr  mind  so  too ;  I  do  for- 

The  fault  you  did  to  rae ;  but  here  is  one 

Must  not  be  wrong'd  hereafter. 
M(trc»  Neither  shall  she  : 


When  I  make  jests  of  oaths  again,  or  make 


To  keep  true  joys  for  her,  and  yet  within 
Myself  true  sorrow  for  my  passed  deeds; 
May  I  want  grace  when  {  would  fain  repent, 
And  find  a  great  and  sudden  punishment ! 

[Eieunt, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  PkilippOy  Diego,  and  Incuho, 
TtdL  fTirHERE  is  mine  host?  did  not  he 
'^ '    see  him  neither? 

Diego.  Not  I,  i'  faith,  sir. 

FhiL  Nor  the  muleteer?  [f^«^?fj» 

'     htc.  Nay,  he's  past  seeing,  unless  it  be  m*8 
By  this  time;  all  his  visions  were  the  pots. 
Three  hours  since,  sir.  - 

JPAiY.  Which  way  should  she  take? 
Nay,  look  you  now!  d'you  all  stand  still? 

Good  Heav'n  ! 
You  might  have  lighted  on  him.    Now,  this 
instant!  H"™* 

For  love's  sake,  seek  him  out !  Whoever  finds 
I  will  reward  his  fortune  as  his  diligence. 
Get  all'the  town  to  help  that  will  be  hir'd; 
Their  pAins  I'll  turn  to  annual  holiday, 
If  itshould  chance  but  one  bring  word  of  her: 
'Pray  you,  ajjout  it  1 
.    Inc.  ller,  sir  ?  who  do  you  mean  ? 

Fkil.  I  had  forgot  myself;    the  page,  I 
That  came  along  with  us.  [meant, 

Diego.  He  you  gave  the  cloaths  to? 

PA*?.  I  gate  the  cloaths  to,  rascal? 

Diego.  Nay,  good  sir ! 

FhiL  Why  dost  thou  mention  or  upbraid 
my  courtesies, 
Slave? 

Diego,  For  your  honour,  sin 

FhiL  Wretch !  I  was  honour'd,    ['sdeath! 
That  she  should  wear  'em  (he,  I  would  say) 
Go,  get  and  find  him  out,  or  never  see  me. 
I  shall  betray  ray  love,  ere  I  possess  it. 
Some  star  direct  me,  or  ill  planet  strike  me  ! 

{Exit. 

^  Inc.  Best  to  divide. 

Diego.  rU  this  way. 

Inc.  And  I  this. 

Diego.  I,  as  you,  find  him  for  n  rial ! 

Inc.  Tis  done.  ,     [pie-house; 

Diego.  My  course  is  now  directly  to  some 
I  know  the  pages*  compass. 

J/tc.  I  til  ink  rather 
The  smock  side  o*  th'  town,  the  surer  harbour 
At  his  years  to  put  in. 

Diego.  If  I  do  find  ^  [now. 

The  hungry  haunt,  I  take  him  by  the  teeth 

Inc.  I  by  the  tail ;  yet  I  as  you ! 

Diego.  No  more.  [Exeunt.  | 


SCENE  IL 
Enter  Fhilippo, 

FhiL  Dear  Leocadia,  where  canst  thou 

befied 
Thu«,  like  a  spirit,  hence  ?  and  in  a  moment? 
What  cloud  can  hide  thee  from  my  following 

search. 
If  vet  thou  art  a  body  ?  Sure  she  hath  not 
Ta^en  any  house :  She  did  too  late  leave  one 
Where  all  humanity  of  a  place  received  her. 
And  would,  if  she  had  stay'd,  have  help'd  to 

right 
The  wrong  her  fortune  did  her.  Yet  she  must 
Be  enter*d  somewhere,  or  be  found ;  no  street. 
Lane,  passage,  corner,  turn,  hach   'scap*d 

enquiry. 
If  her  despair  had  ravish'd  her  to  air. 
She  coold  not  yet  be  rarified  so. 
But  some  of  us  should  meet  her:  Tho'  piejr 

eyes  [would 

Perhaps  be  leaden,   and  might  turn,  mine 
Strike  out  a  lightning  for  her,  and  divide 
A  mist  as  thick  as  ever  darkness  was, 
Nay,  see  her  thro'  a  quarry :  They  do  lie. 
Lie  grosly,  that  say  Love  is  bhnd ;  by  him. 
And  Heav'n,tbey  lie !  he  has  a  sight  can  pierce 
Thro'  ivory,  as  clear  as  it  were  horn. 
And  reach  his  object. 

Enter  Incuho. 

Inc.  Sir,  he's  found,  he's  found ! 
FhiL  Ila  ?  where  ?  But  reach  that  happy 
note  again. 
And  let  it  relish  truth,  thou  art  an  angel. 

Inc.  He's  here;  fast  by,  sir;  calling  for  a 

To  go  aboard  the  gallies.  [boat 

FhiL  Where,  where?  Hold  thee!     [Exit. 

Inc.   He  might  ha'  kept  this  now,  I'd 

nought  to  shew  for't,  [word: 

tf  he  had  had  the  wit  t'  have  gone  from's 

These  direct  men,  they  are  no  men  of  fashion; 

Talk  what  you  will,  this  is  a  very  smelt. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IIL 

Enter  Leonardo^  with  a  Surgeon, 

Leo.  Upon  your  art,  sir,  and  your  faith 

t*  assist  it,  tnl? 

Shall  I  believe  you  theQ  bis  wound's  not  mor* 
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Surg,  Sir,  'tis  not  worth  jrour  question,  less 

your  fear.  [cept 

Leo.  Vou  do  restore  me,  sir;  I  pray  y*  ac- 

This  sinull  reintsmbrance  of  a  father's  thanks, 

For  so  assur'd  a  benefit. 

Su7g.  Kx.cu&e  me !  [lieve 

Leo,  Sir,  1  can  spare  it,  and  must  not  be- 
But  that  your  fortune  may  receive  t;  except 
You'd   ha'  ine  think  you  live  not  by  your 
practice. 
Surg.  I  crave  your  pardon,  sir;  you  teach 
me  manners.  [require, 

Leo.  I  crave  your  love  and  friendship ;  and 
As  I  have  made  now  both  myself  and  busi- 
ness [rae, 
A  portiun  of  your  care,  you  will  but  bring 
Under  the  person  of  a  cali'd  assistant, 
To  his  next  openings  where  1  may  but  see 

him, 
And  utter  a  few  words  to  him  in  private, 
And  yju  will  merit  me:  For  I  am  iuth, 
Since  here  I  have  not  to  appear  myself, 
Or  to  be  known  unto  tiie  Governor, 
Or  make  a  tumult  of  my  purpose. 

Surg.  Neither  fyou 

I  hope  will  be  your  need,  sir:  I  shall  bring 

B<n!i  there,  and  off  again,  witliout  the  ha- 

^rd..  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Pkilipoo  and  Leocadia, 

Phil.  Will  you  m>t  liear  me? 

Lein:.  I  have  heard  so  much  ftonio. 

Will  ketp  me  deaf  for  ever!  No,  Marc-An- 
After  thy  sentence,  I  may  liear  no  more : 
Thou  \w\bt  pmnounc'd  me  dead ! 

Phil.  Appeal  to  Reason  : 
She  will  reprieve  you  from  the  power  of  grief, 
Which  rules  but  in  her  absicnce :  Hear  nie  say 
A  sovereign  me^sa^e  from  lier,  wiiicli  in  duty, 
Autl  love  to  your  own  safety,  you  uijj:;ht  hear. 
Why  do  you  strive  so?  whither  woul«I  you  Hy? 
You  cannot  wrest  yourself  away  from  care. 
You  may  from  counsel;  you  may  shift  your 

piace, 
Bnt  not  your  person ;  and  anoclier  dime 
Makes  you  no  other. 

Leoc.  Oh ! 

Fhil.  For  passion's  sake, 
(Which  I  do  serve,  honour,  and  love  in  you) 
If  y»)u  will  sigh,  si^h  here  ;  if  you  would  vary 
A  sigh  to  te-.irs,  or  outcry,  do  it  hr re ! 
Mu  shade,  no  depart,  darkness,  nor  the  crave, 
Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  thoughts  tiian  I. 
Only  bnt  hear  me  speak ! 

Leoc.  What  would  you  say  ? 

Phil   That  which  shdil  raise  your  heart, 
or  pull  down  miup, 
Quiet  your  pU!«sion,  or  provoke  mine  own ; 
We   must  have  both  one  balsam,   or  one 
wound. 


For  know,  lov*d  fair,  since  the  first  provi- 
dence 
Make  rae  your  rescue,  I  have  read  you  tliro', 
And  with  a  wond'ring  pity  hK>licd  on  you ; 
'  I  have  observ'd  the  method  of  your  blood, 
And  waited  on  it  e'en  with  sympathy 
Of  a  like  red  and  paleness  in  mine  own  ; 
i  knew  which  blush  was  Anger's,  which  was 
Love's,  [Truth; 

Which  was  the  eye  of  Sorrow,   which  of 
And  could  distinguish  honour  from  disdain 
In  every  change ;  and  you  are  worth  my  study. 
I  saw  your  volunidry  misery 
Sustain'd  in  travel :  A  disguised  maid, 
Wearied  with  seek in^j;,  and  with  finding  lost ; 
Neglected,  where  you  hop'd  most,  or  put  by  ; 
I  saw  it,  and  have  laid  it  to  my  heart : 
And  tho'  it  were  my  sister  which  was  righted. 
Yet  being  by  your  wrong,  I  put  o^'  nature, 
Could  not  be  glad,  where  I  was  bound  to 

triumph,    » 
My  care  for  you  so  drown'd  respect  of  her; 
Nor  did  I  only  apprehend  your  bonds, 
But  studied  your  release;  and  for  that  day 
Have  I  miide  up  a  ransom, brought  you  health, 
Preservative  'gainst  chance,  or  injury, 
Please  you  apply  it  to  the  grief;  myself. 

LetHi,  Humph!  [a cure. 

Phil.  Nay,  do  not  think  rae  less  than  such 
Antonio  was  not;  and,  'tis  possible, 
Philippo  may  succeed  :  My  blood  and  house 
Are  as  duep-rooted,  and  as  fairly  spread. 
As  Marc- Antonio's;  and  in  that  all  seek, 
Fortune  liath  given  him  no  precedency : 
As  for  our  tiianks  to  Nature,  I  may  burn 
Incense  as  much  as  he;  (  ever  durst 
Walk  with  Antonio  by  the  self-same  light 
At  any  feast,  or  triumph,  and  ne'er  car'd 
Which  side  my  lady  or  iier  woman  took 
In  their  survey ;  I  durst  have  told  my  taie 
Tho'  his  discourse  new  ended.  [too, 

Lettc.  My  repulse 

Phil.   Let  not  that  torture  you,  which 
makes  me  happy ; 
Nor  think  that  conscience,  fair,  which  is  no 

sliasne ! 
Twas  no  renulse ;  it  was  your  dowry  rathei*  >•: 
For  then  ni«thonght  a  thousand  ;i  races  met 
To  make  yon  lovely,  and  ten  thousi^ud  st«>ries 
Of  con:<taiit  virtue,   which  you  tuon  out- 

reach'd, 
fn  one  example  did  proclaim  you  rich : 
Nor  do  I  think  you  wr».;tirhed,  or  dis*rac'd. 
After  tiiis  sulT'rmg,  and  do  therefore  titke 
Advantage  of  your  need ;  but  rather  kuow 
Yon  are  the  clnrge  and  business  of  thobc 

powers, 
Wlio,  like  i>est  tutors,  do  inflict  hard  tasks 
Upon  great  nature:*,  a'>d  of  noblest  hopes. 
Ilead  trivial  lessons,  and  half  lines  to  stu<4S  ; 
They  that  live  long,  and  never  feel  mischance, 
Spend  more  than  half  their  age  in  ignorance. 


3*  *Twa9  no  reptiUe,  I  was  your  dttwry  rather."]  The  sense  seems  to  require  uji  to  read  either. 
It  mas,  or  /wis;  for  how  was  /*e  her  dtwry^  o\  reyuUt'f 
Vol.  II.  3  U 
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Liod,  Tis  well  you  think  so. 

Fh'iL  You  shall  think  so  too; 
You  shall,  sweet  Leocadia,  anri  do  so. 

Lew,  Good  sir,  no  more !  you  have  too 
fair  a  shape 
To  play  so  foul  a  part  in  as  the  tempter: 
Say  that  £  could  make  peace  wttii  Fortune, 

who. 
Who  should  absolve  me  of  my  vow  yet  ?  ha  ? 
My  contract  made? 

FhiL  Your  contract  ? 

Ltoc»  Yes,  my  contract : 
Am  I  not  his?  his  wife? 

Fh'iL  Sweet,  nothing  less? 

Leoc,  I  have  no  name  then  ? 

PA*/.  Truly  then,  you  have  not: 
How  can  you  be  his  wife,  who  was  before 
Another's  husband  ? 

Leoc.  Oh,  tho'  he  dispense 
With  his  faith  given,  I  cannot  with  mine. 

Fkil,  You  do  mistake,  clear  soul ;  his  pre- 
contract 
Both  annul  yours,  and  jou have  giv'n  no  faith 
That  ties  you  in  religion,  or  humanity ; 
You  rathef  sin  against  that  greater  precept, ' 
To  covet  what's  another's ;  sweet,  you  do : 
Believe  me,who  daren't  urge  dislionest  things! 
Remove  that  scruple  tiierefore,  and  but  rake 
Your  dangers  now  into  your  judgment's  scale, 
And  weigh  them  with  your  safeties:  Think 

bqt  whither 
Now  you  can  go ;  what  you  can  do  to  live ; 
How  near  you  ha'  barr'd  all  ports  to  yout  own 

succour. 
Except  this  one  that  I  here  open,  love. 
Should  you  be  left  alouc,  yan  were  a  prey 
To  the  wild  lust  of  any,  wfio  would  look 
Upon  this  shape  hke  a  temptation, 
And  think  you  want  the  man  \ou  personate; 
Would  not  regard  this  shift,  w(iich  love  put  on 
As  virtue  forc'd,  but  covet  it  like  vice ; 
So  should  you  live  the  slander  of  each  sex, 
And  be  the  child  of  error  ^nd  of  shame ; 
And,  which  is  worse,  even  JVJarc- Antony 
Woold  be  call'd  just^  to  turn  a  wanderer  off. 
And  fame  report  >ou  worthy  his  contempt ; 
Where  if  you  male  new  choice,  ^nd  settle 

here, 
There  is  no  further  tumult  in  this  flood, 
Each  current  keeps  his  course,  and  all  suspi- 

•    cions 
Shall  return  honours.  Came  you  forth  a  maid? 
Qjb  home  a  wife:  Alone?  and  in  disguise? 
Go  home,  a  waited  Leocadia: 
Go  home,  and,  by  the  virtue  of  that  charm. 
Transform  aill  mischiefs,  as  you  are  trans- 

form'd; 
Turn  your  offended  father's  wrath  to  wonder, 
And  all  his  loud  grief  to  a  silent  welcome; 
Vnfold  the  riddles  you  have  made*     What 
say  you  ?  .  "  ' 


Enter  Sanehio  carried,  Alph&nid,endSerTant9, 
Now  is  the  time';  delay  is  but  despair; 
If  you  be  chang*d,  let  a  kiss  tell  me  so ! 

Leoc.  I  am ;   but  how,  I  rather  feel  thaa 
kuow. 

Sane,  Come,  sir;  you're  welcome  now  to 
Take  off  my  hood.  [Barceionab 

FhiL  Who  be  these?  Stay;  Iet*sview'em! 

Alph.  Twas  a  long  journey ;  are  you  not 
weary,  sir  ? 

iSa?/f.  Weary?  I  could  have  rid  it  in  mine 

Leoc,  Alas!  [armour. 

FhiL  Whatail  you,  dear? 

Leoc.  It  is  my  father. 

Fhil.  Your  father?  which? 

Leoc.  He  that  is  carried  :  Oh, 
Let  us  make  hence ! 

Fhil.  For  love's  sake,  good  my  heart  f 

Lfuc.  Into  some  house»  before  he  see  me. 

JVitV.  Hear, 
Be  not  thus  frighted. 

Leoc.  Oh,  his  wrath  is  tempest. 

Phil,  Sweet,  lake  your  spirit  to  you,  and 
stay.     Be't  he, 
lie  cannot  know  you  in  this  habit ;  and  me 
I'm  sure  he  hss  knows,  for  he  never  saw  me. 

A/ph.  Ha  ?  who  is  that?  my  son  Pbiliauo' 

FhiL  Sir!  ^^  ' 

Jip/i.  Why,  what  make  you  Ijcre?  Is  rhk 
Salamanca  ?  fxoQ . 

And  that  your  study?  ha?— Nav,  stay  hini 
We'll  see  him,  by  his  leave. 

Serv.  You  must  not  strive,  sir. 

Afph.  No,  no ;  come  near. 

Sane.  My  daughter?  Leocadia? 

A/ph,  How, sir!  your  daughter ? 

Suiic.  Yes,  sir ;  and  as  sure  frun 

As  that'syour  son.  Come  hither!  What  now? 
( >ut  o'. your  sex  ?  brcech'd?  Was  it  not  enoo^h 
At  once  to  leave  thy  father,  and  thine  honour. 
Unless  th'  hadst  quit  thyself  too  ? 

Phil,  Sir,  what  fault 
She  can  be  urg'd  of  ^7,  J  must  take  on  me 
The  guilt  and  punishment. 

Sane.  You  must,  sir?  How 
If  v<^u  shallnot,  tho'  you  must?  I  deal  not 
With  boys,  sir,  I :  You  have  a  father  here 
Shall  do  me  right.      '^ 

Aiph,  Thou  art  not  mad,  Philippo? 
Art  thou  Marc-Antonio,  son  to  Leonardo? 
Our  business  is  to  them.  [Leocadia  slips  out, 

Sufic.  No, »  o,  no,  no  [ 
ril  ha' the  bu^mess  now,  with  you,  none  else. 
Tray  you  let's  speak  in  private.— Carrv  me 
to  him.--     ^  n„,n. 

Your  son  s  the  ravisher,  sir;  and  here  I  find 
I  htnie  you'll  give  me  cause  to  tlimk  you  nohle, 
And  do  me  right,  with  your  sword,'sir,  as  be- 
comes 
One  gentleman  of  honour  to  another: 


S7  She  can  be  urgVI  of.]  Tlie  oddness  of  the  construction  here  inclines  me  to  think  that  we 
Ihould  read,  '  yrg'd  witL*       Sj/mpson. 

Of  often  occurs  in  old  aathors  in  th^  «eQse  ctf  mll^ 
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r  th'  point  of  honour,  by  his  leave ;  *so  teil 

him: 
His  person  and  atithority  1  acknowledge. 
And  do  submit  me  to  it;  but  my  sword, 
He  shall  excuse  me,  were  he  ofteen  gover* 

oors; 
That  and  I  dwell  together,  and  must  yet, 
'  I'ill  my  hands  part,  assure  him. 

Gov.  I  say,  force  it ! 

Sane,  Stay,  hear  nie !  Hast  thou  ever  read 
Caranza3>? 
Understaiidcst  tliou  honour,  noble  Governor  ? 

Gov.  For  that  we'll  have  more  tit  dispute. 

Sattc.  Your  name,  sir  ? 

Goo,  You  shall  know   that  too,  but  on 

colder  terms ;  [it. 

Your  blood  and  brain  are  now  too  hot  to  take 

Sane.  Force  my  sword  from  me  ?  This  is  aa 

Gov.  Bring  'em  away  !  fafTronu 

SuHC,  You'll  do  me  reparation  ?  lExfunt^ 

jEnter  Philippo. 
Phil,  I  have  forever  lost  her,  and  am  lost* 
And  worthily ;  my  tameness  hath  undone  me! 
She's  gone  hcuce,  ashaiu'd  of  me ;  yet  I  seek 
Will  she  be  ever  found  to  me  again,  [her : 
Whom  she  saw  stand  so  poorly,  and  dare  no- 
thing [drawn 
In  her  defence  here,  when  T  should  have 
This  sword  out,  like  a  meteor,  and  have  shot  it 
In  botii  our  parents^  eyes,  and  left  *eni  blind 
Unto  their  impotent  angers  ?  Oh,  I'm  worthy^ 
On  whom  tliis  loss  and  scorn  should  light  to 

death ; 
Without  the  jpity  that  should  wish  me  better. 
Either  alive,  ,or  in  my  epitaph.  [£jrti» 

ilnttr  Leonardo  and  Marr^ntonUK 
Leo.  Well^  »on,  your  father  is  too  near  hin»» 

self, 
And  hath  too  much  bf  nature,  to  put  off 
Any  afiection  that  belongs  to  vou  t 
I  could  have  only  \(rishMy6u  had  at()uftinted 
Her  father,  whom  it  eijually  concerns, 
Tho*  youM  presum'd  on  me;  it  might  have 

opened 
An  easier  gate  and  path  to  both  our  joys : 
For  tho*  1  am  none  of  those  flinty  fathers, 
That,    when  their  children  do  biit  natural 

things. 
Turn  rock  and  offence  straight,  yet)  Marc- 
All  are  not  of  my  quarry.  [Antonio, 

Marc,  *Tis  my  fear,  sir ; 
And  if  hereafter  I  should  e'er  abuse 
So  great  a  piety,  it  were  my  malice. 

Enter  Attendants. 
Attend.  We  must  entreat  yoU)  geatlemeft^ 
to  take 
Another  room ;  the  Governor  is  comiog 
Here,  on  some  business* 

^Curanza.]  Caranea  was  an  author  who  wrote  a  Treatise  on  the  DueUd ;  he  is  often  men* 
tioned  in  our  Author  and  Ben  Jonson  with  ridicule.  Sec  Every  Man  m  hts  Uumsur,  au4 
The  New  Inn,  by  the  lattar.        R. 

^  8  U  5» 


All  this  is  fair,  sir ;  here's  the  sea  fast  by ; 
XJpon  the  sands  we  will  determine.        [on't; 
n^is  that  I  call  you  to;  let's  muke  no  days 
VU  ieadyour  way.— To  the  sea-side,  rascals? 

Fkil.  Sir, 
I  would  beseech  your  stay;  he  may  not  fol- 
low you. 

Sane.  No?— Turn.— I'll    kill    hiin    here 
then,— Slaves,  rogues,  blocks,        [been 
Why  do  you  not  bear  rae  to  him  i    Ha  you 
Acauainted  with  my  motions,  logs,  so  long. 
And  yet  not  know  to  time  'era? 

PiiL  Were  you,  sir, 
Not  impotent 

Alph.  Hold  your  peace,  boy ! 

Sane.  Impotent?  [father's. 

*Death,  I'll  cut  his  throat  first,  and' then  bis 

Aiph,  You  must  provide  you  then  a  sharper 

razor  [sword. 

Than  is  your  tongue;  for  I  not  fear  your 

Sane,  'Heart,  bear  me  to  either  of  'cm  * 

Phil.  'Pray,  sir,  your  patience. 

Enter  Governor  and  Attendants, 

Alph.  My  curse  light  on  thee,  if  thou  stay 

Phil,  Hold!        •  [him*! 

Giro.  Why,  what*8  the  matter,  gentlemen  ? 
what  tumult 
Is  this  yoa  raise  i'  th'  Street  ?  before  my  door  ? 
Know  yoa  what  'tis  to  draw  a  weapon  \iere.  ? 

Sane.  Yes,  and  to  use  it.  Bear  me  up  t'  him, 
Tlius,  at  a  traitor's  heart !  [rogues. 

Alph,  Truer  than  thine. 

Gov.  Strike,  strike ;  some  of  tlie  people 
disarm  'em; 
Kill  *em,  if  they  resist 

Phil.  Nay,  generous  sir, 
Let  not  your  courtesy  turn  fury  now. 

Gov,  Lay  hold  upon  'em ;  take  away  tlieir 
weapons! 
I  will  be  worth  an  answer,  ere  we  part. 

Phil.  Tis  the  Governor,  sir. 

Alph.  I  yield  myself. 

Sane.  My  sword  ?  What  thiuk'st  thott  of 
me?  'pray  thee,  tell  me. 

1  Attend,  As  of  a  gentleman. 

Sane.  No  more  ? 

1  Attend,  Of  worth, 
And  quality. 

Sane.  An  I  should  quit  my  sword, 
There  were  small  worth  or  quality  in  that, 

friend ; 
*Pray  thee  learn  thou  more  worth  and  quality, 
Tlian  to  demand  it. 

Gov.  Force  it,  I  say ! 

X  Attend,  The  Governor, 
You  hear,  commands. 

Sane,  The  Governor  sliall  pardon  rae. 

Phil,  How !  Leocadia  gooc  again  ? 

[Exit  Phil, 

Sane,  He  shall,  friend. 
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(Act  5.  Scene  4. 


Enter  Governor,  Sanchio^  Alphonto,  and 
Attendants. 
Mart.  We  will  give  \\\m  way.     [believe), 
Sa^ic.  I  will  have  right,  sir,  on  you  (that 
Jf  there  he  any  marshal's  court  in  Spain. 
O(yo.  Fur  that,  sir,  we  shall  talk. 
Sane.  Pox !  dn  not  slight  roe, 
Tho*  Tm  withotit  a  sword. 

G(ri).  Keep  to  your  thair,  sir.  ^ 

Sunt.  Pox  I  let  me  fall,  and  hurl  my  chair, 

slaves,  at  him! 
Gov.  YouVe  the  more  temper  d  man,  sir ; 
let  me  entreat 
Of  you,  the  manner  how  thtt  brawl  tell  oiit. 
Alph.  Fell  out?  1  know  not  how,  nor  do  I 
care  much; 
But  here  we  came,  sir,  to  tlus  town  together, 
Both  in  one  business,  and  one  wrong,  engag  d, 

To  seek  one  Leonardo,  an  old  Genoese ■ 

I  ha*  said  enough;  there !  would  you  more^? 

—False  father  '      .     rr    l 

Of  a  false  son,  call'd  Marc-Antonio,  rf»ther, 
Who  had  stole  both  ourdaughters;  and  which 
Conspiring  with  his  son  in  treachery. 
It  secm'd,  to  fly  onr  satisfaction, 
Was,  as  we  heard,  come  private  to  this  town, 
Here  to  take  ship  for  Italy ! 

Lto.  You  heard  [falshood: 

More  than  was  true  then,  by  the  fear,  or 
And  tho'  I  thought  not  to  reveal  myselt 
(Pardon  ray  manners  in't)  to  you,  for  some 
Important  reasons;yet,beingthu8ch^actcr  d 
And  challenged,  know  I  dare  appear,  and  do, 
To  who  dares  threaten. 

Marc,  I  say  he's  not  worthy 
The  name  of  man,  or  aoy  honest  prerticc, 
That  dares  report  or  credit  such  a  slander. 
Do  you,  sir,  say  it? 
Alph.  Sir,  I  do  say  It. 
Gen;.  Hold!  a  *    •   > 

Is  this  your  father,  signor  Marc-Antonio  f 
YouVc  ill  requited  me,  thus  to  conceal  bun 
From  him  would  hunour  him,  and  do  liim 
service. 

Enter  Eugenia. 
Leo,  Twas  not  his  fault,  sir. 
Eug.  Where's  my  lord  ? 
G(rt>.  Sweetheart! 

Eus.  Know  you  these  gentlemen  f  they  are 
^l  the  fathers 
Unto  our  friends. 

Gar.  So  it  appears,  my  dove. 
Sane.  Sir,  I  say  nothing:  I  do  want  a  sword; 
And  'till  I  have  a  sword  I  will  say  nothing. 
Eu£.  Good  sir,  command  these  gentlemen 

their  arms ; 
Xntrcat  'em  as  your  fnends,  not  as  your  pn- 
Where  be  their  swords?  [soners. 

G<ro.  Restore  each  man  his  weapon. 
Sane.  It  seems  thou  hast  not  read  Caranza, 
feUow 


I  must  have  reparation  of  honour, 
As  well  as  this;  I  find  that  wounded. 

Gam,  Sir, 
I  did  not  know  your  quality ;  if  I  had, 
Tislike  I  should  have  done  you  more  respects. 
Sane.  It  is  sufficient,  by  Caranza's  rule. 
Ettg.  1  know  it  is,  sir. 
.  Sane.  Have  you  read  Caranza;  lady  ? 

Eug.  If  you  mean  him  that  writ  upon  the 
He  was  my  kinsman,  [duel, 

Sane.  Latly,  then  you  know. 
By  the  right  aoble  writings  of  your  kinsman, 
My  honour  is  as  dear  to  me  as  the  king's. 
■£i/^.  'Tis  very  true,  sir. 
Sane.  Therefore  I  must  crave 
Leave  to«oon  now  with  my  6rst  dependance*. 
Ettg.  What!  ha' you  more? 
Gov.  None  here,  good  signor. 
Sane.  I  will  refer  me  to  Caranza  stiU. 
Eug.  Nay,  love,  I  prithee  let  me  manage 
With  whom  is't,  sir?  [this! 

Sane.  With  that  fa^lse  man  Alphonso. 
Eug.  Why,  he  has  th'  advantage,  sir,  in 
Sane.  Buti  U^ 

In  truth,  and  hrtid,  and  heart,  and  a  gOod 
sword. 
Etus.  But  how  if  he  won't  stand  yon,  sir? 
A/ph.  For  that, 
Make  it  no  question,  lady ;  I  will  stick 
Mv  feet  in  earth  down  by  him,  where  he  daf«. 
'Sane.  Oh,  would  thou  wouldst ! 
Alph.  rildoit! 
Sane.  Let  ine  kiss  him. 
I  fear  thon  wilt  not  yet. 

Eug.  Why,  gentlemen, 
If  yottll  proceed  according  to  Caranza, 
Methinks  an  easier  way  were  two  good  chairs; 
So  you  would  be  content,  sir,  to  he  bound, 
'Cause  he  is  lame;  Til  fit  you  with  like  wea-' 

pons,  ^         1  •     -f 

Pistols  and  poniards,  and  ev'n  end  it,  if 
The  difference  between  you  be  so  niorul 
It  cannot  be  ta'en  up. 

Sane.  Ta^en  up  ?  take  off 
This  head  first ! 

Alph.  (?oine,  bind  me  in  a  chair. 
Eug.  Yes,  do. 

Gov.  What  mean  you,  dove? 
JB«^.  Letme  aloue;  [done, 

And  set  'em  at  their  distance :  When  yoo  ve 
Lend  me  two  pouiards;  I'll  have  pistols  ready 
Quickly.  L^'^' 

Enter  Philippo. 
Phil.  She's  not  here.— Marc-Antonio, 
Saw  you  not  Leocaxlia  ? 

Marc.  Not  I,  brother.  | 

Fhil.  Brother,  let's  speak  wiA  you.  Toa 

were  false  unto  her. 
Marc.  I  was,  but  have  ask'd  pardon :  Why 

d'youurgeit? 
Phil.  You  were  not  worthy  of  faer ! 
Afarc.  May-be  I  was  not; 
But  'tis  not  well,  you  tell  me  so.     . 


N  Myjirst  dependance.]  Dependance  is  here  used  technically,  in  the  language  of  the  d«e/fo 


Act  5:  Scene  4.] 
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Phil.  MjT  sister 
Is  not  9o  fair 

Marc,  It  skills  not, 

PAiV.  Nor  so  rirtufNis. 

^arc.  Yes,  she  must  be  ss  virtuous. 

PML  I  would  faio 

Mare.  What,  brother? 

Pkii,  Strike  YOU./ 

More.  I  shall  not  bear  strokes, 
The'  1  do  these  stnui|;e  words. 

PhiL  Will  you  not.  kin  me? 

Marc.  For  wlvit,  j^ood  brother? 

PhiL  Why,  for  speaking  well 
Of  Leocadia. 

Mure.  No,  indeed. 

Phil.  Nor  ill 
OfTheodosia? 

Enter  Engemioy  Lencadia^  Theodoua,  and 
Servant  with  two  patois. 
Marc.  Neither. 

PAil.  Fare  you  wdl  then !  [too 

£ug.  Nay,  you  shall  have  as  noble  seconds 
As  ever  dueiiists  had.  Give  'em  their  weapons: 
No«r,  Sclago! 


Sane.  Are  they  charged? 

Eug,  Cliarg'd,  sir? 
I  warrant  you. 

Alph.  'Would  they  were  well  dischari^M ! 

Sane,  I  like  a  sword  mi^ch  better,  I  confess. 

Eug.  Nay,  wherefore  stay  you?  Shall  I 
mend  your  mark? 
Strike  one  another  thorough  these  ? 

PHL  My  love! 

Alph.  My  Thcodosia ! 

Sane.  I  lia*  not  the  heart. 

Alph.  Nor  I. 

Eug.  VVhy,  here  is  a  dcpendance  ended. 
Unbind  that  gentleman.  Coine,  take  here  to 
you  •     [feast 

Your  sons  and  daughters,  and  be  friends  1  A 
Waits  you  within,  in  better  than  your  fray. 
Lovers,  take  you  your  own ;  and  ail  forbear. 
Under  my  roof,  either  to  blush  or  fear  J 
My  love,  what  say  you  ?  could  Caranza  him- 
Carry  a  business  better?  [self 

Gov.  It  is  well. 
Ail  are  content,  I  hope;  and  we  well  eas*d, 
If  they  for  whom  we*ve  done  ail  this  be 
pleased.  [  Exeunt  ornnes. 


THE   DOUBLE  MARRIAGE; 

A  TRAGEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Versps  by  Gardiner  attribute  this  Play  to  Fletcher  alone.  It  wa«  re- 
vived in  the  reign  of  King  Charles  II.  asLahgbaine  asserts;  and  a  prologue,  then  spokeq 
before  it,  was  printed  in  a  book  called  Covcnt-Gardcn  Drollery,  p.  14.  Since  that  time, 
we  believe,  it  has  beeo  entirely  banished  from  the  stage.  This  Tragedy  was  first  printed 
in  the  folio  of  1647.  / 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


FerraND,  Ttfrant  of  Naples, 
VlROLET,  a  noble  (jentUman,  studious  of  his 
Country's  Freedom, 

?A>^^A  Confederates. Uh  r.rolet. 
lie  )N  VERB,  a  Villain,  Captain  of  the  Guard, 
ViLLTO,  a  Court  Fool. 
Castruccio,  a  Parasite. 
PaNDULPHO,  Father  to  Virolet. 
Duke  of  Sesse,   Enemy  to  Ferrandf  pro- 
scribed, and  turned  Pirate. 
AscAMO,  Nepltew  to  Ferrand, 
Boy,  Servant  to  Virolet, 


Master. 

Gunner. 

Boatswain. 

Chjrurgeon. 

Sailors. 

Doctor. 

Citizens. 

Guard,  Soldiers,  and  Servants* 

Juliana,  Jirst  Wife  to  Virolet. 
Martia,  Daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Sesse, 
second  Wife  to  Virokl, 


SCENE,  Naples. 


ACT  I. 


,  Enter  Virolet  and  Boy. 

Virolet.  TXOYl 

^  Boy.  Sir? 

Vir.  If  my  wife  seek  me,  tell  her  that 
Designs  of  weight,  too  heavy  for  her  know- 
Exact  my  privacy.  [ledge, 

Boy.  1  shall,  sir. 

Vir.  Do' then; 
And  leave  mc  to  myself. 

Boy,  Tis  a  raw  morning, 
And,  would  you  please  to  mterpret  that  for 
duty  [wish 

Which  you'  may  construe  boldness,  I  could 
(To  arm  yourself  against  it)  you  would  use 
More  of  my  service. 

Vir.  1  have  heat  within  here, 
A  noble  heat,  go<id  boy,  to  keep  it  off; 
]  shall  not  freeze.    Deliver  my  excuse. 
And  you  have  done  your  part. 

Enter  Juliana. 
.    Boy,  That  is  prevented; 
My  lady  follows  you. 


Vir,  Since  I  must  be  crossed  then, 
Let  her  perform  that  oilice. 

Boy,  I  obey  you.  [?Ir//. 

Vir,  'Pritljee  to-bed :    To  be  thus  foud*9 
more  tedious 
Than  if  I  were  neplected. 

Jul.  Tis  the  tault  then 
Of  love  and  duty,  which  I  would  fall  under. 
Rather  titan  viant  that  care  wiiicli  you  may 

challenge 
As  due  to  my  obedience. 

Vir.  I  confess 
This  tenderness  argues  a  loving  wife, 
And  more  deserves  my  heart's  best  thanks 

than  anger. 
Yet  I  must  tell  you,  sweet,  Vou  do  exceed 
In  your  atTection,  if  you  woujd  engross  me 
To  your  delights  alone, 

Jul.  I  am  not  jealous : 
Jf  my  embraces  have  distasted  you, 
( As  1  must  grant  you  every  way  so  worthy 
That  'lis  not  in  weak  woman  to  deserve  you. 
Much  less  in  miserable  me,  that  want 
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Those  graces  some  more  fortunate  are  stor'd 

with) 
Seek  any  whom  you  please,  and  I  will  study, 
WitI)  my  best  service,  to  deserve  those  favours 
That  shall  yield  you  contentment. 
Vir,  You're  mistaken. 
Jul.  No,  I  am  pntitut,  sir;  and  so,  good 
I  will  not  be  oftensive.  [morrow ! 

Vir.  Hear  my  reasons. 
JuL  Tho'  in  your  life  A  widow's  bed  re- 
ceives me,  ^ 
For  your  sake  T  must  love  it.  May  she  prosper 
That  shall  succeed  me  in  it,  and  your  ardor 
Last  longer  to  lier  ! 

Fir,  By  the  love  I  bear^ 
First  to  my  country's  peace,  next  to  thyself, 
(To  whom  cumpHf'd,  my  life  1  rate  at  nothing) 
Stood  here  a  ludy  that  were  the  choice  abs- 
tract 
Of  all  the  beauties^  Nature  ever  fashion 'd, 
Or  Art  gave  ornament  to,  compar'd  to  thee, 
Thus  as  thou  art,  obedient  and  loving, 
I  should  contemn  and  loath  her ! 

JuL  I  do  believe  you. 
How  I  am  blcss'd  in  my  a^sur'd  belief 
I1iis  is  unf'eign'd !  And  why  this  sadness  then  ? 

Vir.  Why,  Juliana? 
Believe  me,  these  my  sad  and  dull  retirements, 
My  often,  nay,  almost  continued  fasts, 
(Sleep  bauish'd  from  my  eyes,  all  pleasures 

strangers) 
Have. neither  root  nor  growth  from  any  cause 
That  may  arrive  aj:  woman.    Shouldst  thou  be 
(As  Chastity  forbid  !j  false  to  my  bed, 
1  should  lament  my  fortune,  perhaps  punish 
Thy  falshood,  and  then  study  to  forget  thee : 
But  that  which,  like  a  never-emptied  spring, 
Feeds  high  the  torrent  of  my  swelling  grief. 
Is  wtiat  my  country  suffers;  there's  a  ground 
Where  sorrow  miiy  be  planted,  and  ^prin?  up 
Thro*  yielding  rage,  and  womanish  despair, 
And  yel.  not  shame  the  owner. 
Jul.  1  <io  believe  it  true; 
[  Yet  i  should  think  myself  a  happy  woman, 
'  If,  in  this  general  and  timely  mourning, 
I  might  or  give  to  you,  or  else  receive, 
A  little  lawhil  comfort. 
Vir.    rhy  discretion 
In  this  mayai'^vver  for  me:  Look  on  Naples, 
The  country  wUtrp  we  both  were  born  and 
Naples,  the  Paradi&e  f»t  Italy,  [bred ; 

As  that  is  of  the  earth;  Naples,  that  was 
Ihe  sweet  retreat  of  all  the  worthiest  Ko- 
mans, 


[Actl. 


When  they  bad  shar'd  the  spoils  of  the  whole 

world ; 
This  flourishing  kingdom,  whose  inhabitants, 
For  wealth  and  bravery,  liv'd  like  petty  kings; 
-  Made  subject  now  to  such  a  tyraimy; 
As  that  fair  city  that  rrceiv'd  her  name 
From  C^onstanCme  tlieGreat,now  in  the  power 
Of  barbarous  infidels,  may  forget  her  owu, 
To  look  with  pity  on  pur  miseries; 
So  far  in  our  calamities  we  transcend  her: 
For  ftince  this  Arragonian  tyrant,  Ferrand, 
Seiz'd  on  the  goTeroment,  there's  nothing  left 

us 
That  we  c«n  call  our  own,  but  our  afflictions. 
JuL  And  hardly  those;  the  king's  strange 
cruelty 
Equals  all  precedents  of  tyianny. 

Vir.  Equals,  say  you*? 
He  has  out-<rooe  the  worst ;  Compar'd  to  him, 
Nor  Phalnris,  nor  Dionysius, 
Caligula,  nor  Nero  can  be  meiition'd. 
They  yet  as  kings  abus'd  their  regal  power, 
This  as  a  merchant;  all  the  country's  fat 
lie  wholjv  does  engross  onto  hinit»elf : 
Our  oils  fie  buys  at  his  own  price,  then  sells 

them 
To  us  at  dearer  rates;  our  plate  and  jewels. 
Under  a  feijin'd  pretence  of  public  use, 
fie  borrows;  which  denied,  his  iastrumeuU 

force. 
The  races  of  our  horses  he  takes  from  us*. 
Yet  keeps  them  in  our  pastures;  rapes  of 

matrons, 
And  vii^ins,  are  too  frequent;  never  man 
Yet  thank'd  him  for  apardun;  for  religion, 
It  is  a  thing  he  dreams  not  of. 

JuL  I've  heard 
(How  true  it  is  f  know  not)  that  he  aold- 
The  bishoprick  of  Tarent  to  a  Jew, 
For  thirteen  thousand  ducats. 

Vir.  I  was  present, 
Aud  saw  tlie  money  paid.    The  day  would 

leave  me 
Ere  I  could  number  out  hisimpioas  actions. 
Or  what  the  miserable  subject  suiTc  rs: 
And  can  you  entertain,  in  such  a  time, 
A  Uiought  of  dalliance?    Tears,  aud  sighs, 

and  groans, 
Would  better  now  become  you. 

JuL  They  indeed  are      * 
The  only  weapons  our  poor  sex  ctn  use. 
When  we  are  injur'd;  and  they  may  become 

us: 
But  for  meo,  that  were  boro  free,  men  of  rank. 


*  Equal],  sayvou?']  Amended  by  Sympson. 

«  The  races  (*/  our  iorses  he  takes  from  w«, 
Yet  Act/'*  them  in  our  paUure^.]  Seward  supposes  the  word  races  corrupt,  and  says 
'  The  old  folio  reads  rases,  so  that  the  present  reading  is  probably  only  a  conjecture.     But 
'  a^it  has  possession  J  would  hot  disturb  it,  only  oiler  the  following  conjectures  to  the 

*  reader's  choice.     The  chimesty  or  the  braviaty  or  the  rarest,  or  the  rueetsot'  our  hurufs. 

*  The  Neu  poll  tan  hordes  are  light;  and  if  this  last  is  not  thought  too  stiff,  it  seems  to  bid  tair 

*  for  having  been  the  original.'  There  is  something  ratl.er  hard  in  the  text;  but  the  P«»et 
seems  to  mean,  tliat  the  tyrant  takes  from  his  subjects  the  use  of  the  horses,  wiiich  he 
obhges  them  to  vuiintuin,    tlie  labour  of  a  horse  may  in  poetry  be  called  his  race. 
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<Tbat  would  be  regi«ter*d  fathers  of  their 

country, 
And  to  have  on  their  tombs,  in  golden  letters, 
The  no  We  stile  of  '  Tyrant-killers'  written) 
To  weep  like  fouls  and  women,  and  not  like 

wise  men 
To  practise  a  redress,  deserves  a  name 
Which  fits  not  me  to  give. 
Vir,  Thy  grave  reproof, 
If  what  thott  dost  desire  were  possible 
To  be  efiected,  might  well  argue  it 
.As  wise  as  loving;  but  if  you  consider. 
With  what  strong  guards  this  tyrant  is  de- 
fended. 
Ruffians,  and  male-contents  drawn  from  ail 

quarters. 
That  only  know  to  serve  his  impious  will; 
The  citadels  built  by  h'ltn  in  the  neck 
(Jf  this  poor  city ;  the  invincillic  strength 
Nature,  by  Art  assisted,  gave  this  casde; 
And  above  all  bis  fear;  admitting  no  man 
To  see  him,  but  unarm*d,  it  bein^  death 
For  any  to  approach  him  with  a  weapon; 
You  roust  confess,  unless  our  hands  were 

cannons, 
To  batter  down  these  walls;  our  weak  breath 

mines, 
To  blow  his  forts  up;  or  our  curses  lightning, 
To  force  a  passage  to  him,  and  then  blast 

him; 
Our  power  is  like  to  yours,  and  we,  like  you, 
Weep  our  misfortunes. 

Jul,  Walis  of  brass  resist  not 
A  noble  undertaking;  nor  can  Vice 
Raise  any  bulwark,  to  make  good  the  place 
Where  Virtue  seeks  to  enter:  Then  to  fall 
In  such  a  brave  attempt,  were  such  an  honour 
That  Brutus,  did  he  live  again,  would  envy. 
Were  ray  dead  father  in  you,  and  my  bro- 
thers. 
Nay,  all  the  ancestors  I  am  derivM  from, 
(As  you,  in  being  what  you  are,  are  all  these) 
I*d  rather  wear  a  mourning  garment  for  you. 
And  should  be  more  proud  of  my  widowhood, 
Yoo  d^ing  for  the  freedom  of  this  country, 
Than  if  1  were  a«sur*d  I  should  enjoy 
•A  perpetuity  of  life  and  pleasure 
With  you,  the  tyrant  living. 

Fir,  Till  this  minute,  [woman, 

1  i;ever  heard  thee  speak  !    Oh,  more  than 
And  more  to  be  beloved  !  can  I  find  out 
A  cabinet  to  lock  a  secret  in. 
Of  equal  trust  to  thee?  All  doubts  and  fears, 
That  scandalize  your  sex,  be  far  from  me ! 
Tbou  shalt  partake  my  near  and  dearest 

counsels. 
And  further  them  with  thine. 
JuL  1  wiU  be  faithful. 
Vir.  Know  then,  this  day  (stand  Heaven 
propitious  to  us) 
Oar  liberty  begins. 
JuL  In  Ferrand's  death  f 

>  A  conscience  like  this,  &c.]  That  this  passage  is  corrupt  will  not  admit  of  a  doubt.  Wf 
have  ventured  to  substitute  tbeword  confidence  for  coftKience, 
VoL,IJ.  3X 


Vir.  'tis  plotted,  love,  and  strongly;  and, 
believe  it. 
For  nothing  else  could  do  it,  'twas  the  thought 
How  to  proceed  in  this  design,  and  end  it, 
That  made  strange  my  embraces. 

JuL  Curs*d  be  she 
Tiiat's  so  indulgent  to  her  own  delights, 
That,  for  their  satisfaction,  would  give 
A  stop  to  such  a  glorious  enterprize ! 
For  ine,  I  would  not  for  the  world  i  had  been 
Guilty  of  such  a  crime :  (jro  on,  and  prosper ! 
Go  on,  my  dearest  lord !  I  love  your  honour 
Above  my  life ;  nay,  yours.    My  prayers  go 

with  you ; 
Which  I  will  strengthen  with  my  tears.  The 

wrongs 
Of  this  poor  country,  edge  your  sword !  oh, 

may  it 
Pierce  deep  into  this  tyrant's  heart !  and  then 
When  YOU  return,  bath'd  in  his  guilty  blood, 
I'll  wasnyou  clean  with  fountains  of  true  joy. 
But  who  are  your  assistants?  tho'  I  am 
So  covetous  of  your  glory,  that  I  could  wish 
You  had  no  sharer  in  it.  [Knock. 

Vir.  Be  not  curious. 
Tliey  come ;  however  you  command  my  b<v 
To  them  I  would  not  have  you  seen,     [som, 

JuL  Tm  gone,  sir. 
Be  confident;  and  may  my  resolution 
Be  present  with  you !  [JSjif. 

vir.  Such  a  masculine  spirit. 
With  more  than  woman's  virtues,  were  a 

dower 
To  weigh  down  a  king's  fortune. 

Enter  Br ittonet,  Camilloy  and  RonverCm 

Brii.  Good  day  to  you ! 

Cum,  You  are  an  early  stirrer. 

Vir,  What  new  face 
Bring  you  along? 

Ronv,  If  I  stand  doubted,  sir. 
As  by  your  looks  I  guess  it,  you  much  injure 
A  man  that  loves,  and  truly  loves,  this  country, 
With  as  much  zeal  as  you  do ;  one  that  hates 
The  prince  by  whopfi  it  suffers,  and  as  deadly; 
One  that  dares  step  as  far  to  gain  my  freedom, 
As  any  he  that  breathes;  that  wears  a  sword 
As  sharp  as  any's. 

Cam,  Nay,  no  more  comparisons. 

Ronv.  What  you  but  whisper,  I  dare  speak 
aloud,  L^^ 

Stood  the  king  by;  have  means  to  put  in  act 
What  you  but  coldly  plot:  If  this  deserve  then 
Suspicion  in  the  best,  the  boldest,  wisest, 
Pursue  your  own  intents;  Til  follow  mine; 
And  if  I  not  out-strij)  you 

jBris.  Be  assured,  sir, 
A  confidence'  like  this  can  never  be 
Allied  to  treachery. 

Cttm.  Who  durst  apeak  so  much, 
But  one  that  is,  like  us,  a  sufferer, 
And  stands  as  we  affected  ? 
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Fir,  You  are  cozen'd, 
And  aJl  undone !    -EvVy  intelligencer     * 
Speaks  treason  with  like  licence.    Is  not  this 
Konvere,  that  hath  for  many  years  been 

train*d 
In  Ferrand*s  school,  a  tnau  in  trust  and  fa- 
Rewarded  too,  and  highly?  [vour, 

Com,  Grant  all  this, 
The  thought  of  what  he  was,  being  as  he  is 
now,  [off, 

A  man  disgraced,  and  with  contempt  thrown 
Will  spur  him  to  revenge,  as  swift  as  they 
That  never  were  in  favour. 

Vir.  Poor  and  childish !  [certain ; 

Bris.  His  regiment  is  cast,  that  is^  most 
And  his  command  i'th'  castle  given,  away. 

Cam.  That  on  my  knowledge. 

Vir.  Grosser  still !    What  shepherd 
Would  yield  the  poor  remainder  of  his  flock 
To  a  known  wolf,  tlio'  he  put  on  the  habit 
Of  a  most  faithful  do^,  and  bark  like  one, 
As  this  but  only  talks? 

Cam.  Yes,  l»e  has  means  too.       [know  it! 

Vir.  I  knJw  it  to  my  grief,  weak  men,  I 
To  make  his  peace,  if  there  wore  any  war 
Between  him  and  his  master*,  by  betraying 
Our  innocent  lives. 

Ronv.  You're  too  suspicious,  [per : 

And  I  have  borne  too  much,  beyond  my  tem- 
Take  your  own  ways !  I'll  leave  you. 

Vir.  You  may  stay  now ;  [for. 

You  have  enough,  and  all  indeed  you  iish*d 
But  one  word,  gentlemen :  Have  you  disco- 
To  him  alone  our  plot  ?  [ver'd 

Bris,  To  him,  and  others 
That  are  at  his  devotion. 

Vir.  Worse  and  worse ! 
For  were  he  only  conscious  of  our  purpose, 
I'ho'  with  the  breach  of  hospitable  faws, 
In  my  own  house  I'd  silence  him  for  ever :  • 
But  what  is  past  my  help  is  past  my  care. 
I  have  a  life  to  lose. 

Cam.  Have  better  hopes. 

Ronv.  And  when  you  know,  with  what 
charge  I  have  further'd 
Your  noble  undertaking,  you  will  swear  me 
Another  man ;  the  guards  I  have  corrupted. 
And  of  the  choice  of  all  our  noble&t  youths, 
Attir*d  like  virgins,  such  as  hermits  would 
Welcome  to  thjeirsad  cells,  prepared  a  masque, 
As  done  for  the  king's  pleasure. 

Vir.  For  hi»  safety 
I  rather  fear;  and  as  a  pageant  to 
Usher  our  ruin. 

Ronv,  We,  as  torch^-bearers. 


Will  wait  on  these;  but  with  such  ait  and 

canning 
I  have  convey'd  sharp  poniards  in  the  wai, 
That  we  may  pass,  tho'  searched,  thro'  all  his 

guards 
Without  suspicion,  and  in  all  hi»  glory 
Oppress  him,  and  with  safety. 

Cam.  'lis  most  strange 

Vir.  To  be  effected- 

Ronv.  You  are  doubtful  still.  [if  you 

Bris.  But  we  resolv'd  to  follow  him ;  and 
Desist  now,  Virolet,  we'll  say  'lis  fear. 
Rather  than  providence. 

Cam.  And  so  we4eave  you [£rcttii^ 

Enter  Juliana. 
Jul  To  your  wise  doubts,  and  to  my  bet« 
ter  counsels. 
Oh !  pardon  me,  my  lord,  and  trust  me  too ; 
Let  me  not,  like  Cassandra,  prophesy  truths, 
And  never  be  believ'd,  before  the  mischief; 
I  have  heard  all,  know  tliis  Ronvere  a  villain, 
A  villain  that  bath  tempted  me,  and  plotted 
This  for  your  ruin,  only  to  make  way 
To  his  hopes  in  my  eni braces ;  at  more  leisure, 
I  will  acquaint  you  wherefore  I  concealed  it 
To  this  last  minute;  if  you  stay,  you're  lost. 
And  all  prevention  too  late.    I  know. 
And  'tis  to  me  known  only,  a  dark  cave 
Within  this  house,  a  part  of  my  poor  dower. 
Where  you  may  lie  conceal'd,  as  in  the  center, 
Till  this  rough  blast  be  o'er.  Where  there  is  air, 
More  than  to  keep  in  life,  Ferraod  will  find 
So  curious  his  fears  are.  [you; 

Vir.  Tis  better  fall 
Than  hide  my  head  now,  ('twas  thine  own 
]My  friends  engag*d  too.  [advice) 

Jul.  You  stand  further  bound. 
Than  to  weak  meu  that  have  betrayed  them- 
selves, 
Or  to  my  counsel,  tho'  then  iust  and  loyal: 
Your  fancy  hatli  been  good,  but  not  your 

judgment 
In  choice  of  such  to  side  yoi^.   Will  you  lean 
From  a  steep  tower,  because  a  desp  rate  fooi 
Does  it,  and  trusts  the  wind  to  save  his  hazard? 
l^hcre*s  more  expected  fron)  you;  all  men's 

eyes 
Are  fix'd  on  Virolet,  to  help,  not  hurt  them: 
Make  good  their  hopes  and  ours !    You  have 

sworn  often. 
That  you  dare  credit  m^,  and  allow'd  me  wise, 
Altho*  a  woman;  e*eu  kings  in  great  actions 
Wait  opportunity,  and  so  must  you,  sir, 
Or  lose  your  understandings^ 


*  Hit  mastery  letraifing.'\  I  have  inserted  by  in  the  text  against  the  authority  of  all  the 
editions*    This  passage  is  deficient  without.       Sj/fnpson. 

s  Lose  your  understanding.]  This  place  seems  to  want  an  helping  hand.  I  would  propose 
reading  undertaking.  *  Kings  wait  opportunity  to  perform  their  designs  in,  and  so  must  you, 
*  ottierwise  you  will  lose  your  undertaking.*  For  'tis  not  the  understanding  but  unda-taking 
which  would  be  lost.        Sympson. 

The  text  is  right,  and  only  means,  '  It  would  be  madness  to  think  you  must  not,  like 
'  others,  be  guided  by  the  opportunity.'  His  answer  confinns  this.  *  Lose  your  under^ 
standing'  may,  without  violence,  be  taken  in  this  sense. 
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Vir,  Thou  art  constant ; 
I  an  uncertain  fool,  a  most  blind  fool : 
Be  thou  my  guide. 

Jul.  If  1  fail  to  direct  you, 
For  torment  or  reward,  when  I  am  wretched, 
May  eonstaocy  forsake  me ! 

Vir.  IVe  my  safety.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Castruccio  and  Villio. 

Vil.  Why  are  you  rapt  thus? 

Cast.  Peace,  thou  art  a  fool.  [ship, 

ViL  But  if  I  were  a  flatterer,  like  your  wor- 
I  should  be  wise,  and  rich  too : 
There  are  few  else  that  prosj»er,  bawds  ex- 
They  hold  an  equal  place  there.        [cepted, 

Cast.  A  shrewd  knave  I 
But  oh,  the  king,  the  happy  king  ! 

ViL  Why  happy? 
In  bearing  a  great  burthen  ? 

Cast.  What  bears  he, 
That's  borne  6n  princes*  shoulders? 

Vil.  A  crown's  weight,  [ore 

Which  sets  more  heavy  on  his  head  than  tli' 
Slaves  dig  out  of  the  mines,  of  which  'tis 
made.  [that  heavy 

I  Cast.  Thou  worthily  art  his  fool,  to  think 
That  carries  him  i'th' air:  The  fcvVence  due 
To  that  most  sacred  gold  makes  him  ador'd. 
His  footsteps  kiss*d ;   his  smiles  to  raise  a 

beggar " 
To  a  lord's  fortune ;  and,  when  he  but  frowns, 
The  city  quakes 

Vil.  Or  the  poor  cuckolds  in  it, 
Coxcombs  I  should  say.    I  am  j>f  a  fool 
Grown  a  philosopher,  to  hear  this  parasite. 

Cast.  The  delicates  he's  serv'd  with,  see 
and  envy— 

Vil.  Vd  rather  have  an  onion  with  a  sto- 
Than  these  without  one.  [mach, 

Cast.  The  celestial  musick. 
Such  as  the  motion  of  the  eternal  spheres 

^                                       [Musick. 
Yields  Jove  when  he  drinks  nectar 

Vil.  Here's  a  fine  knave  I 
Yet  hath  too  many  fellows. 

Cast.  Then  the  beauties, 
That  with  variety  of  choice  embraces 

[These  pass  aver. 
Renew  his  age— 

Vil.  Help  him  to  crouch  rather, 
And  the  French  cringe;  tljey're  excellent 
surgeons  that  way. 

Cost.  Oh,  majesty  !  let  others  think  of  Hea- 
While  I  contemplate  thee.  [ven, 

Vil.  This  is  not  atheism, 
But  court  observance. 

Cast.  Now  the  god  appears, 
Usher'd  with  earthquakes*. 

Vil.  Base  idolatry!  [Fhurish. 

'  ^nter  Ferrand,  Guard,  Women,  and  Servants. 

Fer.  These  meats  are  poison'd  !   bang  the 

cooks !— No  note  more,  [To  the  musick. 


On  forfeit  of  yoiir  fingers  !   do  you  envy  me 
A  minute's  slumber  ?— What  are  these? 

1  Guard.  The  ladies 
Appointed  by  your  majesty. 

Fer.  To  th'  purpose  i 
For  what  appomted  ? 

1  Guard.  For  your  Grace's  pleasure. 

Fer.  To  suck  away  the  little  blood  is  left 
me. 
By  my  continual  cares !  I  am  not  apt  now : 
Enjoy  them  first,  taste  of  my  diet  once  j 
And,  your  turns   serv'd,   for  fifty  crowns 

a-piece 
Their  husbands  may  redeem  them. 

Wome7i.  Great  sir,  mercy  ! 

Fer.  I'm  deaf.     Why  stare  you?  Is  what 
we  command 
To  be  disputed  ?  Who's  this?  Bring  you  rhe 
T'  upbraid  me  to  my  face  ?  [dead 

Cast,  Hold,  emperor ! 
Hold,  mightiest  ot  kings!  I  am  thy  vassal, 
Thy  foot-stool,   that  durst  not  presume  to 
On  thy  offended  face.  [look 

Fer.  Castruccio,  rise. 

Cast.  Let  not  the  lightning  of  thy  eye  con- 
sume mc. 
Nor  hear  that  musical  tongue  in  dreadful 
That  speaks  all  mercy.  [thunder, 

Vil.  Here's  no  flattering  rogue  ! 

Cast.  Ferrand,  that  is  the  father  of  his 
The  glory  of  mankind [people, 

-Fer.  Wo  more,  no  word  more ! 
And  while  I  tell  my  troubles  to  myself, 
Be  statues  without  ^notion  or  voice: 
Tho'  to  be  flatter'd  is  an  itch  to  greatness. 
It  now  oiFends  me. 

Vil.  Here's  the  happy  man  ! 
But  speak  who  dares. 

Fer.  When  I  was  innocent, 
I  yet  remember  I  could  eat  and  sleep,  • 
Walk  unafFrighted ;  but  now  terrible 
To  others,  my  guards  can't  keep  fear  from  me; 
It  still  pursues  me;  oh,  my  wounded  con- 
science ! 
The  bed  I  would  rest  in  is  stufl^'d  with  thorns ; 
The  ground's  strew'd  o'er  with  adders,  and 

with  aspicks, 
Where-e'er  1  set  my  foot :  But  1  am  in, 
And  what  was  got  with  cruelty,  with  blood 
Must  be  defended.  Tho'  this  life's  a  hell, 
I  fear  a  worse  hereafter.     Hal 

Enter  Ronvere  and  Guard. 
Ronv.  My  lord ! 

Fer.    Welcome,  Ronvere!  welcome,  my 
golden  plummet. 
With  which  I  sound  mine  enepiies'  depths 

and  angers ! 
Hast  thou  discover'd  ? 

Ronv.  All  as  you  could  wish,  sir, 
The  plot,  and  the  contrivers ;  was  made  one 
Of  the  conspiracy. 
Fer.  Is  Viroletin? 


•  His  smiles  to  raise  a  beggar.]  Sympson  reads,  '  His  smites  do  raise  a  beggar.' 
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Ronv,  The  head  of  all :  He  only  scented  me; 
And,  from  his  fear  that  I  play'dTalse^isfled; 
The  rest  T  have  in  fetters. 

Fer.  Death  and  hell ! 
Next  to  ray  mortal  foe,  the  pirate  Sesse, 
I  aim'd  at  iiim !  He's  virtuous,  and  wise, 
A  lover  of  his  freedom  and  his  country's ; 
0angerous  to  such  as  govern  by  the  sword. 
And  so  to  me. — No  track  which  way  he  went  ? 
No  means  to  overtake  him  ? 

Ronv.  Tliere's  some  hope  left ; 
But  with  a  rough  hand  to  be  seiz'd  upon. 

Fer,  Whatis't? 

Ronv.  If  any  know  or  where  he  is, 
Or  which  way  he  is  fled,  it  is  his  wife : 
Her,  with  his  father,  I  have  apprehended. 
And  brought  among  the  rest. 

Fer.  'Twas  wisely  ordered  : 
Go  fetch  tlicui  in,  and  let  my  executioners 
Appear  in  horror  with  the  rack.  [Exit  Ronv, 

ViL  I  take  it,  signor. 
This  i^  no  time  for  you  to  flatter,  or  me 
To  fool  in. 

Cast.  Thou  art  wise  in  this:  Let's  off; 
It  is  unsafe  to  be  near  Jove  when  he 
Begins  to  thunder.' 

ViL  Good  morality !  [Exeunt  ViL  Sf  Cost. 

Fer.  1  that  have  pierc  d  into  the  hearts  of 
rben; 
Forced  them  to  lay  open  with  my  looks 
Secrets,  whose  least  discovery  was  death; 
Will  rend,  for  what  concerns  my  life,  the 
Of  a  weak  woman's  faith.  [fortress 

Enter  Ronvere,  Guards  and  Executioner* 

with  a  rack,  Camillo,  Bristonet^  Fundul- 

pho,  and  Juliana. 

Cam.  Whatever  we  suffer,  [ever 

The  weight  that  loads  a  traitor's  heart,  sit 
Heavy  on  thine ! 

JBrtf.  As  we  are  caught  by  thee. 
Fall  thou  by  others ! 

Ronv,  Pish !  poor  fools,  your  curses 
Will  ne'er  reach  me. 

JuL  Now,  by  my  Virolet's  life, 
Father,  this  is  a  glorious  stage  of  murder ! 
Here  are  6  ne  properties  too  7,  and  such  spec- 
tators 
As  will  expect  good  action  I  To  the  life 
Let  us  perform  our  parts;  and  we  shall  live 
When  these  are  rotten.    'Would  we  might 

begin  once ! 
Are  vou  the  master  of  the  company? 
Troth,  you  are  tedious  now. 

Fer.  She  does  deride  me.  pable 

JuL  Thee  and  thy  power !  Ji  one  poor  syl- 
Could  win  me  an  assurance  of  thy  favour, 
I  would  not  speak  it;  I  desire  to  be 
The  great  example  of  thy  cruelty, 


To  whel  which  on,  know,  Ferrand,  I  alone 
Can  make  discovery  where  my  Virolet  is. 
Whose  life  I  know  thou  aim'st  at:  But  if 

(ortures 
Compel  me  to't,  may  hope  of  Reav'n  forsake 
I  dare  thy  worst.  [me  \ 

Fer.  Are  we  contemo'd? 

JuL  Thou  ai-t. 
Thou  and  thy  ministers  !  My  lif«  is  thine; 
Rut  in  the  death  the  victory  shall  be  mine. 

Pand.  We've  such  a  mistress  here  to  teacii 
us  courage. 
That  cowards  might  learn  from  her. 

Fer.  You  are  slow !  [She  is  put  on  the  rack. 
Begin  the  scene.    Thou  miserable  fool. 
For  so  I'll  make  thee— 

JuL  Tis  not  in  thy  reach ;  [ed. 

I'm  happy  in  my  sufferings,  thou  mostwretch- 

Fer.  bo  brave  ?  I'll  Ume  you  yet.    Pluck 
harder •,  villains! 
Is  she  insensible?  no  sigh  nor  groan? 
Or  is  she  dead  ? 

J^L  No,  tyrant!  tho' I  suffer 
More  than  a  woman,  beyond  flesh  and  blood, 
Tis  in  a  cause  so  honourable,  that  I  scorn,  - 
With  any  sign,  that  may  express  a  sorrow, 
To  shew*  I  do  repent. 

Fer.  Confess  yet,  and 
Thoa  shalt  be  safe. 

JttL  '11s  wrapt  up  in  my  soul, 
From  whence  thou  caiist  not  force  It, 

Fer.  1  will  be 
Ten  davs  a-killing  thee. 

JuL  'be  twenty  thousand ; 
My  glory  lives  the  longer. 

Ronv.  Tis  a  miracle ! 
She  tires  the  executioners,  and  me. 

Fer.  Unloose  her;    I  am  conquer'd.— I 
roust  take 
Some  other  way. — Reach  her  my  chair,  in 
Of  her  invincible  fortitude.  [honour 

Ronv.  Will  you  not 
Dispatch  the  rest?  ' 

Fer.  When  I  seem  merciful, 
Assure  thyself,  Ronvere,  I  am  most  cruel.— 
Thou  wonder  of  thy  sex,  and  of  this  nation, 
That  hast  chang*d  my  severity  to  mercy. 
Not  to  thyself  alone,  but  to  thy  people, 
(In  which  I  do  include  these  men)  my  ene- 
Vnbind  them.  [mies ! 

FancL  This  is  strange ! 

Fer,  For  your  intent 
Against  my  life,  which  you  dare  not  deny, 
I  only  ask  one  service. 

Cam.  Above  hope !      '  [Sesse, 

Fer.  There  rides  a  pirate  near,  the  Duke  of 
My  enemy  and  this  country's,  that  in  bonds 
Holds  my  dear  friend  Ascanio:  Free  this 
friend. 


^ -^-^  properties.]  A  term  much  used  at  the  play-houses  for  the  habits  and  implements 
necessary  for  the  representation.        Sympson, 

^  Pluck  hard,  villains.]  The  measure  here  as  well  as  sense  call  for  the  alteration,  whici^ 
both  j^r.  Theobald  and  myself  had  lighted  on,  and  which  I  have  thought  proper  to  stand  io| 
the  text         Sympson, 
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Or  bring  the  pirate's  head,  besides  yonr  ptfr- 

don. 
And  honour  of  the  action,  your  reward 
IsTorty  thousand  ducats:  And  because 
I  know  that  Virolet  is  as  bold  as  wise, 
Be  he  your  general.  As  pledee  of  your  faith, 
't'hat  you  will  undertake  it,  let  this  old  man 
And  this  most  constant  matron  stay  with  me, 
Of  whom,  as  of  myself,  I  will  be  careful. 
She  shall  direct  you  where  her  husband  is. 
Make   choice  of  any  ship  you  think  most 
^hey  are  rigg'd  for  you.  [useful; 

[Exeunt  Guard  J,  with  JuUana  and 
Pandulpho. 
lirU»  We  with  joy  accept  it. 
*  (pam.  And  will  proclaim kingFerrand  mer- 
ci  ful.  [Exeunt  Brit,  and  Cam, 


Rowo.  The  mystery  of.  this,  my  lord  ?  or 
Chang'd  in  your  nature  ?  [are  you 

Fer,  1*11  make  thee  private  to  it : 
The  lives  of  these  weak  men,  and  desperate 
woman,  [them ;; 

Would  no  way  have  secur'd  me,  had  1  took 
nris  Virolet  I  aim  at ;  he  has  power. 
And  knows  to  hurt.  If  they  encounter  Sesse, 
And  he  prove  conqueror,  I  am  assur*d 
They'll  find  no  mercy;  if  that  they  prove 

victors, 
I  shall  recover,  with  my  friend,  his  head 
I  most  desire  of  all  men. 

Ronv.  Now  I  have  it.  [all; 

JRpr.  I'll  make  thee  understand  the  drift  of 

So  we  stand  sure,  thus  much  for  those  that 

fall !  [Exeunt. 


ACT  If. 


Enter  Boatswain  and  Gunner, 
BoatSm  T  AY  her  before  the  wind ;  up  with 

•■-^  her  canvas. 
And  let  her  work  !  the  wind  begins  to  whistle, 
plan  all  her  streamers  on,  and  let  her  dance. 
As  if  she  were  the  minion  of  the  ocean ! 
Let  her  bestride  tlie  billows  'till  they  roar, 
And  curl  their  wanton  heads!  Ho,  below 
there ! 
Sailort  [within].  Ho,  ho ! 
Boats,  Lay  her  North-£ast,  and  thrust  hor 
mizen  out ; 
The  day  grows  fair  and  clear,  and  the  wind 

courts  us. 
ph,  for  a  lusty  sail  now,  to  give  chase  to ! 
Gun,  A  stubborn  bark,  that  would  but 
bear  up  to  us. 
And  change  a  broadside  bravely ! 
Boats.  Where's  the  Duke? 
Gun,  1  have  not  seen  hhn  stir  to-dav. 
Boats.  Oh,  Gunner,  [lour! 

What  bravery  dwells  in  his  age,  and  what  va- 
And  to  his  friends^  what  gentleness  and 

bounty ! 
How  lone  have  we  been  inhabitants  at  sea 
Gun,  Some  fourteen  years.  [here  ? 

Boats.  By  fourteen  lives  1  swear  then. 
This  element  ne  er  nourished  such  a  pirate, 
So  greiA,  so  fearless,  and  so  fortunate. 
So  patient  in  his  want,  in  art  so  valiant ! 
How  many  sail  of  well*mann'd  ships  before  us. 
As  the  bonito  does  the  flying  fish, 
Have  we  pursued  and  scour  d,  that,  to  out- 
strip us,  [on ! 
They  have  been  fain  to  hang  their  very  shirts 
What  eailies  have  we  bang'd,  and  sunk,  and 
taken,                                        [fiance. 
Whose  only  fraughts  were  fire  and  stem  de- 
And  nothing  snoke  but  bullet  in  all  these! 
How  like  old  Neptune  have  I  seen  our  gcne- 
»       ral 


Standing  i'  th'  poop,  and  tossing  bis  steel  tri- 
dent, [him ! 
Commanding  both  the  sea  and  winds  to  serve 
Gun.'  His  daughter  too  (which  is  the  ho- 
nour. Boatswain, 

Of  all  her  sex)  that  martial  maid 

Boats.  A  brave  wench  !  [begun, 

..  Gun.  How  oftentimes,'  a  fight  being  new 
Has  she  leap'd  down,  and  took  my  linstock 

from  me. 
And  crying,  *  Now  fly  right,'  fir'd  all  my 

chasers ! 
Then,  like  the  image  of  the  warlike  goddess. 
Her  target  brac*d  upon  her  arm,  lier  sword 

drawn, 
And  anger  in  her  eyes,  leap'd  up  again. 
And  bravely  hail'd  the  bark;  I've  wonder'd, 

Boatswain, 
That  in  a  body  made  so  delicate. 
So  soft  for  sweet  embraces,  so  much  fire. 
And  manly  soul,  not  starting  at  a  danger-*-— 
Boats,  Her  noble  father  got  her  in  his  fury^ 
And  so  she  proves  a  soldier. 

Gun  This  too  I  wonder  at, 
Taking  so  many  strangers  as  he  does. 
He  uses  them  with  that  respect  and  coolnesty 
Not  making  prize,  but  only  borrowing 
What  may  supply  his  want;  nor  tmit  for 
nothing ;  [of, 

But  renders  back  what  they  may  stand  in  need 
And  then  parts  lovingly:  Where,  if  he  take 
Hii  countryman,  that  should  be  nearest  to 

him. 

And  stand  most  free  from  danger,  he  sure 

paysfor't;  [bark. 

He  drowns  or  hangs  the  men,  ransacks  the 

Then  gives  her  up  a  bonfire  to  his  fortune. 

Boats,  The  wrongs  he  has  receiv'd  fron 

that  dullf  ountry  [dty; 

(That's  all  I  know)  have  purchas'd  all  his  cru- 

We  fare  the  better.  Cheerly,  cheerly,  boys! 
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The  ship  runs  merrily ;  my  captain's  melan- 
choly, 

And  nothing  cures  that  in  him  but  a  sea-fight : 

I  hope  to  meet  a  sail,  boy,  and  a  riglit  one. 
Gun.  That's  ray  hope  too ;  Vm  ready  for 

the  pastime. 
Boats,  V  th'  mean  time,  let's  bestow  a  song 
upon  him, 

To  shake  him  from  his  dumps,  and  bid  good 
day  to  him. 

Ho,  in  the  hold  ! 

« 

Enter  a  Bay, 

Boy,  Here,  here. 

Boats.  To  th*  main-top,  Boy ! 
An  thou  ken'st  a  ship  that  dares  defy  us. 
Here's  gold. 

Boy.  Vm  gone.  [Exit. 

Boats.  Come,  sirs,  a  quaint  Icvet, 

[Trump,  a  levet. 
To  waken  our  brave  general !  Then  to  our 

^    labour ! 

Enter  Duke  ofSesse  (ftbove),  and  Martla  like 
an  Amazon, 

Duke.  I  thank  you,  loving  mates,  I  thank 
you  all ! 
There's  to  prolong  your  mirth;  and  good  mor- 
row to  you ! 
Mart.  Take  this  from  me  ;  you're  honest, 
valiant  friends. 
And  such  we  must  make  much  of.    Not  a 
sail  stirring? 
Gun.  Not  any  within  ken  yet. 
Boats.  Without  doubt,  ladv, 
The  wind  standing  so  fair  and  full  upon  us, 
We  shall  have  sport  anon.    But,  noble  ge- 
neral. 
Why  are  you  still  so  sad  ?  You  take  our  edge 
You  make  us  dull  and  spiritless.  [off; 

Duke,  m  tell  ye, 
Because  I  will  provoke  ye  to  be  fortunate ; 
For  when  you  know  my  cause,  'twill  double 

arm  you  : 
This*  woman  never  knew  it  yet,  my  daughter ; 
Some  discontents  she  has. 

Mart.  Tray,  sir,  go  forward. 

Duke,  These  fourteen  years,  I've  stored 

it  here  at  sea  f*. 

Where  the  most  curious  thought  could  oever 

find  it.  [mates. 

Boats.  Call  up  the  Master,  and  all  the 

Enter  (below)  Master  and  Sailors. 

Duke,  Good  morrow ! 
Master.  Good  morrow  to  our  general,  a 
good  one ! 
And  to  that  noble  lady  sA\  good  wislies ! 
Mart.  I  thank  you,  Master. 


Duke.  Mark  me  !  thus  it  is  tben ; 
Which  I  did  never  diink  to  have  discover'd. 
Till  full  revenge  had  wooed  me;  but,  to  sa^ 

tisfy  [then. 

My  faithful  friends,  thus  I  cast  off  my  bur- 
in that  short  time  I  was  a  courtier, 
And  follow'd  that  most  hated  of  all  princ€3, 
Ferrand,  the  full  example  qf  all  mischiefs, 
(Compcli'd  to  follow  to  my  soul  a  stranger) 
It  was  my  chance  one  day  to  play  at  chess, 
For  some  few  crowns  with  a  minion  of  this 

king,  [sure  ; 

A  meau  poor  man,  that  only  serv'd  his  plea- 
Removing  of  a  rook,  we  grew  to  words, 
From  this  to  hotter  anger :  To  be  short, 
I  got  a  blow. 

Mart.  How,  how,  my  noble  father ! 
Duke.  A  blow,  my  girl;  which  I  had  soon 

repaid, 
And  sunk  the  slave  for  ever,  had  not  odds 
Thrust  in  betwixt  us.  I  went  away  disgrac'd— 
Mart.  For  honour's  sake,  not  so,  sir ! 
Duke,  For  that  time,  wench ; 
But  call'd  upon  him,  like  a  gentleman,  [lour, 
By  many  private  friends;  knock 'd  at  his  va- 
Courted  his  honour  hourly  to  repair  me; 
And  tho'  he  were  a  tbiug  my  thoughts  made 

slight  on. 
And  only  worth  the  fury  of  my  footman, 

Still  I  pursued  him  nobly 

J^7«^^  Did  he 'scape  you ?  [coldly? 

My  old  bravo  father,  could  you  sit  down  so 
Duke.  Have  patience,  and  know  all.  Pur- 
sued him  fairly, 
'Till  I  was  laughed  at,  scorn'd,  my  wrongs 

made  May-games ; 
By  him  unjustly  wrong*d  should  be  all  justice; 
The  slave  protected  :    Yet  at  length  I  found 

him,  [buried, 

Found  him,  when  he  suppos'd  all  had  been 
And  what  I  had  receiv'd  durst  not  be  ques- 

tion'd ;  ^ 

And  then  he  fell,  under  my  sword  he  fell, 
Forever  sunk;  his  poor  life,  like  the  air 
Blown  in  an  empty  bubble,burst,  and  left  him, 
No  noble  wind  or  niemory  to  raise  him. 
But  then  began  my  misery !  I  fled,     « 
The  kmg's  frowns  following,  and  my  friends' 

despair* : 
No  hand  that  durst  relieve ;  my  country  fear- 
Basely  and  weakly  fearful  of  a  tyrant,   [ful| 
Which  made  his  bad  will  worse,  stood  still 

and  wondcr'd,         ^  "         . 

Their  virtues  bfd-rid  in  'em.   Then,  my  girl, 
A  little  one,  I  snatched  thee  from  thy  uurstf, 
The  model  of  thy  father's  miseries. 
And  some  small  wealth  was  fit  for  present 

carriage. 
And  got  to  sea,  where  I  profess'd  my  anger, 


9  I  have  stored  it  here  at  sea,"]  Thus  the  octavo,  and  it  may  be  right;  the  edition  of  1647 
gives  it  thus, 

I  conjecture  we  should  read  with  a  small  addition,  stowed.  So  a  little  lower  the  Master  says, 
*  Down  with  'em,  stow  'em  in.'        Sympstfn. 
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And  will  do,  whilM;  that  base  ungrateful  coun- 
try, 
And  that  bad  king,  have  blood  or  means  to 

quench  me. 
Now  ye  know  all. 

Master.  We  know  all,  and  admire  all: 
Go  on,  and  do  all  still,  ami  still  be  fortunate ! 

Mart.  Had  you  done  less,  or  lost  this  noble, 
anger, 
You  had  been  worthy  then  men's  empty  pities. 
And  not  their  wonders.  Go  on^  and  use  your 

justice, 
And  use  it  still  with  that  fell  violence 
Jt  first  appear'd  to  you !  If  you  go  less. 
Or  take  a  doting  mercy  to  protection. 
The  honour  of  a  father  I  disclaim  in  you, 
Call  back  all  duty,  and  will  be  prouder  of 
The  infamous  and  base  name  ot  a  whore, 
Than  daughter  to  a  great  duke  and  a  coward. 

Duke.  Mine  own  sweet  Martia,  no;  thou 
know*st  my  nature; 
It  cannot,  must  not  be. 

Mart.  I  hope  it  shall  not» 
But  why,  sir,  doyou  keep  alive  still  young 
Ascanio,  prince  of  Rossaua,  king  Fcrrand's 
Most  beloved  one,  you  took  two  months  ai^o  ? 
Why  is  not  he  flung  overboard,  or  hanged  ? 

Dyke,  I'll  tell  thee,  girl : 
It  were  a  mercy  in  my  nature  now, 
So  soon  to  break  the  thread  of  his  afflictions'**; 
I  am  not  so  far  rrconcird  yet  to  him, 
To  let  him  die  ;  that  were  a  benefit. 
Besides,  [  keep  him  as  a  bait  and  diet, 
To  draw  on  mure,  and  nearer  to  the  king: 
I  look  each  hour  to  hear^of  iijs  armadas; 
And  a  hot  welcome  they  shall  have. 

Mart,  But  hark  you  I 
If  you  were  over-sway'd  with  odds 

Duke,  I  find  you :  ""         [ing, 

I  would  not  yield ;  no,  girl;  no  hope  of  yield- 
Nor  fling  myself  one  liour  into  their  mercies, 
And  give  the  tyranthope,  togain  his  kingdom. 
No ;  I  can  sink,  wench,  and  make  shift  to  die ; 
A  thousand  doors  are  open,  1  shall  hit  one. 
I  am  no  niirgard  of  ray  life;  so  it  go  nobly. 
All  ways  are  equal, and  all  hours,  1  care  not. 

Mart.  No\^  yuu  speak  like  my  father  ! 

Master,  Noble  general, 
1£  by  our  meansthey  inherit  aught  but  bangs, 
The  mercy  of  the  main-yard  light  upon  us! 

No; 
We  can  sink  too,  sir,  and  sink  low  enough, 
To  pose  their  cruelties  to  follow  us;      [way. 
And  he  that  thinks  of  life,  if  the  world  go  that 
A  thousimd  cowards  suck  his  bones ! 


Gun.  Let  the  worst  come, 
I  can  unbrcech  a  cannon,  and  withoHitmuch 

help 
Turn  her  into  the  keel ;  and  when  sh*  has 

split  it. 
Every  man  knows  his  way,  his  own  prayers, 
And  so  good  night,  I  think ! 

Master.  WeVe  liv'd  all  with  you, 
And  will  die  with  you,  general. 

Duke,  1  thank  you,  gentlemen. 

Boif  [above].  A  sail,  a  sail! 

Master.  A  chearful  sound  ! 

Bojf.  A  sail ! 

Boats,  Of  whence  r  of  whence.  Boy  ? 

B(ty,  A  lusty  sail !  v 

Mart.  Look  right,  and  look  again. 

Boj/,  She  plows  the  sea  before  her^ 
And  foams  i'  th'  mouth. 

Boats.  Of  whence? 

Btti/.  I  ken  not  yet,  sir. 

Duke,  Oh,  may  she  prove  of  Naples ! 

Master.  Prove  the  devil, 
We'll  spit  out  fire  as  thick  as  she. 

Boy.  Hoy! 

Master.  Brave  Boy  ?  [Master; 

Boy.  Of  Naples,  Naples;  I  think  of  Naples, 
Methinks  I  see  the  arms. 

Master,  Up,  up  another, 
And  give  more  certain  si^ns !     ["Exit  Sailor, 

Duke,  All  to ^our  business! 
And  stand  but  right  and  true 

Boats.  Hang  him  that  halts  now  I 

Boy.  SW  has  us  in  chase. 

Master.  We'll  spare  her  our  main-top-sail ; 
She  shall  not  look  us  long,  we  are  no  starters. 
Down  with  tlie  fore-sail  too !  we'll  spoon  be- 
fore her.  [honour 

Mart.  Gunner,  good  noble  Gunner,  for  my 
Load  me  but  these  two  minions  in  the  cha^c 

there  " ; 
And  luad  'em  riglit,  that  they  may  bid  fair 

welcome, 
And  be  thine  eye,  and  level,  as  thy  heart  is ! 

Gun,  Madam,  I'll  scratch  'era  out;  I'll  pits 
'em  out  else. 

Sailor  [above],  Iloy ! 

Duke,  Of  whence  now  ? 

Sailor.  Of  Naples,  Naples,  Naples ! 
I  sec  her  top-flag,  how  she  quarters  Naples. 
1  hear  her  trumpets. 

Duke.  Down  !  She's  welcome  to  us ! 

[Rrcunt  Master^  Boats.  Gun.  Sailors, 

Every  umn  to  his  charge  !  Man  her  i'  th*  bow 

well,  [sparing. 

And  place  yourrakqrs  right '«.    Daughter,  be 


'®  Break  the  bed  of  his  afflictions,]    Corrected  by  Sympson. 

"* in  the  chape.]  The  chape  of  a  sword  is  no  news,  but  I  fancy  that  of  a  ship  will  be 

so  to  every  curious  reader.  Chase  is  applicable  either  to'  the  prow  or  stern  of  a  ship,  and  'tis 
^no  matter  in  which  of  these  acceptations  we  understand  it  here.        Sympson. 

We  have  no  doubt  but  Sympson  has  here  hit  on  the  right  word,butnot  on  its  true  accepta* 
tion ;  for  no  part  of  a  xf  ssel,  we  believe,  bears  the  name  of  tlie  chase.  The  chase,  in  the  sea 
dhlect,  is  B.  vessel  pursued. 

**  Place  your  rakers,]  i.e.  the  guns  with  which  the  enemy's  vessel  is  to  be  raked.  Falkner, 
in  his  Marine  Dictionary,  says^ '  Raking  a  ship  is  the  act  of  cannonading  a  ship  on  the  stern. 
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[Acts. 


Mart  T  swear  111  be  above,  sir,  in  the 
thickest, 
And  where  most  dan<;er  is  I'll  seek  for  honour. 
Tliey  have  begun !  hark,  how  their  trumpets 

call  us ! 
Ilark,  how  the  wide-inouth*d  cannons  sing 

amongst  us ! 
Hark,  how  they  sail!  out  of  our  shells  for 
shame,  sir) 
Duke.  Now  fortune  and  my  cause ! 
Mart,  Be  bold  and  conquer !        lEretint. 
[Charge,  trumpets  andshot  within. 

Enter  Master  and  Boatswain, 
Master.  They'll  board  us  once  again;  they're 

toogh  and  valiant. 
Boats.  Twice  we  have  blown  'em  into  th* 
air  like  feathers, 
And  made  ^em  dance. 

Master,  Good  boys !  fight  bravely,  manly ! 
Thoy  come  on  yet;  clap  in  her  stem,  ajnd 
yoke  'era  *'. 

Enter  Gunner. 
Gun,  You  shall  not  need;  I  have  provi- 
sion for  'em ; 
I>et  *em  board  once  again ;  the  next  is  ours. 
Stand  bravely  to  your  pikes;  away,  be  valiant! 
I  have  a  second  course  of  service  for  'em, 
Shall  make  the  bowels  of  their  bark  ache,  boy ! 
The  Duke  fights  like  a  dragon.     Who  dares 
be  idle?  [Ex 

[Charge,  trumpets,  pieces  go  off. 

Enter  Master,  Boatswain  following. 

Master.  Down  with  'em !  stow  'em  in ! 

Boats.  Cut  their  throats! 
'TIS  brotherhood  to  fling  'em  into  th'  sea. 
The  Duke  is  hurt,  so  is  his  lovely  daughter 
Martia.     We  have  tlie  day  yet. 

Enter  Gunner. 
Gun.  'Pox  fire  'cm  !  [flew. 

Tliey  have  smoak'd  us ;  never  sucli  plums  yet 
Boats.  They've  rent  the  ship,  and  bor'd  a 
hundred  holes; 
She  swims  still  lustily. 

Muster.  She  made  a  brave  fight;  and 
She  shall  be  cur*d,  and  make  a  braver  yet. 
Gun.  Bring  us  some  cans  up;  lam  hot  as 
fire. 

Enter  Ba>y  with  three  cans. 
Bouts.  I  am  sure  I  am  none  o'  th'  coolest. 
Gufi.  My  cannous  rung  like  bells.  Here's 
to  my  mistress ! 
The  dainty  sweet  brass  minion  split  tlieir  fore- 
She  never  fail'd .  [mast ; 

Master.  Ye  did  all  well  and  truly. 
Like  faithful  honest  men. 


Boats.  But  is  she  rich,  Master  ? 

[Trumpet,  JUntrisk. 

Enter  Duke,  Martia,  Virolet,  and  Sailors. 

Master,  Rich  for  my  captain's  purpose 
howsoever, 
And  we  are  his.  How  bravely  now  he  shews. 
Heated  in  blood  and  anger !  How  do  you,  sir? 
Not  wounded  mortally,  I  hope  ? 

Duhe.  No,  Master; 
But  only  wear  the  livery  of  fury. — 
I'm  hurt,  and  deep. 

Alaster,  My  mistress  too? 

Mart.  A  scratch,  man ;  [sir, 

My  netdle  would  ha'  done  as  much. — Good 
Be  provident  and  careful ! 

Duke.  'Prithee,  peace,  girl; 

This  wound  is  not  the  first  blood  I  have 

blush'd  in.  [ye, 

Ye  fought  all  like  tall  men;  my  thanks  amonf[ 

That  speaks  not  what  my  purse  means,  but 

my  tongue,  soldiers.— 
Now,  sir,  to  you  that  sought  me  out,  that 

found  me. 
That  found  me  what  I  am,  the  tyrant's  tyrant; 
You  that  were  imp'd,  the  weak  arm  to  his 
You're  welcome  to  your  death  !  [foH/i 

Fir.  I  do  expect  it ;  [it 

And  therefore  need  no  compliment,  but  wait 

Duke.  Thou  bor'st  the  face  once  of  a  noble 
gentleman, 
Rank'd  in  the  first  file  of  the  virtuous, 
By  every  hopeful  spirit  shew'd  and  pointed 
Thy  country's  love;  one  that  advanc'd  her 

honour. 
Not  tainted  with  the  base  and  servile  usei 
The  tyrant  ties  men's  souls  to.  Tell  me,  Viro- 
let, [credit— 
If  shame  have  not  forsook  Uaee,  with  thy 

Vir.  No  more  of  these  racks !  what  I  am, 
I  am. 
I  hope  not  to  go  free  with  poor  confessions; 
Nor  if  I  shew  ill,  will  I  seem  a  monster, 
liy  mak  ing  my  mind  prisoner !  Do  your  worst : 
VVhen  I  came  out  to  deal  with  you,  I  cast  it. 
Only  those  base  inflictions  fit  for  slaves, 
Because  I  am  a  gentleman 

Duke.  Thou'rt  none ! 
Thou  wast, while  thou  stood'stgood;  thou'rt 

now  a  villain. 
And  agent  for  the  devil! 

Vir.  Tliat  tongue  lies ! 
Give  me  my  sword  again,  and  stand  all  arm'd ; 
I'll  prove  iii  on  ye  ail,  Inm  a  gentleman, 
A  man  as  fair  in  honour — Rate  your  prisoners? 
How  poor  and  like  a  pedagogue  it  shews, 
How  far  from  nobleness !  Tis  fair,  you  may 
kill  us;  guage — - 

But  to  defame  your  victory  with  foul  Isn- 


*  or  head,  so  as  that  the  balls  shall  scour  the  whole  length  of  her  decks ;  which  is  one  of  the 

*  most  dangerous  incidents  that  can  happen  in  a  naval  action.' 

*3  Yoke  'em.]  Sympson  supposes .  tins  corrupt,  and  imagines  we  should  read  ^  rake  'em.* 

*  Yoke  'em'  may  mean,  *  lying  aUmg-side  of  'em'  so  as  to  fight  with  small  arms;  upon  which 
the  Gunner  says,  *  You  shall  not  need;  I  have  provision  for  'em.' 


Acti.j 


Duke,  Go  fiing  him  ovcirboard.   Til  teach 

you,  sirrah 

Vir,  You  can't  teach  ine  to  die.     I  could 
kill  you  now 
With  pariebce,  in  despisini^  all  yoUr  cruelties^ 
And  make  you  choke  with  anger. 

Duke,  Away,  I  »ay  !  [language, 

Mart.  Stay,  sir;  h  hils  giv'nyou  such  (>oid 

I  am  aotrecoDcird  to  hiui  yet;  and  therefore 

He  shall  not  have  his  wish  ob«erv'd  so  nearly, 

To  die  when  life  please;  I  beseech  you  stay, 

Duke,  Do  with  him  what  thou  wilt.    [sir. 

Mart,  Can7  him  to  th*  bilboes, 

And  clap  him  fast  there,  with  the  prince. 

Vir,  Do,  lady ; 
For  any  death  you  giVe  Vm  hound  to  bless 
you.  [Exeunt  Virolet  und  bailors. 

Mart.  Now  td  your  cabin,  sir,  (*pray  lean 
upon  me)  ly^^' 

And  take  your  rest;  thesurgeoiis  wait  all  for 
Duke.  Thou  mak'st  me  blubh  to  see  thee 
bear  thy  fortunes. 
Why,  sure  I  have  no  hurt;  I  have  not  fought 
Mmter.  You  bleed  apace,  sir.  [sure.^ 

liiflart.  You  grow  cold  too. 
Dake.  \  must  be  rul'd.     No  leaning! 
My  deepest  wounds  scorn  crutches. 
All.  A  brave  general ! 

[FloarUh  trumpets,  cornets.     Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Sailors, 
1  &iUor.  Will  they  not  moor  her? 
3  Sailor.  Not  'till  we  toinfi  to  th*  fort ; 
This  is  too  weak  a  place  for  our  defences. 
The  carpenters  are  hard  at  work;  she  swims 

well. 
And  may  hold  out  another  fight.  The  ship  we 
Burns  there^  to  give  us  li»;lit.  [took 

1  Sailor.  She  made  a  brave  fight. 
S  Sailor,  She  put  us  all  in  fear. 
1  Sailor.  Beshrew  my  heart,  did  she. 
Her  men  are  gone  to  Candy  j  they  are  pep- 
All  but  this  prisoner.  [ix^r*d, 
-  2  Sfulor,  Sure  he's  a  brave  fellow. 

1  Sailor.  A  stubborn  knave,  but  we  have 
puUM  hi?  bravery. 

[  Virol,  and  Ascan.  discovered  in  the  bilboez. 
Look,  how  he  looks  now  !  Come,  let's  go  serve 
Which  is  but  bread  and  water.         [his  diet, 

2  Sailor.  He'll  grow  fat  on't.  [Ex.  Sailors. 
Atca.  I  must  confess  I  have  cndur'd  much 

Ev'd  almost  to  the  ruin  of  my  spirit ;   [misery, 

But  ten  times  more  grows  my  affliction. 

To  find  my  friend  here. 

Vir.  Had  wc  serv'd  our  country, 

Qr  honesties,  as  we  have  servM  our  follies. 

We  had  not  been  here  now. 

Asc.  Tis  too  true,  Virolet,  [safety 

Vir,  And  yet  my  end  in  ventVing  for  your 
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Pointed  at  more  than  Femind's  will,  a  baise 

one !  [tion, 

Som^  serticc  for  mine  own,  some  for  my  na- 
Somc  for  my  friend ;  but  I  am  rightly  paid, 
That  durst  adventure  such  a  noble  office. 
From  the  most  treacherous  command  of  mis- 
You  know  him  oow^  [chief: 

Asc.  And  when  I  nearer  knew  him,  [me. 
Then  when  I  waited,  Heav'n  be  witness  with 
(And,  if  1  lie,  my  miseries  still  load  me !) 
With  ^hat  tears  I  have  wdd*d  him,  with  what 

pi-aye  rs,  [dangers. 

What  weight  of  reasons  I  have  laid,  what 
(Then,  when  the  people's  curses  6ew  like 

storms,  [him) 

And  every  tongue  was  whetted  to  defam^ 
To  leave*  his  doubts,    his    tyrannies,    his 

slaughters,  / 
His  feu  oppressions !  I  know  I  was  hated  to<^i 
Vir.  And  all  mankind  that  knew   him. 

These  confessions  .    [mayt 

Do  no  good  to  the  world,  to  Heav'n  they 
Lets  study  to  die  well;  we've  liv'd  like  cox- 

corol>s.  [too! 

Asc.  That  my  misfortune  should  lose  you 

Vir.  Yes;  [ler; 

And  not  only  me,  but  many  more,  stnd  bet- 

For  riiy  life,  'tis  not  this;  or  might  I  Save 

yours,  [me  go  I 

And  some  brave  friends  I  have  engag'd,  let 
It  were  the  n)eritorious  death  I  wish  for ; 
But  wc  must  hang,  or  drown  Hke  whclps» 
Asc,  No  remedy  ? 
Vir.  On  my  part,  I  expect  none.   I  know 

the  man. 
And  know  he  has  been  nettled  to  the  quick 
[  know  his  nature.  [too; 

Asc.  A  most  cruel  natiire ! 
Vir.  His  wrongs  have  bred  him  up;  I  can- 
not blame  him.  [scomer, 
Atr.  He  lias  a  daughter  too,  the  greatest 

And  most  insulter  upon  misery 

Vir.  For  tho'ic,  they're  toys  to  laugh  at, 

not  to  lead  men. 
A  woman's  mirth  or  anger,  like  a  meteor. 
Glides  and  is  gone,  and  leaves  no  crack  he* 

hind  it: 
Onr  miseries  would  seem  like  masters  to  us, 
And  shake  our  manly  spirits  into  fevers, 
If  we  respected  those ;  the  more  they  glory, 
And  raise  insulting  trophies  on  our  rums^ 
The  more  our  virtues  snine  in  patience. 
Sweet  prince,  the  q  a  me  of  Death  was  never 

terrible  [rent 

To  him  that  knew  to  live;  nor  the  loud  tor- 
Ofall  afflictions,  sinpng  as  they  swim, 
A  gall  of  heart,  but  to  a  guilty  conscience : 
Whilfct  we  stand  fair'*,  tho*  by  a  two-edg'J 

storm 


H  Tiliilst  we  stand Jair ;  but  //y  a  Uco^dgd  storm. ^  So  roads  the  first  folio;  the  text  is 
from  the  second. — The  imncic  n.eaiif  to  be  conveyed  in  this  and  the  two  followinc  lines  is 
intelligible;  but  thrre  is  some  confn«?ion  (perhnps  corruption)  in  the  expression:  How  can' 
tliey  /a//,  whilst  tliey  stand  fair  f  Tliovgh  is  preferable  to  but^  in  the  present  text;  yet 
periiaps  something  is  lost,  signifying,  that  *  whilst  we  fiouridh,  our  state  it  particular^ 
*  Aommrahle  ;  but  if  we  even  fall,  even  our  fall  is  glorious.' 

Vol,  n.  .         3  Y 


530 


TOE  DOtJBL£  MARRIAGE. 
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We  find  untimely  falU,  like  early  roses, 
Bcut  tu  I  he  earth,  ue  bear  our  native  sweet- 
Jsc.  Good  sir,  go  on.  [was, 

.    Vir.  When  we  are  little  children, 
And  cry  aqd  fret  for  every  toy  couies  cross  us, 
How  bweetly  do  wc  biiew  when  sleep  steals 

on  us !  [er  »*, 

When  we  grow  threat,  but  our  affection  great- 
Aud  struggle  w  itli  this  stubborn  twin,  born 

with  us, 
And  tug  and  pull,  yet  still  we  find  a  giant: 
Had  we  not  then  the  privilege  to  sleep 
Our  everlasting  sleep,  he'd  make  us  idiots. 
The  mcpiory  and  monuments  of  good  men 
Are  more  than  hvcs^  and  tho*  their  tombs 

want  tongues,  flosses, 

Yet  have  they  eyes  that  daily  sweat  their 
And  buch  a  tear  from  stone  no  tnnc  can  value. 
To  die  both  young  and  good  are  Nature's 

curses. 
As  the  world  says;  ask  Truth,  they're  boun- 
teous blessmgs;  ftues, 
For  then  we  reach  at  Ilcav  n,  ui  our  full  vir- 
And  fix  ourselves  new  stars,  crown*d  with 

our  fsooduess.  * 

Ate,    YouVe  double  arm'd  me, — Hark! 

what  noise  is  this? 

[Strange  wutick  within^  iobii^s. 
What  horrid  noise?  Is  the  sea  pleased  to  sing 
A  hideous  dirge  to  our  deliverance? 

Vir,  Stand  fast  now. 
[  Wilhiu  Mlruftge  crkSy  horrid  iiuisc,  trumpett. 

Ate,  I  am  hx'd. 
•    Vir.  We  fear  ye  not ;  [him. 

Let  death  appear  in  all  shapos,  we  smile  on 

Enter  MarVia, 

Asc.  The  lady  now ! 

I  'ir.  The  face  o*  th'  masque  is  altcr'd. 

AhC.  What  will  she  do  ? 

Vir,  Do  what  she  can,  I  care  not. 

Asc,  She  looks  on  you,  sir. 

Vir,  Rather  she  looks  thro*  me; 
But  yet  slie  stirs  me  not. 

Mart.  Poor  wretched  slaves, 
Why  do  ye  live  ?  or,  if  ye  hope  for  niercy, 
Why  do  not  ye  howl  out,  and  fill  the  hold 
With  Imucntutions,  cries,  and  base  submis- 
W  or  thy  our  scorn  ?  [sions, 

Vir,  Madam,  you  are  mistaken ; 
We  are  no  slaves  to  you,   but  to  blind  For- 
tune; [tain. 
And  if  slje  had  her  eyes,  and  durst  be  cer- 
Certuin  ourfriend,  I  would  not'bow  unto  her; 
1  would  not  cry,  nor  ask  so  base  a  mercy : 
If  you  see  any  thing  in  our  appearance. 
Worthy  your  sex's  softness  and  your  own 

.g^ory. 
Do  it  for  that,  and  let  that  good  reward  it  I 
We  oannot  beg. 

Mart,  I'll  make  you  beg  and  bow  too. 

Ttr.  Madam,  for  what? 


Murt,  For  life;  and,  when  you  hope  it. 
Then  will  I  laugh  and  triumph  on  your  base- 
ness, [a  favour. 

Ate.  Madam,  'tis  true,  there  inay  be  such 
And  we  may  ask  it  too,  ask  it  with  honour; 
And  thank  you  for  liiat  favour,  nobly  thank 

you, 
TFui'  it  be  death ;  but  when  we  beg  a  base 
And  beg  it  of  your  scorn — : —  [life, 

Vir.  You're cozen'd,  woman; 
Your  handsomcui s&  may  do  mucli,  but  not 
But  for  your  glorious  iiate [this  wav; 

Murt,  Are  ye  so  stubborn  ? 
'Death,  I  will  make  yon  bow  ! 

Vir.  It  must  be  in  your  bed  then  ; 
There  you  may  work  me  to  humility. 

Mart.  Why,  I  can  kill  thee. 

Vir*  If  you  do  it  handsomely. 
It  may  be  I  can  thank  you ;  else 

Mart    So  glorious? 

Ahc,  Her  cruelty  now  works. 

Mart.  Yet  w  oot  tliou  ? 

Vir,  No. 

Mart,  Wilt  thou  for  life's  sake  ? 

Via.  No;  I  know  your  subtilty. 

Mart,  For  honopr  s  sake  ? 

Vir.  I  will  not  be  a  pageant; 
My  mind  was  ever  firm,  and  so  1*11  lose  it. 

Mart,  ril  slane  thee  to  it! 

Vir.  I'll  stai-ve  myself,  and  cross  it. 

Mart.  V\l  lay  thee  on  such  miseries 

Vir.  I'll  wear  'em,  f Itls. 

And  with  that  wantonness  you  do  your  bnue- 

Marl,  I'll  be  a  mouth  a-kiliing  thee. 

Vir.  Poor  lady! 
I'll  be  a  month  a-tlving  then:  Wh:it's  thai? 
There's  many  a  calenture  outdoes  your  cru- 
elty, [btxly. 

Mart.  How  might  I  do  in  killing  o(  his 
To  save  his  noble  mind  ?  Who  waits  there? 

Enter  a  Sailory  with  a  rich  cap  and  mantle. 
Sailor,  Madam  ? 

*  Mart,  Unbolt  this  man,  and  leave  tljo?e 
things  behind  you  ;       [Virolcl  releastJ. 
And  so  away ! — Now  put  'em  on. 

[Esit  Sailor, 
Vir.  To  what  end? 
Mart.  To  my  end,  to  my  will. 
Vir.  I  will. 
"Mart,  I  tliank  you. 

Vir.  Nay,  now  you  thank  mc,  1*11  do  more; 
I'll  tell  you, 
I  am  a  servant  to  your  courtesy. 
And  so  far  will  be  woo'd ;  hut  il"  thistriumpli 
Be  only  aim'd  to  mako  your  mischief  glorious, 
Lady,  you've  put  a  richer  shroud  upon  me, 
Whidi  my  strong  mind  shall  sutier  in. 

Mart,  Come  hilhcr. 
And  all  thy  brav'ry  put  into  thy  carriage ; 
For  I  admire  thee. 

Vir,  Whither  will  this  woman  ? 


^^  But  our  tiff^ctions  greater, "]  Affection,  as  I  read,  or  passiony  is  the  stubborn  tn  in  horn 
TKith  uSy  which  tuould  nmkeus  idiots,  if  we  gave  way  to  it,  rather  than  free  ourselves  from  iu 
tyranny  by  the  sleep  of  death.        Seward, 


Act  2.] 


THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE. 


5St 


Ate.  Take  heed,  my  friend ! 
Alart.  Look  as  thou  scoru*dstiny  cruelty; 
I  know  thuu  dost. 

Vir.  I  never  fear'd  nor  flatter 'd. 
Mart.  No  ;   if  thou  hadst  th'  hadst  died, 
nod  I  had  gloried.  [er, 

f  suffer  now ;  aud  thou,  which  art  my  prison- 
Hast  nobly  won  tlie  free  power  to  despise  me. 
1  love  thee,  andndniire  thee  for  thy  nobtcuess; 
And,  for  thy  uianty  su(rcrance,ftm  thy  servant. 
Vir.  Good  la-.ly,  mock  roe  not. 
Mart,  By  llcav'n,  I  love  thee !        [thee  ! 
And,  by  the  soul  of  love,  nzn  one  piece  with 
Thy  nimd,  thy  min4«  thy  l)r;ive,  thy  ronnly 
mind,  [fortune, 

(That,  like  a  rock,  stands  nli  the  storms  of 
Aiid  beats  'em  roaring  back^  they  cannot 

reach  thee) 
That  lovely  mind  I  dote  on,  not  the  body : 
That  mind  has  robb'd  me  of  my  liberty ; 
Tliat  mind  luis  darken**!  all  my  bravery, 
And  into  poor  dc^pis'd  things  turn'd  my 
angers.  [me; 

Receive  mc  to  your  love,  sir,  and  instruct 
Ueceive  mc  to  your  bed,  and  marry  roe  ; 
ril  wait  upon  you,  bless  the  hour  I  knew  you ! 
Vir,  Is  this  a  new  way? 
Mart,  If  yon  doubt  my  faith, 
First,  take  your  liberty,  (Vll  make  it  perfect) 
Or  any  thing  within  my  power. 

Vir,  I  love  you?  [riage? 

But  how  to  recompense  your  love  wi:n  mar- 
Alas,  I  have  a  wife. 

Mart,  Dearer  than  I  am  ? 
That  will  adventure  so  much  for  your  safety? 
For^get  her  father's  wrongs,  quit  her  own 

honour. 
Pull  ou  her,  for  a  stranger's  sake,  all  curses? 
Hr.  Shall  this  prince  have  his  freedom 
too?  else  all 
I  love  is  gone,  all  my  friends  perish. 
Mart,  lie  shall. 
Vir,  What  shall  I  do? 
Mart.  If  thou  despise  my  courtesy, 
When  I  am  dead  for  grief  I  am  forsaken. 
And  no  soft  hand  left  to  assuage  your  sor- 
rows, [ellies ! 
Too  late,   but  too  true,  curse  your  own  cru- 
Atc,  Be  wise,  if  she  be  true !  no  thread  is 
left  else. 
To  guide  us  from  this  labyrinth  of  mischief ; 
Nor  no  way  for  our  friends. 

Vir.  Thus  then  1  take  you; 
J  bind  yoM  to  my  life,  my  love! 

Mart,  I  take  you,  [vant. 

And  with  the  like  bond  tie  my  heart  your  ser- 


We're  now  almost  at  harbour;  within  this 
hour,  [ready, 

In  the  dead  watch,  Fll  have  the  long-boat 
And  when  I  give  the  word,  be  sure  you  enter. 
I'll  see  ye  furnish'd  both  immediately, 
And  like  yourselves  >*;  some  trusty  man  shall 

wait  3'ou ; 

The  watch  I'll  make  my  own ;  only  my  love 

Requires  a  stronger  vow,  which  Fll  admini- 

Before  we  go.   •  [*ter 

Vir,  1*11  take  it,  to  coBfirm  you.  [fetters, 

Mart.  Go  in;  there  are  the  keys,  unlock  his 

And  arm  ye  nobly  both.    Fll  be  with  you 

And  so,  this  loving  kiss.  [presently; 

Aic,  Be  constant,  lady.  [Exeunt. 

Eafer  Duke  (h^  torch'lighi)^  Matter  and 
burgeon  vnth  him, 
Surg,  You  grow  so  angry,  sir,  your  wound 
goes  backward.  fyou) 

Duke.  I'm  angry  at  the  time,  (at  none  of 
That  sends  but  one  poor  subject  for  revenge : 
I  would  have  all  the  court,  aud  ail  tlic  vil- 
lainy 
Was  ever  practis'd  under  that  foul  tyrant 
Ferfand  '7,  and  all  to  queuch  my  wrath  I 

Matter,  Be  patient; 
Your  Grace  may  find  occasion  every  hour 
(For  certain  they  will  seek  you)  to  satisfy. 
And  to  the  full,  your  anger. 

Duke,  'Death,  they  dare  not !      [hunger, 
Tliey  know  that  I  command  Death,  feed  his 
And  when  I  let  him  loose — -^ 
Surg.  You  11  never  heal,  sir, 
If  these  extremes  dwell  in  you;  you  are  old, 
And  burn  your  spiritsout  with  this  wild  anger. 
Duke,  Thou  liest !  I  am  m>t  old;  I  am  at 
lusty 
And  full  of  manly  heat  as  them,  or  thou 

Master.  No  more  of  that!  [art 

Duke,  And  dare  seek  out  a  danger, 
Aod  hold  him  at  the  sword's  point,  when  thou 

tremblest 
And  creep'st  into  thy  box  of  salves  to  save 

thee. [to-night! 

Ob,  Master,  I  have  had  a  dreadful  dream 
Methought  the  ship  was  all  on  fire,  and  my 
lo\'d  daughter,  [suddenly 

To  save  her  life,  leap'd  into  th*  sea;  where 
A  stranger  snatch'd  her  up,  tfpd  swam  ^way 
wiUi  her. 
Matter.  Twasbut  the  heat  o'th'  fi^ht,  sir. 
BoatM.  {zoithin,]  Jjook  out  1  what  is  that  ? 
Sailor  [within]-  I'he  long-boat,  a*  I  live  I 
Boar*.  Ho,  there^  j'th' long-boat!  ho! 
Sailor,  She  daps  op  all  bpr  oars  ••• 


»•  And  like  yourself.]  The  grammar  of  this  passage  requires  a  change  of  numbers  to  Vec^ 
Martia  from  uttering  nonsense.        Stfmpton, 
»7  Wat  CT^er  practit'd  under  that  foul  Ferrand  ...  ,        j  '     t  i,«.  -. 

Tyrant.]  These  two  lust  words  iMive  changed  thejr  places;  we  must  read  as  I  haic 

altered  the  place.        Smpton.  .     ,     ^  .       a-^^^x^.^'.  k.,* 

"  She  claps  on  all  Aer  oar.,  j  These  words  stand  in  the  first  copy  as  a  ?^ag^^^^F^^^"  ^  ^^^^^ 
are  nut  inserted  at  all  in  the  two  following  editions.  Sympson,  we  ihmk  with  judgement, 
supposes  they  were  ori^jiually  a  part  of  the  text. 
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Duke.  What  noise  is  that? 

Master.  T  hear,  sir .  {^Exit. 

Boats.  The  devil,  or  his  dam.    Hi^il  her 

again,  boYS. 
SaiSjr.  The  long-boat!  ho,  the  long-boat ! 
Duke.  Why  the  long-boat? 
Where  is  the  long-boat? 
Boats.  She's  stole  off. 

Enter  Master, 
Duke.  Who  stole  h^r  ? 
Oh,  my  prophetick  soul ! 

Master.  Your  daughter*s  gone,  sir, 
The  prisoners,  and  six  sailors:  Rogues! 
Duke.  Mischief!  six  thousand  plagues  sail 
with  'em  ! 
They're  in  her  yet ;  rtiake  oat. 
Master.  We've  ne'er  a  boat. 

Ent^r  Gum^r, 

Gunner.  Who  knew  of  this  trick  *>? 

Xyuke.  Weigh  anchors,  and  away  f 

Boats.  We  ha' no  wind,  sir; 
They'll  beat  us  with  their  oars. 

Duke.  Then  sink  'em,  Gunner ! 
Oh,  sink  'em,  sink  'em,  sink  'em,  claw  'em, 
A*  ever  thou  hast  lov'd  me !  [Gunner, 

Gun.  I'll  do  reason ; 
But  I'll  be  hang*d  before  I  hurt  the  lady. 

[Ejit. 

Duke,  Who  knew  of  this? 

[A  piece  or  ^wo  go  offl 

Master*  We  stand  all  dear. 

Duke.  Whatdevir 


Put  this  base  tridi  idtolier  tail  ?  My  daogli- 

ter, 
And  run  away  with  rogues !  I  hope  sbe*s  sunk , 
[J  piece  or  two  ^o  iff. 
Or  torn  to  pieces  witli  the  shot.  Rots  find  her ! 
The  leprosy  of  whore  stick  ever  to  her ! 
Oily  she  has  ruin'd  my  revenge ! 

Enter  Gunner, 
Gun.  She's  gone,  sir ; 
I  paimot  reach  her  with  my  shot. 

Duke.  Rise,  winds! 
Blow  'till  ye  burst  the  air,  and  swell  tlie  seas. 
That  ^hey  may  sink  the  stars!    Oh,  daiice 
her,  dance  her !  f her. 

She's  impudently  wanton ;  dance  her,  dao€r« 
j>lount  tier  upon  your  surges,  cool  her^  cool 

her! 
She  runs  hot  like  a  whore ;  cool  her,  cool  her  I 
Oh,  now  a  shot  to  sink  her ! — Come,  cut  ca- 
ble's! 
I  will  away ;  and  Where  she  sets  her  foot, 
Altho'  it  be  in  Ferrand's  court,  I'll  follow  her  ; 
And  such  a  father's  vcnge&nce  sh^LL  she  suf-^ 

fer 

Dare  any  man  stand  bv  me? 
Master.  All,  all. 
Boats.  All,  sir. 

Gun.  And  the  same  cop  you  taste  "  ■ 
Duke.  Cut  cables  tiien;.  [is. 

For  I  shall  never  sleep,  nor  know  what  peace 
Till  I  have  pluck'd  her  heart  out, ' 
Sailor  [within].  All  o'main  there ! 

[Exeunt. 


»»  Gun.  Who  kne»  of  this  trick?]  This  speech  seem*,  both  from  the  text  and  measure,  to 
be  (though  we  have  not  ventured  ti>  remove  it)  an  accidental  interpolation.  It  is  the  Duke\ 
speech  a  little  after. 


ACT   III. 


Enter  Ferrandf  Ronvere,  Casttucdo,  Vil(u>, 
^  ajul  Quard, 

Jlonv,  "VrOU  are  too  gentle,  sir. 

^  [Flourish  comets. 

Fer.  You  are  too  careless ! 
The  creatures  1  have  made  no  way  regard  me: 
Why  should  I  give  you  names,  titles  of  .ho- 
nour, 
)lob  families  to  fill  your  private  houses, 
For  your  advancement  draw  all  curses  on  me. 
Wake  tedious  wkiter-nights  to  make  them 
That  for  me  break  no  slumber  )f         [happy 

Ronv,  What  we  can. 
We  dare  do. 

Fer.  Why  is  your  sovereign's  life  then 
(In  which  you  live,  and  in  whose  fall  your 

honours. 
Your  w<;alth,  your  pomp,  your  pride,  and  all 

must  suffer) 
No  better  guarded  ?    Oh,  my  cruel  stars, 


That  mark'd  me  out  a  ^ing,  raising  me  on 
This  pinnacle  of  greatness,  only  to  be 
The  nearer  blasting ! 

Villio.  What  think  you  now,  Castruccio  ? 
Is  not  this  a  merry  life  ? 

Cast.  Still  thou  art  cozen'd : 
It  is  a  glorious  royal  discontentment! 
How  bravely  it  becomes  him ! 

Fer.  To  be  made 
The  common  butt,  for  every  slave  to  shoot  at  I 
No  peace,  no  rest  I  take,  but  their  alarms 
Beat  at  my  heart !  Why  do  1  live,'  or  seek  then 
To  add  aday  more  to  these  glorious  troubles? 
Or  to  what  end,  when  all  1  can  arrive  at, 
is  hut  the  summing  up  of  fears  and  sorrows? 
What  power  has  my  command,  when  from 

my  bosom 
Ascauio,  my  most  dear  and  lov'd  Ascanio, 
Was  snatch'd,  spite  of  my  will,  spite  of  my 
succour. 
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Apd  b]f  mine  own  proud  sUre  retain'd  most 

miserable  ?  ' 

And  still  that  villain  lives  to  nip  my  pleasures. 
It  being  not  within  my  power  to  reach  him. 
Ronv,  Time  may  restore  all  this:    And 
would  you  hear 
Whose  counsel  never  fail'd  you-^— » 

Fer.  Tell  me  no  more ! 
I  faint  beneath  the  burthen  of  my  cares, 
And  yield  myself  most  wretched. 

Ronv.  On  my  knees 
X  beg  Ity  mighty  sir,  vouchsafe  me  hearing. 
Fer»  Speak,  speak ;  and  1  thus  low,  such 
is  my  fortune, 
Will  hear  what  tliou  canst  say. 

Villio.  Look  but  on  this ; 
Iljis  not  a  man  that  has  hut  means  to  keep 
A  hawk,  a  greyhound,  and  a  hunting  nag. 
More  pleasure  than  this  king? 

CiUt.  A  dull  fool  still ! 
Make  me  a  kin*;, and  let  uic  iM;ratch  with  care. 
And  see who*ll  liave  the  better;  give  me  rule, 
pomroand,  obedience,  pleasure  of  a  king, 
And  let  the  deyil  roar:  The  greatest  corrosive 
A  king  c^n  have,  isuf  more  precious  tickling. 
And,  handled  to  the  height,  more  dear  delight, 
Than  otiier  men*s  whole  fives,  let'em  be  safe 
too. 
Villio,  Think  of  the  mutinous  people. 
Cast.  Hang  the  people ! 
Give  roe  the  pleasure,  let  me  do  nil,  awe  all, 
Bnjoy  their  wives  and  states  at  nty  discretion. 
And  peg  'em  when  1  please,  let  the  slaves 
mumble. 
Villio.  But  say  they  should  be  vex*d,  and 

rise  against  thee  ? 
(2ast.  Let'eijn  rise,  let'em  rise;  give  me 
the  bridle  here, 
A  nd  see  i  f  they  can  crack  my  girths:  Ah,  Villio, 
Under  the  sun  there^s  nothing  so  voluptuous 
As  riding  of  this  monster,  'till  he  founder. 
Fer.  Who's  that  so  loud  ? 
Cast.  I'm  dumb. — Is  not  this  rare? 
Kings'  looks  make  Pythagoreans;  is  not  tliis 
A  happiness,  Villio? 

Villio,  Yes^  to  put  to  silence 
A  fawning  sycophant. 

Fer.  l1iou  speak'st  truth  in  all; 

[To  lUmvere, 
And  mercy  is  a  vice,  wlien  there  need^  rigor, 
.  Which  I  with  all  severity  will  practise ; 
And  since,  as  subjects  they  pay  not  obedience. 
They  shall  be  forced  as  slaves :  I  will  remove 
llieir  means  to  hurt,  and,  with  ^he  means, 

my  fears. 
Go  you,  the  fatal  executioners 
Of  my  commands,  and  in  our  name  proclaim. 
That  from  this  hour  I  do  forbid  all  meetings, 
All  private  conferences  in  the  city : 


To  feast  a  neighbour,  shall  be  death ;  to  talk. 
As  they  meetm  the  streets,  to  hold  discourse 
By  writing,  nay  by  signs.  Sec  this  perform Vi, 
And  1  will  call  your  cruelty,  to  tliose 
That  dare  repine  at  this,  tu  me  true  service. 

1  Guard.  This  makes  fur  us. 

2  Guard.  Ay,  now  we  have  employments; 
If  we  grow  notriclj,  'twere  lit  \%c  should  be 

beggars.  [Exit  Guard. 

Fer.  H4)nvere! 

Monv,  My  lord  ? 

Cast.  Thou  enemy  to  m;iiesty, 
What  think'bt  tiiou  of*  a  kinj^"? 

Villio.  As  of  u  man 
That  hath  power  to  do  ill. 

Cast.  Of  a  til  in*;  rather 
That  does  divide  an  empire  with  the  gods. 
Observe  but  with  how  little  breath  he  siiakes 
A  populous  city,  whicii  would  stand  unniov'd 
Against  a  whirlwind. 

Villio.  Then  you  make  him  more 
Than  him  that  rules  the  winds. 

Cast.  For  me,  I  do  prot'c«-<.  it. 
Were  J  offer'd  to  be  ntiy  tiling  on  earth, 
I  would  be  mighty  Ferruiid. 

Fer.  Hii!  who  naucs  mc? 
Deliver  thy  thoughts,  slave,  thy  thought9| 

and  truly, 
Or  be  no  more ! 

Cast.  They  rather  will  deserve 
Your  favour,  than  your  fury.     I  admft« 
(As  who  does  not,  that  is  a  loyal  subject?) 
Your  wisdom,  power,  your  perfect  happiness^ 
TJie  most  bleas'd  of  muukind. 

Fer.  Didst  thou  but  feel 
The  weighty  sorrows  that  sit  on  a  crown, 
Tho'  thou  shouldst  find  one  in  the  streets, 
Castruccio,  [up : 

Thou  wouldst  not  thiak  it  worth  the  taxing 
But  since  thou  art  euHiiiourM  of  ray  fortune. 
Thou  hhalt  ere  long  taste  of  it. 

Cast.  Jiut  one  day, 
And  then  let  mc  expire ! 

Fer.  Go  to  my  wardrobe, 
And  of  the  ricfiest  things  1  wear  cull  out 
What  thou  thiuk'st  tit.    Do  you  attend  him, 
sirrah. 

Vil.  I  warrant  you  I  shall  be  at  his  elbow; 
The  fool  will  never  leave  him. 

Cast.  Made  for  ever  ! 

[Exit  with  Vil.    A  shout  within. 

Fer.  Whatsliout  is  that?     Draw  up  our 
guards. 

Enter  Virolet,  Ascanio,  and  a  Scroant. 

Ronv.  Those  rather 
Speak  joy  than  danger. 

Vir.  Bring  her  to  my  boose »» ; 
I  would  nut  have  her  seen  here. 


••  Wiat  think*st  thou  of  a  kingdom  ?]  Verse  and  context  equally  require  as  to  read  king 
for  kingdom. 

>•  Ron.  firing  her  to  my  house, 
I  wou'd  not  have  her  seen  here."]  This  is  evidently  a  direction  of  Virolet's  relating  to 
Martia,  and  to  hio^  it  should  bt  rebtored.        Seward^ 
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Fer.  My  Ascanio ! 
The  most  dcsir'd  of  all  men,  let  me  di(» 
In  these  embrace**.  How  wert  thou  redeein'd? 

Aic,  Sir,  this  is  my  preserver. 

Fer.  At  more  leisure 
I  will  enquire  the  manner,  and  the  n^eans: 
I  cannot  spare  bO  much  time,  now  from  my 
More  strict  embraces.  Virolet/ welcome  too! 
This  scrxiie   weighs  down  your    intended 

treason. 
You  long  have  been  mine  enemy;  learn  now 
To  be  my  friend,  and  loyal ;« 1  ask  no  more, 
And  live  as  free  as  Ferraiid.     Let  him  have 
The  forty  thousand  crowns  I  gl.idly  prcmis'd 
yor  my  Ascanio's  freedom  ;  and  dehver 
His  father  and  his  wife  to  him  in  safety. 
Somethin«:  hath  passM  which  I  am  sorry  for, 
But  'twill  not  now  be   bclp'd.     Cuuie,  my 

A'-canio,   . 
And  reap  the  haiTcst  of  my  winter-travels. 
My  best  Abcanio,  my  most-lov'd  Ascajiio  ! 

fFlourith  corticts.  Exe.  Ftr.  and  Ai^mnio. 

Vir,  My  lord,  all  former  passages  forj^ot, 
I  um  become  a  suitor. 

Ronv.  To  rac,  X'irolet? 

Vir.  To  you ;  yc  t  will  not  beg  the  courtesy, 
But  largely  pay  you  for  it. 

Rimv.  To-ihe  purpose. 

Vir.  The  forty  thousand  crowns  the  king 
hath  tjivcn  mc, 
I  will  ijestow  on  you,  if  hy  your  means 
I  may  have  libei  ty  for  a  divorce 
Between  me  and  my  wife. 

Roiiv,  Your  Juliana? 
That  for  you  hath  indur'd  so  much,  so  nobly  ? 

Vir.  The  more  my  sorrov\  ;but  it  must  be  so. 

Ronv.  Iwillnotlunderit. — NVithoutabribe, 
For  mire  own  ends,  I  would  have  furthtr'd 
I  will  use  all  my  power.  [thi»  — 

Vir.  *risHllIask.— 
Oh,  my  curs'd  falc,  that  ever  man  should  hate 
linnstif  forbeini^  helovM  !  or  be  compell'd 
To  fast  away  a  jewel  kinos  would  buy, 
Tho*  with  the  loss  of  crown  and  monarchy  ! 

\^Eicunt. 

Enter  Duke^  Masier^Boaiszcainf  and  Gunner. 

Duke,  How  do  T  look  ? 

Mailer.  You  are  so  strangely  alter'd. 
We  scarce  can  know  you ;  so  young  again, 

and  utterly 
From  tbnt  you  were,  fiji;ure,  or  any  favour. 
Your  friends  cam. ot  discern  you. 

Duke.  I  have  none,  [me ! 

None  but  my  fair  revenge,  and  let  that  know 
You're  finely  aller'd  too. 

Boait.  To  please  your  humour: 

••  Muster.  The  next  fair  open  weather 

Met  funks  this  Jew, 

Jfhe  were  truij/  known  to  foundered  couriicrty 

And  decay*  d  tallies,  that  have  lost  their  fleeces 

Onctery  bush,  he  might  pick  a  pretty  living.]  The  transposition  of  the  words, 
^The  next  fair  open  weather,"  has  coufoundcd  the  scase  of  this  pa>bage  in  ail  the  editious. 
— Sympson  puts  a  period  at  weather. 


But  we  ^ay  pass  without  disguise;  Ciir  living 
Was  never  in  their  element. 

Gun.  This  Jew  sure. 
That  alter'd  you,  is  a  mad  knave. 
Dvke.  Oh,  a  most  excellent  fellow  ? 
Gun.  How  he  has  mew'd  your  head,  has 
rubb'd  the  snow  off, 
And  run  your  beard  into  a  peak  of  twenty! 
Biiats.  Stopc  all  the  i  rannies  iu  your  face. 
Master.  Most  rarely  I 
Boats.  And  now  you  look  as  plump,  your 
eyes  as  sparkling, 
As  if  you  were  to  leap  into  a  lady's  saddle. 
Has  he  not  set  your  noso  awry? 
'Duke.  The  better. 

B(/ats,  I  think  it  be  the  better,  but  'tis 
a\vry  sure ; 
North  and  by  I'!ast,  ay,  the  re's  the  point  it 

stands  in ; 
Now  hidf  a  point  to  the  Southward. 

Duke.  I  could  laugh, 
But  that  my  business  requirt^s  qo  mirth  now. 
Thofi  art  a  merry  fellow. 

Bouts.  1  would  the  Jevr,  sir, 
Could  steer  my  head  right;  for  IVe  such  a 
swimming  in't. 

Ever  since  [  went  to  sea  first 

Master,  Take  wine,  and  purge  it. 
Boots.  I've  had  a  thousand  pills  of  sack,  a 
thousand, 
A  thousand  pottlc-^-pills. 
Gun.  Take  more. 
Boats,  Good  doctor. 
Your  patient  is  easily  persuaded. 
Muster,  Mcthinks  this  Jew*", 
[f  he  were  truly  kuovi  nto  founilcr'd  courtier^, 
And  decay 'd  ladies, that  have  lost  their  flcects 
On  ev'ry  bush,  the  next  fair  open  weather, 
He  might  pick  a  pretty  liviug. 
Boats,  Thff  best  of  all  our  gallants  now  be 
glad  of  him ;  [der, 

For,  if  you  mark  their  marches,  they  are  ten- 
Soft,  soft,  and  tender ;  then  but  observe  thclf 
bodies,  fgeon* 

And  you  shall  find  th^m  cemented  by  a  sur- 
Or  some  physician,  for  a  year  or  two. 
And  then  to  tli'  tub  again,  for  a  new  pickle. 
This  Jew  might  live  a  Gentile  here. 

Enter  two  Citizens  at  opposite  doors,  sduting 
afar  off, 

Duke,  What  are  these? 
Stand  close  and  mark. 

Btwts.  These  are  no  men ;  they're  motiou*. 

Duke,  What  sad  and  rutbful  faces! 

Boats.  How  they  duck  ! 
This  senselciis,  silent  courtesy,  methinks^^ 
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Shews  like  two  Turks, ssilutiiig  one  anodicr, 
Upon  two  French  porters'  backs.  ' 

Duke,  They  are  my  countrymen,  [rant. 
Aod  this  apme  t'otcW  infliction  from  the  ty- 
What  are  you?  why  is  this?  why  move  thus 

sile.Qt, 
As  if  you  were  wandring  sliadows  ?  why  so  sad  ? 
Your  tongues  seaPd  up?  Are  ye  of  several 

countries, 
you  understand  not  one  another? 

Gun.  That's  an  Ens^ishman ; 
He  looks  as  tho*  h'  had  lost  his  dog. 

Duke,  Your  htthits 
Shew  ye  ail  Neapolitans;  and  your  faces 
Deli?eryou  oppressed  thiniis :  Speak  boldly  ! 
Do  you  |i;roan  and  labour  under  this  stiff  yoke? 

gaiter.  They  shake  their  heads  and  weep. 

Duke,  Oh,  misery ! 
Give  plenteous  sorrows  and  no  tongues  to 

shew  'era  ? 
This  is  a  studied  cruelty. 

1  CU,  Begone,  sir,  [self. 

(It  seems  you  are  a  stranger)  and  save  your- 

a  CU.  You  wonder  here  at  us;  as  much 
we  wonder 
To  hear  you  speak  so  openly  and  boldly, 
The  king's  command  being  pubiish*d  to  tlie 

contrary : 
Tis  death  here,  above  two  to  talk  together ; 
And  that  must  be  but  commou  salutation 

neither, 
Short,  and  so  part. 

B(wts.  How  should  a  man  buy  mtjstard,  . 
If  he  be  forced  to  stay  the  making  of  it? 

SipfU.  [wUhin,]  Clear  all  the  streeu  before 
the  king! 

1  CU.  Get  off,  sir, 
And  shift  as  we  must  do.     [Exeunt  Citizent. 

Dnke.  I'll  see:  his  glory.  [F/ourin/t. 

Muater.  Stuud  fast  now,  and  like  men. 

[  Colours, 

Enter  Castruccio  (as  King,  with  a  Guard) 
and  Villhi. 
Cost,  Begin  the  game,  sir. 
And  pluck  lue  down  the  row  of  houses  there ! 
Thev  hiJu  the  view  o'lh*  hill !  and  sink  those 
Iheir  ships  arc  foul,  and  stink,  [mc-rchauis; 
Muster,  This  is  a  sweet  youth  ! 
Cast.  All  that  are  taken 'in  assemblies, 
Their  houses,  and  their  wives,  their  wealths, 
'  arc  forfeit, 

Their  lives  at  your  devotion.  Villains,  knaves, 
ril  make  you  bow  and  shake  1    I'll  make  you 

kneel,  rogues ! — 
How  brave  *tis  to  be  a  king ! 
Gun,  Here's  fine  tumbling! 
Cost.  No  man  shall  sit  i'  th'  temple  near 

another. 
Boats,  Nor  lie  with  his  own  wife. 
Cfiit.  All,  upon  pain 
Of  pj-esent  death,  forget  to  write ! 


Boats.  Thai's  excellent : 
Carriers  and  footposts  will  be  arrant  rebels. 
(x«^.  No  character,  or  stamp,  that  luay 
deliver 
Thisman%  Intention  to  that  man  i'th* country. 
Gun.  Nay,  an  you  cutoff, '  Aftermy  hearty 
commendations, 
*  Youi-  friend  and  Oliver,'  no  more  ! 

Cast.  No  man  smile,  ["'"«;, 

And  wear  a  face  of  mirth!  That  fellow's  cuii- 
Aud  hides  a  d«>uble  heart;  he's  yonr  prize'; 
smoke  him. 

Enter  Virolety  Ronvere,  Asca?iio,  andMartia^ 
passing  over. 

Duke.  What  base  abuse  istiiis?— Ila!  'tis 
her  face  sure. 
My  prisoners  witlihertoo? — ByHeav'n,  vile 
Now  is  my  time !  [wiiore  «•- 

MuKter.  Do  what  you  will. 

Duke.  Stay,  hold  yet ! 
My  country  shall  be  serv'd  first ;  let  her  go  t 
We'll  have  an  hour  for  her,  to  make  hcrtrem^ 

blc. 
Now  slu  w  ourselves,  and  bless  you  with  your 
valours. 

Guard.  Here's  a  whole  plump  of  rogues. 

Duke,  Now  for  your  country! 

[Rieunt  Viro/et,  ^c. 

Cast.  Away  with  'em,  and  hang  em  !  know 
I  sav  uo  mercy  !  [no  ijaercy, 

Duke.  Be  it  so  ;  upon  'em ! 

Guard.  Treason,  treason,  tf^ason ! 

Boats.  Cut  llie  slaves  to  giggets ! 

Gun.  Down  with  the  bulllTeefs! 

Duke.  l)lold,  hold,  I  qomnluud you  !  Gods, 
look  here ! 

Cast.  .A  miserable  thine:;  lam  no  king,  sir. 

Duke.  Sirrah,  your  fool's  face  has  preserv'd 
your  life. 
Wear  no  more  king's  coats ;  you  have  scap'd  a 

Boats.  Is't  not  the  kin;u^  ?  [scouring. 

Duke.  No,  'tis  a  prating  rascal; 
The  puppy  makes  him  mirth. 

Cast.  \  es,  sir,  1  am 
A  puppy.  - 

Boats.  I  beseech  you  let  me  hang  him; 
I'll  do't  in  my  belt  straight. 

Cast.  As  you're  honourahlc  ! 
It  is  enough,  you  may  hang  me. 

Gun.  I'll  hang  n  squib  at  his  tail       [tard. 
That  shal!  blow  both  his  buttocks,  like  a  pe- 

Cast.  Do  any  thing;  but  do  uut  kill  me, 
gentlemen. 

Enter  Citizefis. 


Boats.  Let's  flea  him, 
And  have  liim  fly-blown  I 

Cit.  Away,  and  save  your  lives !  . 

The  king  himself  is  comintj;  on :  If  you  stay, 
You're  lost  for  ever!  Let  not  so  much  nnble- 
Wilfully  perish.  [nes9 

•0  Wild  zohore.]  I  have  a  small  suspicion  here  that  vilde  is  the  true  reading,  hut  I  have  not 
ventured  to  disturb  the  text,        Stfmpson. 
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Dffke.  How  near? 

2  at.  He's  here  behind  you. 

I>uA^.  We  thank  you.  Vanish!    [Exeunt, 

Enter  Ferrand  and  Ronvere.    Flauriih 

comets, 
Fer.  Double  the  guards,  and  take  in  mco 
that  dare ! 
These  slaves  are  frighted.  Where  arc  the 
proud  rebels  ?  Pcm  ? 

Towiiat  protection  fled?  What  villain  leads 
Under  our  nose  disturb  our  rest? 

Ronv,  We  sholl  hear ;  [tors - 

•For  such  a  search  I've  sent,  to  hunt  the  trai- 
ler. Yet  better  men,  I  say  !  We  stand  too 
open.  [ghiry  ? 

Wow  now,  Castruccio?  How  d'  vou  like  our 
Cast  I  roust  confess,  'twas  somewhat  more 
than  ray  match,  sir. 
This  open  glory  agrees  not  with  my  body ; 
But  if  it  were  Tth'  castle,  or  some  strength, 
Where  I  might  have  my  swhige— 

ViL  You  nave  been  swini^'d,  bniihcr; 
How  these  delights  have  tickled  you!  You 

itch  yet. 
Will  you  walk  out  again  in  pomp  ? 
Cast.  Good  f(K)l ! 

ViL  These  rojiues  must  be  rebuk'd,  they 
are  too  saucy,  [sir, 

Tlie^c  peremptory  knaves.  Will  you  walk  out, 
And  take  the  remnant  i)f  your  coronation  ? 
The  people  stay  to  Sfe.  it. 
Fer,  Do  not  vex  him  ; 
\V  has  t;rief  enough  in's  bones.    You  shall  to 

th*  citadel. 
And  like  myself  command :  There  use  your 
But  take  heed  to  your  person.       [pleasure; 

ViL  I1je  mijru  danger. 
Still  tlie  more  honour,  brother. 

C(i<^:  If  1  reign  not  tlicn,  [fool. 

And  like  a  kiusi;— And  tliou  shalt  know  it. 
And  thou  slialt  feel  it,  fool. 

ViL  Fuols  still  arc  free  men ; 
ril  sue  for  a  protcctidn,  'till  thy  reicn's  out. 

Fer.  The  peopl-  h»veabu!>'<l  the  liberty 
I  late  allow'ii;  1  now  proclaim  it  straiter: 
No  men  shull  walk  tot;t>ther,  nor  salute; 
For  they  that  do  shall  die. 

Honv.  You  hit  the  right**,  sir; 
That  liberty  cut  off,  you're  free  fi-om  practice. 
Fer.  Renew  my  guards. 
Ronv.  I  shall. 

Fer.  And  keep  strict  watches. 
One  hour  of  joy  I  a'jk  ! 

Ronv.  You  bhall  have  many. 

[Exeunt.     Fiourisk  cornets. 

Enter  Pandulpho  and  Juliana^  led  by  two  of 
the  Guards^  as  not  yetfuUy  recovered, 
1  Gvard.  YouVe  now  at  liberty,  in  your 
own  house,  lady, 
And  here  our  charge  takes  end. 


Pand.  Tis  now  acastoiti, 
We  must  e  en  wdoe  those  men  deserve  worst 
of  us;  [drink! 

And  so  we  thank  your  laboors ;  there's  to 
For  that  and  mi&chief  are  your  occopttions, 
And  to  mean  well  to  no  man  your  chief  U 
harvests. 
9  Guard.  You  give  liberally;  we  h^pi-, 
sir,  cre't  be  lonjt. 
To  be  oftuer  acquainted  with  your  bounty; 
And  so  we  leave  you. 

Pand.  Do,  for  I  dote  not  on  ye. 
JuL  Butwhcre*smy  husband?  What  should 
I  do  here,  [ty, 

Or  what  share  have  I  in  this  joy  call'd  Liher- 
Without  his  company  f  Why  did  you  flatlef 
me,  *   [noar'd? 

And  teli  me  he  was  returned,  his  service  ho- 
J  Guard.  He  is  so,  and  stands  high  in  the 
kind's  favour. 
His  friends  redecm'd,  and  bis  own  liberty, 
From  which  yours  is  dcriv'd,  confirm'd;  liii 

service 

To  his  own  wish  rewarded :  So  farewell,  ladj! 

[  Erennt  Guard. 

Pand.  Go  persecute  the  good,  and  liuiil, 

ye  hell-hounds. 

Ye  leeches  of  the  time,  suck  'till  ye  hurst, 

slaves! 
How  does  my  girl  ? 

JuL  Weak  yet,  but  full  of  comfort. 
Pand.  Sit  down,  and  take  some  rest. 
JuL  My  heart's  whole,  father; 
That  joys' and  leaps,  to  hear  mv  Virolet, 
My  dear,  my  life,  has  conquer'd  his  afflicdons. 
PanU.  Those  rude  hands,  and  tliat  bloody 
will  that  did  this. 
That  durst  upon  thy  tender  body  print 
These  ( har.icters  of  cruelty,  hear  me,  Hci- 

ven ! 

JuL  Oh,  sir,  be  sparing. 
Pund.  I'll  speak  it,  tho'  I  burst ; 
And  tho'  the  air  had  cars,  and  serv'd  the 
tyi-ant,  [justice! 

Out  it  should  tro.   Oh,  hear  me,  thou  treat 
The  misciics  that  wait  upon  their  niischids^ 
Let  them  be  nmnherlcss!  and  no  eye  pity 
Them,  when  their  souls  are  Joadeo,  and  in 

labour. 
And  wounded  thro'  and  thro'  with  guilt  and 
horror,  [e,n! 

As  mine  is  now  with  grief!  let  men  laueh  at 
riien,  when  their  monstrous  sins,  like  earth- 
quakes, shake  *em. 
And  those  eye«,  that  forgot  Ileav'n,  would 

look  upward, 
(The  bloody  lurumsof  the  conscience  beating) 
Let  Mercy  fly,  and  day,  struck  into  darkness, 
Leave  their  blind  souls,  to  hunt  out  their  own 
horr  ors ! 
JuL   Knough,  enough!  we  must  forget, 
de  ar  father ; 


»»  You  kit  the  right,  sir.]  The  most  usual  expression  is  white,  but  I  have  been  miwUling  to 
make  any  alteration.        bj/tnpson.  ^ 
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Jul.  Bear  all  my  service,  sweet  Boy- 

Valid.  Art  thou  here  still  ? 

Jul,  And  tell  hiin  what  thou  v^ilt  that  shall 
become  thee.  [Exit  Boy. 

Fand,  V  th*  house,  and  know  we're  here  f 

Jul.  No,  uo,  he  did  not ; 
I  warraut  you  he  did  not :  Could  you  think 
His  love  had  less  than  wings,  (had  he  but 

seen  me) 
His  strong  ^iFection  any  thing  but  fire, 
Consuiuins;  all  weak  lets  and  rubs  before  it^ 
'Till  he  had  met  my  Aauiey  and  made  one 

body  ? 
If  ever  Heaven's  higl>  blessings  met  in  one 
And  there  erected  to  their  holy  uses    [man^ 
A  sacred  mind  fit  for  their  services. 
Built  all  of  polish'd  honour,  'twas  inthisman: 
Misdoubt  liim  not. 

Pand.  I  know  he's  truly  Qoble;- 
But  why  this  sadness,  when  the  general  cause 
Requires  a  jubilee  of  jOy? 

Jul.  I  know  not. 

Enter  Virokt  and  Boy, 
Pand.  'Pray  Heav'n  you  find  it  n6t! 
JuL  I  hope  I  shall  not. 
Oh,  liere  he  comes,  and  with  him  all  my  hap^ 


pmeas 


[nerly; 


For  then  we're  glorious  forms  of  Heaven*", 

and  live, 
When  we  can  suffer,  and  as  soon  forgive. — 
But  where's  my  lord?  Methiiik»  IVe  seen 

this  house,' 
.And  have  been  in*t  before. 

Pand.  Thine  own  house,  jewel. 
JuL  Mine,  without  hiui ;  or  iiis,  without 
my  company, 
I  think  it  cannot  be ;  it  was  not  wont,  father. 
Pand.  Some  business  with  die  king  (let  it 
be  good,  Heav'n !) 
}l«tains  him  sure. 

Enttr  Bojf. 

Jul.  It  must  he  good  and  nohle; 
Vor  all  men,  tiiat  he  treats  with,  taste  of 
virtue :  [nour's, 

His  words  and  actions  are  his  own,  and  IIo- 
Not  bought,  nor  couipetrd  from  hira. 

Pand  Hcie's  the  Boy; 
He  can  confirm  us  more.  How  sad  the  child 
/      looks!  [master? 

Come  hither,  Lucio ;  how^  and  where's  thy 

JuL  Speak,  gentle  Boy. 

Pand.  Is  he  return'd  m  safety?       [rable, 

JuL  If  not,  and  that  thou  know'st  is  mise- 
Our  hopes  and  happiness  declin'd  for  ever, 
Study  H  sorrow  excellent  as  thy  master, 
Then  if  thou  canst  live,  leave  us. 

Boy,  Noble  madam.. 
My  lord  is  safe  return'd ;  safe  to  his  friends, 

and  fortune, 
Safe  to  his  country,  enterti^iii'd  with  honour; 
Is  here  within  the  house. 

JuL  Do  not  mock  me!  [mind,* 

Boy.  But  such  a  melancholy  hangs  on's 
And  m  his  eyes  inhabit  such  sad  shadows! 
But  what  the  cause  is 

Pand,  Go  tell  him  we  arc  here,  Boy ; 
There  must  be  no  cause  now. 

JuL  ilast  thou  forgot  me  ? 

Boy,  No,  noblest  lady. 

JuL  Tell  him  I  am  here;  [him. 

Tell  him  his  wife  is  here;  sound  mv  naine  to 
And  thou  shalt  see  him  start;  speak  Jii/iann, 
And,  like  the  sun  that  labours  tliro'  a  tem- 
pest. 
How  suddenly  he  will  disperse  his  sadness ! 

Pund,  Go,  I  command  thee,  instantly ; 
And  charge  him  on  his  duty » 

JuL  On  his  love,  Boy. 
I'd  fain  go  to  him. 

Pand.  Away,  away;  you're  foolish. 

«»  For  then  we*re  gloriouf  forms  of  Heaven;  and  live.]  If  we  are  glorious  forms  of  Heaven^ 
then  we  live  such  to  be  sure;  though  by  live  here  joined  to  are  one  would  imagine  the  Poets 
designed  to  afhx  different  senses  to  these  two  verses,  and  be  understood  thus,  —  we  must 
forget,  for  tUeu  we  not  only  are,  but  continue  or  remain  to  be,  *  glorious  forms  of  Heavea 
when/  &c.    Yet  I  suspect  (and  Mr.  Seward  too)  that  the  line  might  be  wrote  originally  thus: 

♦  For  then  zve  glorious  forms  of  Heav'n  live;' 
iivc  here  answering  to  the  Latin  vivo,  wiiich  oftentimes  is  no  more  than  sum.        Sympson. 

The  proposed  line  is  a  vile  one.  Live  in  the  text  is  used  emphatically,  and  the  m'eauing  of 
tills  line  and  the  next  is,  •  We  then  truly  enjoy  life,  when  we  pardoa  injuries,  as  Uoavea 
*  forgives  our  iniquities.' 

Vol.  11.  3  2 


He  stajrs  and  thinks ;  we  may  be  too  unman* 

'Pray  give  him  leave.  [They  stand  off. 

Pand,  1  do  not  like  this  sadness. 

Vir,  Oh,  hard  condition  of  my  misery ! 

Uuheard-of  plagues !  when  to  behold  that 

woman, 
That  chaste  and  virtuous  woman,  tliat  pre- 

scrv'd  me. 
That  pious  wife,  wedded  to  my  afflictions, 
iMust  be  more  terrible  than  all  my  dangers! 
Oil,  Fortune,  thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  my 

making. 
The  noble  building  of  a  man  deroolish'd. 
And  flung  me  headlong  on  a  sin  so  base 
Mao  and  mankind   contemnj    e'en  beasts 

abhor  it;         ^ 
A  sin  more  dull  than  drink,  a  shame  beyond 

it;  [it. 

So  foul,  and  far  from  faith,  I  dare  not  name 
But  it  will  cry  itself  out  loud,  Ingratitude. 
Your  blessing, sir! 

Pand.  You  have  it  in  abundance; 
So  is  our  joy  to  see  you  safe. 
Vir.  My  dear  one  ! 
Jul,  H'  has  not  forgot  me  yet :  Oh,  take 

me  to  you,  sir! 
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Jvl.  lie  cannot,  sir,  he  cannot ;  be  will 
shew  us. 
And  with  that  reason  ground  his  words 

Enter  Virolet,  Martia,  Ronvere,  and  Lawyer, 

Pond.  He  comes. — 
What  masque  is  this  ?  whatadmirable  beauty? 
Tray  Heav*n  his  heart  he  true  I 

Jul,  A  gdodly  woman ! 

Vir,  Tell  nie,  iny  dear,  and  tell  me  with- 
out flattery ; 
As  you  are  nobly  honest,  speak  the  truth ! 
What  think  you  of  this  lady? 

JuL  She's  most  excellent. 

Vir,  Might  not  this  beauty,  tell  me,  (ii"s  a 
sweet  one) 
Without  more  setting-uflf,  as  now  it  is. 
Thanking  no  greater  mistress  than  mere  Na- 
Stagger  a  constant  heart?  £ture, 

Faiid,  She's  full  of  wonder! 
But  yet,  yet,  Virolet 

Vir.  Tray  by  your  leave,  sir! 

Jul.  She  would  amaze 

Vir.  Oh,  would  hhe  so?  I  thank  you. 
Say,  to  this  beauty  she  have  all  additions, 
Wealtli,  noble  tirth 

Pand.  Oh,  hold  there ! 

Vir.  All  virturs, 
A  mind  as  full  of  candor  as  the  troth  is. 
Ay,  and  a  loving  lady 

Jul.  She  must  needs  [much. 

(I'm  bound  in  conscience  to  confess)  deserve 

Vir.  Nay,  say  beyond  all  these,  she  be  so 
pious, 
That  t'en  on  slaves  condemn'd  she  shower 

her  beoetlts, 
And  melt  iheir  stubborn  bolts  with  her  soft 
What  think  you  then  ?  [p^^^  » 

Pand.  For  such  a  noble  office, 
At  these  years  I  should  dote  myself.    Take 
heed,  boy ! 

JuL  \( you  be  he  that  have  reccivM  these 
blessmgs. 
And  this  the  lady,  love  her,  honour  her! 
You  cannot  do  too  much  to  shew  your  grati- 
tude; [der. 
Your  greatest  service  will  shew  ofl^  too  slen- 

Vir.  This  is  the  lady,  lady  of  that  bounty. 
That  wealtii,  that  noble  name,  that  all,  i 

spoke  of ; 
The  prince  Ascanio,  and  myself,  the  slaves 
Redeemed,  brought  home,  still  guarded  bj 
her  goodness ; 

^  Chaster  than  crystal,  &c.]  Shakespeare  bus  a  passage  similar  to  this :  speaking  of  V^ale- 
ria  in  Corioiauus,  act  v.  scene  3,  he  says, 

*  '  The  noble  sister  of  PopUcola, 

*  The  moon  of  Rome  ;  chaste  as  the  isicl^, 

*  That's  curdled  by  the  frost  from  purest  snow, 
'  And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple'  R. 

^  Is  fublc.]  Though  a  slight  corruption  has  quite  changed  the  word,  yet  as  it  has  left  some 
sense  remaining,  it  has  escaped  the  observation  of  former  editors;  hut  feeble  being  in  pro- 
per antithesis  to  fortitude,  is  undoubtedly  the  true  reading.         Seward. 

,Not  so  undoubtedly:  *  To  fill  tlie  times  with  truth,*  a  few  lines  lower,  seems  to  confirm 
Jable  litre. 


ri>.  Must  this  be  added  to  encreasa  my 
misery,  [goodness  ? 

^That  she  must  weep  for  joy,  and  lose  that 
My  Juliana,  e*en  the  best  of  women, 
Ot  wives  the  perfectest !  Let  me  sreak  tliis, 
And  with  a  modesty  declare  thy  virtues, 
Chaster  than  crystal  on  the  Scythian  clifts'3, 
The  more  the  proud  winds  court,  the  more 
the  purer.  * 

Sweeter  m  thy  obedience  than  a  sacrifice; 
And  in  thy  mmd  a  saint,  that  even  yet  living, 
-Produccst  miracles;  and  women  daily. 
With  crooked  and  lame  souls  creep  to  thy 
goodness,  [aniples. 

Which  having  touch'd  at,  they  become  ex- 
The  fortitude  of  all  their  sex  is  fable  % 
Compar'd  to  thine ;  and  they  that  filTd  up  glo- 
And  admiration,  in  the  age  behind  us,     [ry, 
(iut  of  their  celebrated  urns  are  started, 
To  stare  upon  the  greatness  of  thy  spirit ; 
Wond'ring  what  new  martyr  Heaven  has 
begot,  *  [stories: 

To  fill  the  times  with  truth,  and  ease  their 
Being  all  these,  and  excellent  in  beauty, 
(For  noble  tilings  dwell  in  the  noblest  build- 
ings) 
Thou  hast  undone  thy  husband,  made  him 
A  miserable  man,  mj^  Juliana,     [wretched  ; 
Til  Irast  made  thy  Virolet. 
Jul.  Now  goodness  keep  me ! 

Oh,  my  dear  lord •  [ing  ? 

Pand,  She  wrong  you?  what's  the  mean- 
Weep  not,  but  speak,  I  charge  you  on  obe- 
dience ; 
Your  father  charges  you  !  She  nmke  you  mi- 

That  you  yourself  confess [serable  ? 

Vir.  I  do,  that  kills  me ; 
And  far  less  I  have  spoke  her  than  her  merit. 
Jul,  It  is  some  sin  of  weakness,  or  of  ig- 
For  sure  my  will—   ^  [norance; 

Vir.  No,  'tis  a  sin  of  excellence. 
Forgive  me,  Heav'n,  that  I  profane  thy  bless- 
ings! 
Sit  still,  I'll  shew  yon  all.  [Exit. 

Pand.  What  means  this  madness  ? 
(For  sure  there  is  no  taste  of  right  man  in  it.) 
Grieves  he  our  liberty,  our  preservation  ? 
Or  has  the  greatness  cf  the  deed  he  has  done 
Made  him  ^rget  for  whom,  and  how,  he  did 
it,  [fit? 

And  lookine  down  upon  ns,  scorn  the  bene- 
Well,  Virolet,  if  thou  be'st  proud,  or  trea- 
cherous— 


Act  3.] 


And  of  our  liberties  yoa  taste  the  sweetness. 

£'eD  you  she  has  preserv*d  too,  lengthened 

your  lives. 

JuL  Asd  what  reward  d'  you  purpose?  It 

must  be  a  main  one. 

If  love  will  do't,  well  all  so  love  ber,  serve 

Vir,  It  must  be  my  love.  [her 

JuL  Ha! 

Vir,  Mine,  my  only  love, 
My  everlasting  love. 
JPand.  How! 

Vtr,  'Pray,  have  patience !  [der'd, 

The  rtscoropense  she  ask*d,  and  I  have  ren- 
Was  to  become  her  husband.  Then  I  vow*d  it, 
And  since  Tve  made  it  good. 
Pand.  Thou  durst  not ! 
Vir.  Done,  sir. 

JuL  Be  what  yon  please,  this  happiness  yet 
stays  with  me«*, 
You  have  been  mine.    Oh,  my  unhappy  for- 
Pand,  it  ay,  break  and  die  I  [tune  \ 

JuL  It  cannot  yt't:  I  must  live, 
nTill  I  see  this  man  blc^t  in  his  new  love ; 

Aud  tJien ;• 

Panels  'Sh^X.  hast  thou  done?  thou   ba^ 
one,  fell  me ! 
Thou  barren  thiiig  of  honesty,  and  honour, 
What  bast  thou  wrouglit?  Is  not  this  she, 

(look  on  her. 
Look  on  her  with  the  eyes  of  gratitude, 
And  wipe  thy  false  tcaVs  otF)  is  not  this  she. 
That  three  times  on  the  rack,   to  guard  tliy 

safety. 
When  thou  stood*st  lost,  and  naked  to  the 

tyrant ; 
Tliy  aged  father  here,  that  shames  to  know 

fhce, 
£ngag*d  i'  th*  jaws  of  danger ;  was  not  this  she. 
That  then  gave  up  her  body  to  the  torture, 
That  temler  body,  that  the  wind  sings  thro*? 
And  three  times,  when  iier  sinews,  crackM 

and  tortur'd, 
The  beauties  of  her  bi>dy  turn'd  to  ruins, 
Kveh  then,  within  he^  patient  heart  bhc  locked 

thee, 
Then  hid  thee  from  the  tyrant,  then  prcscrv'd 

And  canst  tijou  be  that  slave [thee : 

Mart.  This  was  but  duty; 
She  did  it  for  her  husband,  and  she  ought  it**; 
Sh'  has  had  the  pleasureof  him  many  an  hour; 
And  if  one  minute's  pain  cannot  be  sutfer'd — 
Mine  was  above  all  these,  a  nobler  venture ! 
(I  speak  it  boldly)  for  1  lost  a  father. 
She  has  onestill'^';  I  \g\\  my  friends,  sh'  has 

many; 
Kzf  08*d  my  life  and  honour  to  a  cruelty, 
That  if  it  bad  sciz'd  on  me — racks,  and  tor- 
tures ? 
Alas,  thcyVe  triumphs  to*t !  and  had  it  hit, 
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Tor  this  man's  love,  it  should  have  shew*d  a  - 

triumpli.  [him, 

Twice  lost,  I  freed  him  ;  Rossana  lost  before 
liis  fortunes  with  him,  and  bis  friends  be- 
hind him; 
Twice  was  I  racked  myself  forhis  deliverance. 
In  honour  first  and  name,  which  wasa  torture 
ITjc  hangman  never  heard  of ;  ntxt  at  sea, 
In  our  escape,  where  the  proud  waves  took 

pleasure 
To  toss  my  little  boat  up  like  a  bubble, 
Tlien  like  a  meteor  in  the  air  he  hung. 
Then  catch'd  and  flung  him  in  the  depth  of 

darkness; 
The  cannon  from  my  incensed  father's  ship 
Ringing  our  knell,  and  still  as  we  peep'd  up- 

wan! 
Beating  the  raging sur2;e,  with  6reand  bullet. 
And  1  stood  fix'd  for  this  man's  sake,  and 

scorn 'd  it : 
Compare  but  this !  -' 

Vir,  'Tis  too  true.     On,  my  fortune ! 
That  I  must  equally  be  bound  to  eitiicr ! 
JuL  You  have  the  better,  and  the  nobler 
lady; 
And  now  I'm  forc'd  a  lover  of  her  goodnses  : 
And  so  far  have  you  wrought  for  his  deliver- 
ance. 
That  is  my  lord,  so  lovingly  and  nobly, 
That  now  niethinks  I  stagger  in  my  title. 
But  how  with  honesty,  (for  I'm  poor,  lady. 
In  all  my  duteous  ser\'ice  but  your  shadow. 
Yet  would  be  just)  how  with  fair  fame  and 
credit, 

I  may  go  off?  I  would  not.be  a  strampet- 

Oh,  my  dear  sir,  you  know 

Vir,  Oh,  Truth,  tlmu  knowest  too ! 

JuL  Nor  have  the  world  suspect  i  fell  to 

mischief. 
Law,  Take  you  «o  care  for  tliat;  here's 
tiiat  has  done  it ; 
A  fair  divorce  I  'tis  honest  too. 

Pand.  The  devil ! 
Honest?  to  put  her  off? 

Law,  Most  honest,  sir; 
And  in  this  point  most  strong. 
Pand.  The  cause,  the  cause,  sir? 

Law.  A  just  cause  too 

Pand.  A's  any  is  in  Hell,  Lawyer! 

Law.  For  barrenness;  she  never  brqught 

him  children. 
Putid.  Why  art  not  thou  divorc'd?  thou 
canst  not  get  'em ; 
Thy  neighbours,  thy  rank  neighbours — Oh, 

base jugghng ! 
Is  she  not  young  ? 

JuL  Women  at  my  years,  sir, 
Have  met  tliat  blessing ;  'tis  in  Heav*n*s  hii^h 
Law,  You  never  can  have  any.    [power — 


«' «.  his  happincu^  &c.]  The  omission  of  a  single  letter  has  made  nonsense  of  this  in 

all  the  former  editions.        Sctcard. 

**  Ought  i/.]  Ought  seems  to  be  used  here  as  the  perfect  tense  of  owe. 

•7  He  ha$  one  still— he  has  many.]  Martia  is  pleadmg  that  her  merits  are  superior  to  those 
of  Juliana;  it  was  therefore  a  gross  mistake  to  let  he  stand  iu  this  line.  Seward. 
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Pand.  Why,  quick  Lnwyw?  | 

My  philosophical  Lawyer? 

Late.  The  rack  has  spoird  her; 
The  distentions  of  those  parts  hath  stopped 
all  fruitfulness. 
Pand.  Oh,  1  could  curse ! 
Jul.  And  am  I  grown  so  miserable,      [ed? 
That  mine  own  piety  *  must  make  me  wretch- 
No  cause  against  me,  but  my  love  and  duty  ? 
Farewell    sir !  Like  Obedience,  thus  I  leave 
you ;«  [sir ; 

My  lorn?  farewell ! — I  do  not  grudj:e;  Igrreve, 
And  if  that  be  offensive,  1  can  die ;  [hiui : 
And  then  you're  fairly  free.— Good  lady,  love 
You  have  a  noble  and  an  honebt  gentleman ; 
I  ever  found  him  so,  the  world  has  spoke  him. 
And  let  it  be  your  part  still  to  deserve  him ! 
Love  him  no  less  than  I  have  done,  and  serve 
him,  [jny  ashes. 

And  Heav'n  shall  bless  you:  You  shall  bless 
i  give  you  up  the  house,  the  name  of  Wife, 
Honour,  and  all  respect  I  borrow'd  from  him. 
And  to  my  grave  I  torn.  One  farewell  more ! 
Nothing  divide  your  loves,  not  want  of  chil- 
dren, [fruitful ! 
"Which  I  shall  pray  against,  and  make  you 
Grow  like  two  equal  6aises !  rise  high  and 

glorious. 
And  in  your  hononr*dage  burn  out  togetlner ! 
To  all  I  know,  farewell ! 

Bmiv,  Be  not  so  griev'd,  lady ! 

A  nobler  fortune 

Jul.  Away,  thon  parasite  !        [greatness ! 

Disturb  not  my  sad  thoughts.     I  hate  thy 

Ronv.  I  hate  not  you.      Tm  glad  slices  off 

these  hinges. 

Come,  let's  pursue.      [Exe,  Ronv.  and  Law. 

Fund,  If  1  had  breath  to  curs^thee. 
Or  could  my  great  heart  utter — Farewell, 
villain ! 

Thy  house  nor  face  again [Exit, 

Mart,  Let  'em  all  go; 
And  now  let  us  rejoice.  Now  freely  take  me. 
And  now  embrace  me,  Virolet !  give  tt^e  rites 
Of  a  brave  husband  to  his  love. 


Vir,  Y\\  take  my  leave  too. 

Mart.  How!  take  your  leave  too. ^ 

Vir,  The  house  is  furnish'd  for  you; 
You're  mistress,  may  commaad. 

Mart.  Will  you  to  bed,  sir ^ 

Vir,  As  sooii  tO'Hell;  to  any  thing  I  hitt 
roost ! 
You  must  excuse  mfe !  I  have  kept  my  word : 
You  are  my  wife,  you  now  enjoy  my  fortune. 
Which  1  liuve  done  to  recompense yourbounty: 
But  to  yield  up  those  chaste  delights  and  plea- 
sures. 
Which  are  not  mine,  but  my  first  vow's— • 

Mart.  You  jest!  [those 

Vir.  You  will  not  find  it  so. — To  ^\t^Q^ 
I  have  divorc'd,  and  lost  with  Juliana, 
And  all  fires  of  that  nature 

Afar^  Are  you  a  husband?  [flames, 

Vir.  To  question  hers«,  aod  satisfy  year 
That  held  an  equal  beauty,  equal  bounty, 
Good  Heav'n  forgive?  N  o^  no,  the  strict  for^ 

bearance 
Of  all  those  joys,  like  a  full  sacrifice, 
I  ofl'er  to  tlie  sufferings  of  my  first  love. 
Honour,  and  wealth,  attendance,  state,  all 

duty, 
Shall  wait  upon  your  will,  to  make  you  happv; 
But  my  afflicted  mind,  (you  mu&c  give  leave. 
My  weary  trunk  must  wander.  [ladj) 

Mart.  Not  enjoy  me  ? 
Go  from  me  too  ? 

Vir.  For  ever  thus  I  leave  yoa : 
And,  howsoever  I  fare,  live  you  still  happy! 

Mart.  Since  I  am  scorn'd,  Til  hate  thee, 

scorn  thy  gifts  too, 
Thou  miserable  fool,  thon  fool  to  pity ! 
And  such  a  rude,  demolisb*d  thing,  I'll  leave 

thee,  [now. 

In  my  rcyenge— For,  foolish  love,  farewell 
And  anger,  and  the  spite  of  woman,  enter! 
That  all  the  worM  shall  say,  that  read  this 

iktory. 
My  hate,  and  not  my  love,  begot  my  glory ! 

[Exit, 


•■  Mine  own  pity.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

«  To  question  JierSy  and  tatisfy  yourJUmes^ 
That  hetd  an  equal  beauty y  equal  bounty yr-^^ 

Qood  Heaveny  forgive,}  If  the  reader  can  M%  any  clear  idea  to  the  old  text,  he  will  do 
more  than  I  can.  The  sense  required  seems  to  be  an  exclamation  at  the  thought  of  quitting 
bis  former  wife's  chaste  embraces  to  satisfy  Martia's  flames.  As  her  supposed  barrenness 
was  the  cause  alleged,  my  conjecture  makes  good  sense,  and  keejfs  very  close  to  the  trace 
of  the  letters, 
'  '  To  jest  on  hers,  and  satisfy  your  flames.'        Seward, 

Any  person  who  considers  the  text  fully,  will,  we  believe,  think  that  the  old  reading,  con- 
cluded with  a  point  of  interrogation,  is  right:  *  Can  f 


^ad  satisfyiiig  yours?  No,  no,' 4c. 


f  Heaven  forgive  my  rejecting  her  k)ve. 


Act  4.] 
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ACT   IV. 


Enter  Duke^  Boatswainy  Master  4*  Gunner, 
Duke,  XJ  £  that  fears  death,  or  tortures,  let 
^■*-     htm  leave  me !  [conquest. 

The  stops  that  we  have  met  with  crown  our 
Common  attempts  are  6t  tor  common  men ; 
The  rare,  the  rarest  spirits.      Can  we  be 

daunted? 
We  that  have  smiPd  at  sea  at  certain  ruins. 
Which  men  on  shore,  but  hazarded,  would 

shake  at? 
We  that  have  liv'd  free,  in  despite  of  Fortune, 
Laugh'd  at  the  out-stretch'd  ann  of  Tyranny, 
As  still  too  short  to  re«ch  us,  shall  we  faint 
now  ?  [per. 

No,  my  brave  mates,  I  know  your  fiery  tem- 
And  that  you  can,  and  dare,  as  much  as  men. 
Calamity,  that  severs  worldly  friendships. 
Could  ne'er  divide  us ;  you  are  still  the  saitie. 
The  constant  followers  of  my  banished  for- 
tunes, 
T*he  instrumeqts  of  my  revenge,  the  hands 
By  which  I  work,  and  fashion  all  my  projects. 
Master.  And  such  we  will  be  ever. 
Gun.  *Slight,  sir,  cram  me 
Into  a  cannon's  mouth,  and  shoot  me  at 
Proud  Fermnd*s  head;  may  only  he  fall  with 
My  life  I  rate  at  nothing.  [me. 

Boats.  Could  L  but  get 
Within  my  sword's  len]3;th  of  him,  and  if  then 
He  'scape  me,  may  th*  account  of  all  his  sins 
Be  added  unto  mine ! 

Master.  Tis  not  to  die,  sir. 
But  to  die  unreveng'd,  that  staggers  me : 
For  were  your  ends  scrv'd,  and  our  country 
We  would  fall  willing  sacrifices.  [free, 

Duke.  To  rise  up 
Most  glorious  martyrs. 

Boats.  But  the  reason  why 
We  wear  these  shapes  ? 

Duke.  Only  to  get  access.  [him, 

Like  honest  men,  we  never  shall  approacli 
Such  are  his  fears;    but  thus  attir'd  like 

Switzers, 
And  fashioning  our  language  to  our  habits, 
(  Bold,  bloody,  desp'rate)  we  may  be  admitted 
Among  his  guard.     But  if  this  fail,  I'll  try 
A  thousand  others,  out-do  Proteus 
In  various  shapes,  but  I  will  reach  his  heart. 
And  seal  my  anger  ou*t. 

Enter  Ronvere  and  the  Guard. 
Master.  The  lord  Ilonv6re  I 
Boats.  Shall  we  begin  with  him  ? 
Duke»  He  is  not  ripe  yet^ 

]Kor  tit  to  fall:  As  you  see  me  begin, 

With  all  care  imitate. 


Gun.  We  arc  instructed. 

Boats,  'Would  we  were  at  it  once!     . 

Ronv.  Keep  a  strict  watch,  [nisbt 

And  let  the  guards  be  doubled  ;     This  lastr 
The  king  had  fearful  dreams. 

Duke.  Tis  a  good  omen 
To  our  attempts. 

Ranv.  What  men  are  these?  What  seek  you? 

Duke.  Employment. 

R(mv,  Of  what  nature  ? 

Duke.  VV'e  are  soldiers: 
We  have  seen  towus  and  churches  set  on  fire, 
The  kennels  rutniing  blood,  cuy  virgins  ra^ 

vish'd, 
The  altars  ransack'd,  and  the  holy  relicks. 
Yea,  and  the  saints  themselves,  made  lawful 
spoils  [arc  past. 

Unto  the  conquerors;  but  these  good  days 
And  we  made  bev«;ars  by  this  idle  peace, 
For  want  of  action.     I  au),  sir,  no  stningcr 
To  the  government  of  this  i»tate;  1  know  the 

king 
Needs  men,  that  only  do  what  he  commands^ 
And  Search  no  further:  It  is  the  profession 
Of  all  our  nation,  to  serve  faithfully,        [us. 
Where  they're  best  paid ;  and  if  you  entertain 
I  do  not  know  the  thing  you  cau  commaud. 
Which  we'll  not  put  in  act. 

Ronv.  A  goodly  personage! 

Master^  And  if  you  have  an  enemy,  or  so. 
That  you  would  have  dispatch'd 

Gun.  They're  here  can  fit  you.       [man— 

Boats.  Or  if  there  be  an  itcti,  tho'  to  a 

Duke.  You  shall  tie 
Our  consciences  in  your  purse-strings. 

Ronv.  Gentlemen, 
I  like  your  freedom.     I  am  now  in  haste ; 
But  wait  for  my  return.— -I  like  the  rascals  i 
They  may  be  useful. 

Duke.  We'll  attend  you,  sir.  [ment: 

Ronv,  Do,  and  be  conHdeutof  eiitertain- 
I  hope  you  will  deser\-e  it. 

S Exeunt  Ronv.  and  Guard. 
oubt,  sir. 
Thus  far  we're  prosperous;  We'll  be  his  »uard, 
'Till  tyranny  and  pride  tind  full  reward,  [i'lie. 

Enter  Pnndulphoand  Julittna. 

Rand.  My  blessing?  No;,  a  fatiicr's heavy 
Pursue  and  ovtrtake  him  !  [curs* 

Jul,  Gentle  sir! 

Pand,  My  name,  and  family,  end  in  myself, 
Rather  than  live  in  him ! 

Jul.  Dear  sir,  forbear ! 
A  father's  curses  hit  far  off,  and  kill  too; 
And,  like  a  murdering-piece '%  aim  not  atone, 

3*  Murdering-^iece.']  Such  a  piece,  Dr.  Warburton  observes,  as  assassins  use,  with  many 
barrels.    So  in  Hamlet,  act  iv.  scene  6,  the  King  says, 

*  Oh,  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 

'  Like  to  a  murdering-piece^  in  many  places 

*  Gives  me 'superfluous  death  I' 
Mr.St^evcns  remarks,  that  this  passage  in  Fletcher  confirms  Dr.  Warburton's  explanation.  R. 
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But  all  that  stand  wiihin  tfie  daogerous  level. 
Some  bullet  may  return  upon  yourself  too, 
Tiio'  a^ainbt  Nature,  if  you  &till  go  on 
In  tliis  unnatural  course. 

Fand  Thou  art  not  made 
Of  that  same  stuff  as  other  women  are  : 
Thy  injuries  would  teach  Patience  to  bias- 
Yet  still  thou  art  a  dove.  [phetne, 

Jut,  I  know  not  malice: 
But,  like  an  innocent,  suffer. 

Pa7i£^.  More  nii/aculous!  [ness, 

I'll  have  a  woman  chronicled,  and  for  good- 
"Which  is  th«  greatest  wonder.     Let  ma  see, 
I  have  no  son  t'  nihcrit  after  me ; 
Ilim  I  disclaim.  [heir: 

What  then  ?  Til  make  thy  virtues  mv  sole 
Thy  story  Til  have  written,  and  in  gold  too. 
In  prose  and  verse,  and  by  the  ablest  doers  >'. 
A  word  or  two  of  a  kind  step-father 
m  have  put  in ;  good  kings  and  queens  shall 

buy  It.  ' 

And  if  the  actions  of  ill  great  women, 
And  of  the  modern  times  too,  are  remem- 
bered, 
That  have  undone  their  husbands  and  their 

families, 
What  will  our  story  do  I  It  shall  be  so, 
And  I  will  straight  aliout  it.  [Exit, 

Jul,  Such  as  love 
Goodness  for  glory,  have  it  for  reward; 
I  love  mine  for  itself.     Let  Innocence 
Be  written  on  my  tomb,  tho*  ne'er  so  humble, 
Tis  all  I  am  ambitious  of.     But  i 
Forget  my  vows. 

Enter  Boy. 

Bf>y,  'Fore  roe,  you  are  not  modest, 
Nor  is  Uiis  court-like !  Would  you  take  it  well, 
If  she  should  rudely  press  into  your  closet. 
When  from  your  several  boxes  you  chuse 
To  make  a  this-day's  face  with?         [paint, 

Jul.  What*s  the  matter? 

Boy.  Tray  know  her  pleasure  first, 

Jul.  To  whom  sp<'ak  you,  Boy? 

Boy.  Your  ladyship's  pardon. — That  proud 
lady  thief, 
That  stole  away  .my  lord  from  your  em  braces, 
(Wrinkles  at  two-and-tweniy  on  her  cheeks 

for*t, 
Or  mercVy  unallay'd  make  blisters  on  it !) 
Would  force  a  visit. 

Jul.  And  dare  you  deny  her, 
Or  any  else  that  I  call  mine  ?  No  more ! 
Attend  her  with  all  reverence  and  respect: 
The  want  in  you  of  manners,  my  lord  may 
Construe  in  roe  for  malice.^'  I  will  teach  you 
How  to  esteem  and  love  the  beauty  he  dotes 
on. 

'^  Ablest  doers.]  The  English  word  doers  here,  is  a  literal  translation  of  the  Greek  i 
which  means  not  only  simply  a  maker  or  r/oer,  but  a  maker  of'  verses:  The  custom  of  using 
English  words  in  a  Greek  and  a  Latin  sense,  was  highly  in  vogue  in  our  Authors*  time; 
Spenser  has  not  only  taken  the  liberty  to  do  so  with  the  one,  but  the  other  too:  So  Shep- 
herd's Calendar,  June,  C«»lin  says  to  Hohbinel, 

*  The  god  of  shepherds  Tityrus  is  dead, 

*  Who  taught  uie,  homely  as  I  can,  to  makeJ        Sympson, 


Enter  Martia. 
Prepare  a  banquet.*— Madam,  thus  my  duty 
Stoops  to  the  favour  you  vouchsafe  your  ier- 
In  honouring  her  house.  [vaut. 

Mart.  Is  this  in  scorn  ? 

Jul,  No,  by  the  life  of  Virolet !  (Give  me 
leave 
To  swear  by  him,  as  by  a  saint  I  worship. 
But  am  to  know  no  further;  my  heart  speaks 
that.)  [doting 

My  servants  have  been  rude,  and  this  boy. 
Upon  my  sorrows,  hath  forgot  his  duty  i 
Tn  which,  that  you  may  tliink  I  have  no  share. 
Sirrah,  upon  your  knees,  desire  her  panlou. 

Boy.  1  dare  not  disobey  jou. 

Mart.  'Prithee,  rise: 
My  anger  never  looks  so  low.     I  thank  you. 
And  will  deserve  it;  if  we  may  be  private — 
I  came  to  see  and  speak  with  you. 

Jul.  Bo  gone.  [Exit  Boy. 

Good  madam,  sit. 

Mart,  I  rob  yeu  of  your  place  then. 

Jul,  You  have  dcserv'd  a  better,  in  my  bed; 
Make  use  of  this  too.  Now  your  pleasure,lady. 
If  in  your  breast  there  be  a  worthy  pity. 
That  brings  you  for  iny  comfort,  you   do 

nobly; 
But  if  you  come  to  triumph  in  your  conquest. 
Or  tread  on  my  calamities,  'twill  wrong 
Your  other  excellencies.    Let  it  suffice. 
That  you  alone  enjoy  the  best  of  men. 
And  that  1  am  forsaken. 

Mart.  He  the  best? 
The  scum  and  shame  of  mankind  ! 

Jul.  Virolet, 
Lady? 

Mart.  Blest  in  him  ?  I  would  ray  youth  had 
Chosen  consuming  fevers,  bed-rid  age. 
For  my  companions,  rather  than  a  thing. 
To  lay  whose  bascnt-ssopen  would  e*cn  pui>on 
The  tongue  that  speaks  it. 

Jul.  Certainly  from  you 
At  no  part  he  deserves  this :  And  Til  tell  you. 
Durst  I  pretend  but  the  least  title  to  Iniu, 
I  should  not  hear  this! 

Mart.  He's  an  impudent  villain, 
Or  a  malicious  wretch;  to  you  ungrateful. 
To  me  beyond  expression  barbarous. 
I  more  than  hate  him  I  From  you  he  deser>'es 
A  death  most  horrid ;  from  me,  to  die  for  ever. 
And  know  no  end  of  torments.— Would  you 
h ave  com  fort  ?  [j^^  t 

Would  you  wash  off  the  stain  that  sticks  upou 
In  being  refused  ?   would  you  redeem  your 
fame,  [this, 

Shipwreck'd  in  his  base  wrongs  ?  If  you  desire 
It  is  not  to  be  done  with  slavish  suffering, 
But  by  a  noble  angei'  making  way 
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To  a  most  brave  revenue,  we  ma^  call  Justice. 
Our  injuries  are  equal ;  join  witfi  me  then, 
And  share  the  honour. 

Jul.  I  scarce  understand  you ; 
And  know  I  shall  be  most  unapt  to  learn 
To  hate  the  mau  I  still  must  love  and  honour. 

Mart,  This  foolish  douge  in  soft-hearted 
women 
Makes  proud  men  insolent:  But^  take  your 
I'll  run  another  course.  [y^y. 

Jut,  As  you  are  noble, 
Deliver  his  otfence. 

Alart,  He  has  denied 
The  rites  due  to  a  wife.  * 

Jul.  Oh  me  most  happy ! 
How  largely  am  I  paid  for  all  my  sufferings! 
Most  honest  Virolet,  tliou  just  performer 
Of  all  thy  promises !  1  call  to  mind  now, 
When  I  was  happy  in  those  joys  you  speak  of, 
In  a  chaste  bed,  and  warranted  by  law  too, 
He  oft  would  swear,  that  if  be  should  sur- 

•    vive  me,  [woman 

(Which  then  1  knew  he  wishM  not)  never 
Should  taste  of  his  embraces;  this  one  act 
Makes  me  again  his  debtor. 

Mart,  And  was  this  [temuM  ? 

The  cause  my  youth  and  beauty  were  con- 
Jf  [  sit  down  here Well ! 

Jul.  I  dare  thy  worst !  [him 

Plot  what  thou  canst,  my  piety  shall  guard 
Against  thy  malice.    Leave  my  house,  and 
quickly!  [Virtue, 

Thou  wilt  infect  these  innocent  walls.     By 
I  ^ill  inform  him  of  thy  bloody  purpose, 
And  turn  it  on  thine  own  accursed  head ; 
Believe *t  I  will!  [Exit, 

Mart.  But  'tis  not  in  thy  power  . 
To  hinder  what  I  have  decreed  against  him. 
ril  set  myself  to  sale,  and  live  a  strumpet, 
Forget  my  birth,  my  father,  and  his  honour, 
Rather  than  want  an  instrument  to  help  me 
In  my  revenge.  The  captain  of  the  guard  ! 
Blest  Opportuuity  courts  me. 

Enter  Ronrerc. 

Konv.  Sad  and  troubled  ? 
How  brave  }»cr  an^er  sliews !  How  it  sets  off 
Her  natural  beauty  !  Under  what  Imppy  star 
Was  Virolet  born,  to  be  belov'd  and  sought- 

to. 
By  two  incomparable  women? — Noblest  lady, 
I've  heard  your  wrongs,  and  pity  them ;  and  if 
The  service  of  ujy  life  could  give  me  hope 
To  gain  your  favour,  I  should  be  most  proud 
To  be  commanded. 

Mart,  Tis  in  you,  my  lord, 
To  make  me  your  glad  servant. 

Riniv.  Name  the  means. 

Mart.  *ris  not  preferment,  jewels,  gold,  or 
courtship : 
lie  that  desires  to  reap  the  harvest  of 
My  youth  and  beauty,  must  begin  in  blood, 
And  right  my  wrongs. 

Honv,  I  apprehend  you,  madam. 
And  rest  assured  *tis  done :  I  am  provided 


Of  instruments  to  fit  yo»i.     To  the  king 

ril  instantly  present  you  ;  if  I  fail, 

lie  shall  make  good  your  aims.     He*s  less 

than  man. 
That,  to  atrhieve  your  favour,  would  not  do 
Deeds  fiends  would  fear  to  put  their  agents 

to.  •        [  Ejeunt, 

Enter  Virolet ^  reading. 
Fir.  Quod  invitusfacis,  non  est  scelus,  Tis 
an  axiom. 
Mow  whether  willfnaly  I  have  departed 
With  that  I  lov'd ;  with  thjit,  above  her  life 
LovM  me  again,  crown'd  me  a  happy  husband; 
Was  full  of  children,  her  afflictions, 
That  1  begot ;  that  when  our  age  must  perish, 
And  all  our  painted  frailties  turn  to  ashes. 
Then  shall  they  stand  and  propagate  our  ho- 
nours. 
Whether  this  done,  and  taking  to  protection 
A  new  strange  beauty,  'twas  an  useful  one — 
How  .*  to  my  lust?  If  it  be  so,  I'm  sinful, 
Andguilty  of  thatcrimel  would  Hiiigfromme, 
Was  there  not  in  it  this  fair  course  of  virtue. 
This  pious  course,  to  save  my  friends,  my 
t:«)untry,  ^  [ment. 

That  e*en  tficn  had  put  on  a  mourning  gar- 
.And  wept  the  desolation  of  her  children,  [on. 
Her  noblest  children  ?  Did  not  sho  thrust  me 
.And  to  my  duty  clap  the  spur  of  honour? 
Was  tiiere  a  way,  witliout  tliis  woman,  left 
me  [man  ? 

To  bring  'em  off?  the  marrying  of  this  wo- 
lf not,  why  am  I  stung  thus?  why  tonntnted? 
Or,  had  there  been  a  wild  desire  joinM  with  it. 
How  easily  both  these,  and  all  their  beauties. 
Might  I  have  made  mine  own !  Why  am  I 

touch'd  thus. 
Having  performed  the  great  redemption 
Both  of  my  friends  and  family  ?  fairly  done  it. 
Without  base  and  lascivious  ends?  Oh,  Hea- 
ven, .  j  chief. 
Why.  am  I  still  at  war  thus?  why  this  a  mi^- 
That  Honesty  and  Honour  had  propounded, 
Ay,  and  absolved  my  tender  will,  ancJ  chid  me, 
Nay,  then  unwillingly  Bung  me  on? 

Enter  Juliana  and  Boy, 

Bot/,  He*s  here,  madam  ; 
This  is  the  melancholy  walk  he  lives  in. 
And  chuses  ever  to  eucrcase  his  sadness. 

Ji//.  Stand  by.  -       [ble! 

Fir,  Tisshe !  How  I  shake  nciw  and  ircm- 
The  virtues  of  that  mind  are  torments  to  me.- 

Jul,  Sir,  if  my  hated  face  shall  stir  your 

anger, 

Or  this  forbidden  path  I  tread  in  vex  you. 

My  love  and  fair  obedience  left  behind  me, 

Your  pardon  ask*d,  1  shall  return  and^  bless 

you.  '  [y®**' 

Vir,  Tray  stay  a  little!  I  delight  to  see 
May  not  we  yet,  tho*  Fortune  have  divided  us, 
And  set  an  envious  stop  between  our  plea- 
sures, [thus? 
Look  thus  one  at  another?  S2|;h  and  weep 
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And  r^ad  in  one  another's  eyes  the  legends, 
And  wonders,  of  our  old  lores?    fie  not 

fearful ; 
Tho'  you  be  now  a  saint,  I  may  adore  you ! 
May  I  not  take  this  hand,  and  nri  it  sacrifice 
The  sorrows  of  my  heart?     White  seal  of 
virtue ! 

JuL  My  lord,  you  wrong  your  wedlociL 

llr.  Were  she  here, 
And  with  her  all-severe  eyes  to  hehold  us, 
Wc  might  du  this;   I  miuht  nam<;  Juliana, 
And  to  tl»e  reverence  of  that  nanjc  l)ow  thus; 
I  might  sigh  Juliana,  slie  was  mine  once. 
But  I  too  weak  a  <;uard  fur  that  great  trea- 
,         sure; 

And  whiUt  she  has  a  name,  hellc>\'e  me,  lady. 
This  broken  hearl  shall  never  want  a  sorrow. 

JuL  Forget  her,  sir;   your  honour  now 
commands  you; 
Yau  are  another^,  keep  those  griefs  for  her; 
She  richly  can  reward  'em.     Td  have  spoken 
with  you. 

Vir.  What  is  your  will  ?  for  nothing  you 
can  ask,         '  l}^^^^9 

So  full  of  goodness  are  your  words  and  mean- 
Mast  be  denied  :  Speak  boldly. 

JuL  I  thank  you,  sir.     I  cume  not 
To  beg,  or  flatter,  only  to  be  belicv'd ; 
That  I  desire :  For  I  shall  tell  a  story,        / 
So  far  from  seeming  truth,  yet  a  most  true 

one; 
So  horrible  in  nature,  and  so  horrid**; 
So  beyond  wickedness,  that,  when  you  hear  it. 
It  must  appear  the  practice  of  auother, 
llie  cast  and  malice  of  some  one  you've 

wrong'd  much ; 
And  me  you  may  imagine,  me  accuse  too, 
Unless  you  call  to  mind  my  daily  sufferings. 
The  infiuite  obedience  I  have  J)orne  you. 
That  hates  all  name  and  nature  of  revenge. 
My  love,  that  nothing  but  my  death  can  sever^ 
Rather  than  hers  I  S{ieak  of. 

Fir.  Juliana, 
To  make  a  doubt  of  what  you  shall  deliver, 
After  my  full  experience  of  your  virtues. 
Were  to  distrust  a  Providence;  to  think  you 

can  lie,  / 

Or,  being  wrong'd,  seek  after  foul  repairings, 
1  o  forge  a  creed  against  my  faith. 

JuL  I  must  do  so,  for  it  concerns  your 

life,  sir;  Jprosper! 

And  if  that  word  may  stir  you,  hear,  and 

I  should  be  dumb  else,  were  not  you  at  stake 

here. 

Vir.  What  new  friend  have  I  found  «»,  that 
dares  deliver 
This  louden  trunk  from  his  afflictions  ? 
What  pitying  hand,  t^  all  that  ft  els  my  mi- 
Brings  such  a  benefit?  [series, 
JuL  Be  wise  and  manly; 


Ana  with  your  honour  fall,  when  HcaT'n 
"*        shall  call  you. 
Not  by  a  hellish  miscliief. 

Vir.  Speak,  ray  blest  one ! 
How  weak  and  poor  I  am,  now  she  is  froia 

JuL  Your  wife— ! —  fine! 

Vir.  How's  that? 

JuL  Your  w  ife— — 

Vir.  Be  tender  of  her; 
I  shall  believe  else 

JuL  I  must  be  true.     Your  ear,  sir! 
For 'tis  so  horrible,  if  the  air  cjitcli  it. 
Into  a  thousand  phtg>ics,athunsand  monsters^ 
It  will  disperse  itdc-lf,  and  flight  resistance. 

*     [Whispers. 

Vir.  She  seek  my  life  with  yon  ?  make  you 
her  agent? 
Another  love  ?    Oh,  speak  but  truth  ! 

Jul,  Be  patient. 
Dear  as  I  love  you,  else  I  leave  you  wretciied. 

Vir.  Forward!    'Tis  well;  it  shall  be  wel- 
come to  me ! 
I've  liv'd  tt>o  long,  numberM  too  many  days, 
Yet  nuvcr  found  the  benefit  of  living ; 
Now  when  I  come  to  reap  it  with  my  serv-icc. 
And  hunt  for  that  my  youth  and  honour  aim 

at. 
The  sun  sets  on  my  fortune,  red  and  bloody. 
And  everlasting  night  begins  to  close  lue : 
'Tis  tiiue  to  die. 

Enter  Martin  and  Ronvere. 

JuL  She  comes  herself. 

Honv.  Lielicve,  lady, 
(And  on  this  ani!el-hand  your  ?er\'ant  seals  it) 
You  shall  IhB  mistress  of  your  wlwle  desin,-». 
And  what  you  shall  command. 

Mart.  Ha,  minion  I  [forwai  J, 

My  precious  dame,  are  you  there?     Nay,  eo 
Make  your  complaints,  and  pour  out  vour 
fcign'd  pities,        ^  (still. 

Slave-like  to  him  you  serve'*;  I'm  the  same  « 
And  whati  purpose,  let  the  world  takewitne^s. 
Shall  be  so  finish'd,  and  to  such  example. 
Spite  of  your  poor  prt.ventions — My  dear 

gentleman  f  * 

My  honourable  man,  are  von  there  too  ? 
You  and  your  hot  desire?  Your  mercy,  sir ! 
I  had  forgot  your  greatness, 

JuL  'lis  not  well,  lady. 

Mart.  Lord,  huw  I  hate  this  fellow  now ! 
how  deap'rately 
My  stomach  stands  against  him !  this  base 
This  gelded  fool !  [fellow, 

JuL  Did  you  ne'er  hear  of  modesty  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  when  I  heard  of  you,  and  so 
believ'd  it ; 
Thou  blood lcbi»,  brainless  fool! 

Vir.  How ! 

Mart.  Thou  dcspis'd  fool, 


>•  So  horrible  in  nature,  and  so  horrid.]  Tliis  is  so  wretched  and  tautological  a  line,  that  I 
an't  think  it  onr  Authors*.       Sympstm. 

3J  What  few  friends  have  I  found,  that  dare  deliver.]  So  reads  Mr.  Sympsoa. 
**  All  the  books  read,  *  slave,  like  to  him.'    Sympsoa, 
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Tfaoa  only  sign  of  man^  how  I  contemn  thee ! 
Thou  woven  wortliy  in  n  piece  of  arras^ 
!■  it  only  to  enjoy  a  wall !  thou  beast 
Beaten  to  use !   Have  I  preserv*d  a  beauty, 
A  youth,  a  love,  to  have  my  wishes  blasted? 
My  dotings,  and  the  joys  I  came  to  offer, 
Alubt  they  be  lost,  and  slighted  by  a  dormouse? 

Jul.  Use  more  respect,  and,  woman,  'twill 
become  you ; 
At  least,  less  ronti;ue. 

MftrL  ni  use  all  violence; 
Let  him  look  for  it ! 

JuL  Dare  you  stain  those  beauties. 
Those  heav'niy  stamps,  that  raise  men  up  to 
wonder,  [she 

With  harsh  and  crooked  ^notions  ?    Are  you 
Tliat  over-did  all  ages  with  your  honour, 
^nd  in  a  little  hour  dare  lose  tliis  triumph? 
Is  not  this  man  your  husband  ? 

Mart.  He's  ray  halter !  [thus. 

Which  (having/  sued  my  pardon)  I  flint;  off 
And  witli  him  all  1  brought  him,  but  my  auger; 
Which  I  will  nourish,  to  the  desolation 
Not  only  of  his  folly,  but  his  friends, 
And  his  whole  name ! 

F/r.  Tis  well!  I  have  deserv'd  it; 
And,  if  I  were  a  woman,  I  would  rail  too. 

Mart,  Nature  «)e'er  prom is'd  thee  a  thing 
wi  noble.  [freely; 

Take  back  your  love,  your  vow  ;  I  give  it 
I  poorly  scv)rn  it;  (^raze  now  where  you  plensc! 
1  hat,  tliat  thedullncbs  of  thy  soul  ncglectifd, 
Kini^ssne  for  now.  And  mark  mc,  Virolet! 
Thou  iniuife  of  a  man,  ohsf-rve  my  words  wcJl ! 
At  such  a  bloody  rate  I'll  sell  this  beauty, 
This  handsomeness  tiiou  scorn'st  and  flin<^'st 

away, 
lliy  proud  ungrateful  life   shall  shake  at ! 

Take  your  house; 
The  petty  things  you  left  me,  give  another; 
And  last,  take  home  your  trinket'^!     Fare 
you  well,  sir ! 

RoHV.  You  have  spoke  like  yourself;  ycm're 
a  brave  lady  !      [Ere,  liunv,  and  Mart. 

Jul.  Why  do  you  smile,  sir? 

Vir.  Oh,  my  Juliana,  [me 

The  happinc-bS  this  woman's  scorn  has  ^iv'n 
Makes  lue  a  man  ajzain  ;  proclaims  if^olf, 
In  such  a  ^eiieral  joy,  thro*  ail  my  miseries, 
1  hat  now  methinks 

Jt4l.  Look  to  yourself,  dear  sir. 
And  trifle  not  with  d answer  that  attends  you; 
Be  joyful,  when  you're  free. 

Vir.  Did  you  not  hca»  her  ?  [dom ; 

She  gave  me  l>ack  my  vow,  my  love,  my  free- 
1  am  iree,  free  a<^air  !  And  tho'  tomorrow 
Her  blo«>dy  will  meet  with  my  life,  and  sink  il, 
And  in  her  execution  tear  me  piecemeal. 
Yet  have  I  time  once  more  to  meet  my  wishes, 
Once  more  t' embrace  my  best,  my  noblest, 
And  time  that*^  warranted.  [truest; 


Jul.  Good  sir,  forbear  it ! 
Tho'  J.coiifess,  equal  with  your  desires 
My  wishes  rise,  as  covetous  of  your  love,> 
And  to  as  warm  alarums  spur  my  will  too: 
Yet  pardon  me;  the  seal  o'  th'  church  dividing 

us, 
And  hanging  like  athreatningflame  between 
We  must  not  meet;  I  dare  not.  [us, 

Vir.  That  poor  disjointing, 
That  only  strong  necessity  thrust  on  you, 
Not  crhne,   nor  studied  cause  of  mine,  how 

sweetly 
And  nobly  \  will  bind  again  and  cherish ! 
How  I  will  recompense  ,ouc  dear  cuibntCc 

now. 
One  free  affection !    How  I  burn  to  meet  it ! 
Look  now  upon  me. 

Jul.  I  behold  you  willingly. 
And  willingly  would  yield,  but  for  my  credit. 
The  love  you  hrst  had  was  preserv'd  with 
honour,  [purchase 

The  last  shall  not  cry  whitre;  you  shall  not 
From  me  a  pleasure,  •  tliat  have  equally 
Lov'd  your  fair  fame  as  you)  at  such  a  rate 
Your  Honesty  and  Virtue  must  be  bankrupt. 
If  1  had  lov'd  your  lust,  and  not  your  lustre. 
The  glorious  lustre  of  your  matchiess  good- 
ness, [mc, 
I  would  compel  you  now  to  bed  3*. — Forgive 
Forgive  mc,  sir!  How  fondly  still  I  love  you ! 
Yet  nobly  too :  Make  the  way  straight  before 

me, 
And  let  but  holy  Hymen  once  more  guide  me. 
Under  the  axe,  upon  the  rnck  again^ 
£en  in  the  bed  of  all  afllicduns, 
Wiiere  nothing  sings  our  nuptials  but  dire 
sorrows,  fy^^Uf 

With  all  my  youth  and  pleasure  I'll  embrace 
Make  tyranny  and  death  stand  still  affrighted, 
And  at  our  meeting  souls  amaze  our  mis- 
chiefs : 
'Till  when,  high  Heaven  defend  you,  and 

Peace  guide  you ! 
Be  wise  and  manly,  make  your  fat«  your  own, 
By  being  master  of  a  providence 
That  may  control  it. 

Vir.  Stay  a  little  with  mc : 
My  thoughts  have  chid  themselves.    May  I 

not  kiss  you  ? 
Upon  my  truth  Tm  honest. 

JuL  I  believe  you ;  [cies. 

But  yet  what  that  may  raise  in  both  our  fan- 

What  issues  such  warm  parents  breed • 

Vir.  1  obey  you,  ^ 

And  .take  my  leave  as.  from  the  saint  that 

keeps  me. 
I  will  be  right  again,  and  once  more  happy 
In  thy  unimitablc  lov«. 

Jul.  ril  pray  for  you; 
And  when  you  fall,  £  have  not  long  to  follow. 

[£rctt»/. 

35  Triiih^t]  here  meahs  the  divorce  he  had  procured  a  little  abovn.        Sj^mpson. 
3<<  Wvuid  compel  you  now  /o  be  1]  Corrected  (for  a  correction  we  ma^t  call  it,  since  the 
be/  can  be  supposed  nothing  but  an  erratum)  in  1730. 
Vol.  H.  4  A 
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[Act  4, 


Enter  Dulce,  Matter,  Boatsumin,  and  Gun- 
uer,  at  one  door;  Martia  and  Ronvere  at 
another,  '  ^ 

Dvke,  Now  we  have  got  free  credit  with 
the  captain — 

Master.  Soft,  soft!  he's  here  again.  Is  not 
that  lariv — 
Or  have  J  lost  mine  eyes  ?  a  salt  rheum  seizes 
But  I  should  know  that  face.  [em; 

Bmts.  Make  him  not  madder ! 
Let  him  forget  the  woman ;  htcer  a-larboard. 

Master.  iJe  will  not  kill  her. 

ho<its.  Any  thing  he  meets; 
He*s  like  a  hornet  now,  he  hums,  and  buzzes 
Nothing;  but  blood  and  horror. 

Master.  I  would  save  the  lady; 
For  such  another  lady 

lJwi/«.  There's  the'poiot;  [tie. 

And  you  know  there  want  women  of  her  met- 

» Master,  Tis  true;  they  bring  such  children 

now,  such  demi-lances, 

Tlieir  father's  socks  will  make  them  christ- 

ning  cloaths.  ' 

Gun.  No  more!  they  view  us. 

Duke.  You  shall  plav  awhile, 
And  sun  yourself  in  this  felicity,  [still. 

You  shall,  you  glorious  whore  f  I  know  you 
But  I  shall  pick  an  hour  when  most  securely — 
1  say  no  more. 

Ronv.  D'you  see  those?  those  are  they 
Shall  act  your  will.—Come  hither,  my  good 
fellows!  [fellows? 

YouVe  now  the  kind's. — Are  they  not  goodly 

Mart.  They've  bone  enough,  li  they  have 
stout  heart  to  it. 

Master.  Still  the  old  wench! 

Duke.  Tray,  captain,  let  me  a^k  you 
What  noble  lady's  that?  Tis  a  rude  question; 
But  I  desire  to  know, 

Ronv,  8he's  for  the  king,  sir; 
Let  that  suffice  for  answer. 

Duke.  Is  she  so,  sir? 
In  good  time  may  she  curse  it !    Must  I 
Breed  hacknies  for  his  Grace? 

Ronv.  What  wouldst  thou  do 
To  merit  such  a  lady's  favour 

Duke.  Anything. 

Ronv.  That  can   supply  thy  wants,   and 
rai?e  thy  fortunes?  [dare  execute: 

Duke,  Let  her  command,  and  see  what  1 
I  keep  my  conscience  here.     If  any  man 
Oppose  her  will,  and  she  would  liave  him 

humbled. 
Whole  families  between  her  and  her  wislies — 

Master.  We  have  seen  bleeding  throats, 
sir,  cities  sack'd, 
And  infants  stuck  upon  their  pikes  37 

Boats,  Houses  o*  fire,  and  handsome  mo- 
thers weeping. 


Duke.  Which  we  have  heap'd  upon  the 
pile  like  sacrifices.  fttons**, 

Churches  and  altars,  priests,  and  all  devo- 
Tumhled  together  into  one  rude  chaos. 

Gun.  We  know  no  fear,  sir,  but  want  of 
emplfivment.  [preach. 

Duke,  Nor  oU>er  faith  but  what  our  purses 
To  gain  our  ends  we  can  do  any  chins. 
And  turn  our  sonls  into  a  thousand  figures; 
But  when  we  come  to  do 

Mart.  I  like  these  fellows.  [tbi*  hoor 

Rottv,  Be  ready,  and  wait  here! — Within 
rU  shew  you  to  the  king,  and  he  shall  like  ye: 
And  if  you  can  devise  some  entertainment 
To  fill  his  mirth,  such  a«  your  country  uses^ 
Present  it,  and  I  II  see  it  grac'd. 
After  this  comic  scene  we  shall  employ  yon; 
For  one  must  <iie. 

Duke.  What  is  he,  sir?    Speak  boldly! 
For  we  dare  boldly  do. 

jR^mv.  Thi» lady's  husband; 
liifc  name  is  Virolet. 

Duke,  We  shall  dispatch  it. 

[Fdeunt  Mart,  and  Rmv. 
Oh,  damned,  damned  thing  I    A  base  whore 

first, 
And  then  a  murderer !     I'll  look  to  you. 

Boats.  Can  she  be  grown  so  strange? 

Duke.  She  has  an  itch; 
rU  scratch  you,  my  dear  daughter.  111  so 
clawyoj!  [nour'd? 

I'll  curry  your  hot  hide  !  Marri<»d  and  Im> 
And  turn  those  holy  blessings  into  brothels? 
Your  beauty  into  blood  ?  I'll  bunt  your  hot- 
I'll  hunt  you  like  a  train  !  [ness, 

Muster.  We  did  all  pity  her. 

Duke.  Hang  her !  slie  is  not  worth  man'* 

memory ;  [stories  — 

She's  false  and  base,  and  let  her  fright  all 

Well,  tho'  thou  he%t  mine  enemy,  1*11  right 

And  right  thee  nobly.  [dice. 

Boats.  'Faith,  sir,  since  she  roust  go. 
Let's  spare  as  few  as  may  be. 

Duke,  We'll  take  all, ' 
And  like  a  torrent  sweep  the  slaves  before  us. 
You  dare  endure  the  worst  ? 

Master,  You  know  i)ur  hearts,  sir; 
And  they  shall  bleed  the  last,  e^e  we  start 
from  you.  [that, 

Gun.  We  can  but  die ;  and  ere  we  come  to 
We  shall  pick  out  ?iomc  few  exanij^Ies  for  us. 

Duke.  Then  wait  the  first  occasion;  and, 
like  Curtius, 
I'll  leap  the  gulph  lie  fore  you,  fearless  leap  it: 
Then  follow  me  like  men  !  And  if  our  virtues 
May  buoy  our  country  up,find  set  her  shining 
In  her  first  state,  our  fair  revenges  taken, 
We  have  our  noble  ends,  or  else  our  ashes. 

[Exeunt, 


J7  And  infants  stuck  upon  their  pikes.]  If  I  may  be  allowed  liberty,  1  would  propose  read- 
ing either 

< upon  these,  or  the,  or  our,  pikes.'        Sj/mpson. 

^  Priests  and  all  devotions.]  Devotions  here  means  the  same  as  devoted  or  holy  things. 

Sympwn, 
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ACT  V. 


Eater  Ascanio  and  Martm  above. 
Mart.    AS  you  are  noble,  keep  me  from 

•^^  discovery, 
And  let  me  only  run  a  stranger's  fortune ! 
For  when  the  kinj;  shall  find    am  his  daughter 
He  ever  holds  most  ominous,  and  hates  most, 
With  wh  :t  eyes  can  he  look,  how  entertain - 
But  with  his  fears  and  cruelties  f  f me, 

Asc.  I  have  found  you ;  [l^est : 

8u«ipect  not !   I  am  bound  to  what  you  like 
What  you  intend,  I  dare  not  be  so  curious 
To  question  now;  and  what  you  are  lies  hid 
here. 

Kuter  Ferrand  and  Ronvere  abttne. 
.  The  king  comes.  Make  your  fortune ;  I  shall 
joy  in't. 
Ronv.  All  things  are  ready,  sir,  to  make 
you  merry ; 
And  such  a  king  !  yon  shall  behold  him  noV. 
Fer,  1  long  for't,  for  I've  need  of  mirih. 
Konv.  The  lady,  sir!  [beauty, 

Fer,  Now,  as  1  am  a  king,  a  sprightly 
A  goodly  swf^et  aspect !  My  thanksytt(mvere, 
JVJy  bebtt'ianks! — On  your  lips  i  seal  your 

wishes; 
Be  what  you  can  imagine,  mine,  and  hnppy. 
And  now,  sit  down  and  smile.  Come,  my  As- 
And  let  this  monarch  enter.  '       [canio, 

Enter  Duke,  Muster,  Bftatswain,  Gunner, 
and  SaUors, 
Rnnv,  These  are  the  Switzers, 
J  told  your  Grace  of. 

Fcr.  Goodly  promising  fellows, 

Witli  faces  to  keep  fools  in  awe  !  I  like  Vm. 

ijo  guard  the  presence  well,  and  d'>  your  du- 

Touxirrow  I  shall  lake  a  further  view,  [ties; 

IJuke,  Vou  shall,  sir,  [mounted ; 

Or  I  shall  lose  my  will.    How  the  whore's 

How  she  siis  thron'd !  Thou  bUuiug  muddy 

ujcttor,  (flashes, 

That  fright'st  the  under  world  with  lustful 

How  I  shall diish  thy  Ciamcs!  Away;  noMord 

more ! 

[Ej:€unt  Duke  and  hh company. 
Fiuurish  cotJiets. 

Fnier  Villio,  Castrvccio,  Doctor,  and  a 
Guard, 
Fer,  Now,  here  he  comes  in  glory.     Be 
merry,  masters  \ 
A  banquet  too  ?  [Meat  brought  in, 

Ronv.  Oh,  he  must  sit  in  state,  sir  ! 
Asc,  How   raicly  he  is  usher'd !  Can  he 
think  now 
He  is  a  kinu;  indeed  ? 

Ronv.  Mark  but  his  countenance. 


Cast,  Let  roe  have  pleasures  in  Suite,  and 
to  the  height; 
And  womeu  in  abundance,  many  women  ! 

Enter  Ladies, 
I  will  disport  my  Grace ;  stand  there,  and 
long  for  me !  [fi.ast 

What  have  ye  brought  me  hero?  Is  this  a 
Fit  for  a  prince  ?  a  mighty  prince  ?  Arc  these 
These  preparations,  ha  ?  [things. 

Doctor.  May't  please  your  Grace 

Cast.  It  does  not  please  my  Grace !  Where 
are  the  marchpanes. 
The  custards  double-royal,  and  the  snblilties  f 
Why,  what  weak  things  are  you  to  serve  a 

prince  thus? 
Where  be  the  delicateso*  th'  earth  and  air? 
The  hidden  secrets  of  the  sea?  Am  I  a  plow- 
man, 
You  pop  me  up  with  porridge?  Hang  the  cooks! 

Fer.  Oh,   most  kingly !  what  a  majestic 

Cast,  Give  me  soine  wine.  [anger ! 

Asc.  He  cools  again  now. 

Cast.  Fool,  [pomp! 

Where  are  my  players?  Let  me  have  all  in 
Let  'em  play  some  love-matter,  to  make 
The  ladies  itch !  1*11  be  with  you  anon,  ladies ! 
You  black  eyes.  Til  be  with  you !— Give  me 

some  wine,  I  say; 
And  let  me  have  a  masque  of  cuckolds  enter, 
Of  mine  own  cuckolds ;  and  let  them  coine  in, 
Peeping  and  rcj(>icin;i,just  as  I  kiss  their  wives, 
And  somewhat  glorying.    Some  wine,  I  say  ! 
Then,  for  a:)  excellent  night-piece,  to  shew 
My  glory  to  my  loves  and  minions, 
I  will  have  some  great  castle  burnt. 

VUIm.  Hark  you,  brother! 
If  that  be  to  please  these  ladies,  ten  to  one 
The  fire  first  takes  upon  your  own;  look  to 
Then  you  may  shew  a  nih;ht-piece.        [that ! 

Cast.  Where's  this  wine?  [tur'd  f 

Wiw,  shall  I  choak?  D'ye  long  all  to  l>e  tor- 

Jjrjcftir.  Here,  sir.      '  [Doctor! 

Cast,  [tastes.]  Why,  r  hat  is  tliis?    Why, 

Doctor.  Wine  and  water,  sir. 
Tis  soverci^^n  for  your  heat;  you  ^must  en- 
dure it.  [piece,  sir. 

Viflio   Most  excellent  to  coo!  your  night- 

Doctor.  You're  of  a  high  and  clioh'ric  com- 
And  you  mu^t  hH\e  Hllnys.  fplexion  »», 

Cast.  Shall  I  have  no'shccr  wine  then? 

Doctor.  Not  for  a  world:  I   tender  your 
dear  life,  sir; 
And  he*s  no  faiiiiful  subject • 

Villio.  No   by  no  means:  [quarter,* 

Of  this  you  may  drink,   and  ne'er  hang,  nor 
Nor  never  whip  the  fool;  iliis liquor's  merci- 
ful. 


»  Yo*i*re  of  a  high,  &cj  The  humour  of  this  scene  is  borrowed  from  one  of  the  like  kind 
in  Don  Quikotte.  Jv. 
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[Act  ft. 

Villio,  WTiat  think  yon  of  a  puciding? 
A  pudding  royal  ? 

Ca»t,  To  be  royally  starr'd. 
Whip  mc  this  fool  to  d«»th !  he  is  a  blockhead. 
Viilio,  Let  'em  think  they  whip  mcy  as  we 
think  you  a  king; 
Twill  be  enough. 

Cast.  As  for  you,  dainty  Doctor 

[The  table  taken  uwov^. 
All  gone,  all  snatched  away,  and  1  uusatisHed, 
Without  my  wits<»,  beinga  kin«;and  hungry? 
Suflfer    but*^  this  thy  treason  ?    1  tell   thee, 

Doctor, 
T  tell  it  thee  in  earnest,  and  in  an(;er, 
I  am  damnably  hungry,  my  very  Grace  is 
hungry  4«.  [sir. 

ViUio.  A  hungry  Grace  is  fittest  to  no  meal. 

Doctor,  Some  two  hours  hence  you  shall 
see  more :     But  &tiii,  sir. 
You  must  retain  a  strict  and  excellent  diet 

yuiio.  It  sharpens  you,  and  makes  your 
wit  so  poignant, 
Your  very  words  will  kill. 

Doctt>r,  A  bit  of  mariDaladCy 
No  bigger  than  a  pea 

ri//ii>.  And  that  well  butter*d>  frited, 

The  air  thrice  purified,  and  three  tiroes  spi- 
Recomes  a  king:  Your  rare  conser*'e  of  no- 
Brc«*ds  no  offence.  [thing 

'    Ofit.  Am  1  turn'd  kingCamelion, 
And  keep  my  court i*  th'  air? 

Fer.  They  vex  him  cruelly. 

Asc,  In  two  days  more  they*U  starre  him. 

Fer.  Now  the  women  ! 
There's  no  food  left  but  them. 

Asc   Theyll  prove  small  nourishment; 
Yet  h'  has  another  stomach,  aud  a  great  one, 
1  see  by's  eye. 

Cast.  Ill  have  mine  own  power  here. 
Mine  own  authority ;  1  need  no  tutor. 
Doctor,  this  is  no  diet. 

Doctor,  ft  may  be,  sir. 

VUfio.  ByV  lady,  it  may  turn  to  a  dry  diet; 
And  bow  tiiy  Grace  will  ward  that- 

Cast.  Stand  off,  Doctor ! 
And  talk  to  those  that  want  faith. 

Fer.  Hot  and  mighty. 

Asc.  He  will  cool  apace,  nodoubL 

Cast.  Fair,  plump,  and  red,  [dead; 

A  forehead  high,  an  eye  revives  the 

A  lip  like  ripest  fruit,  inviting  still. 
ViL    But  oh,  the  rushy  well, below  the  hill! 

Take  heed  of  that,  for  tho*  it  never 
fail,  [a  ule. 

Take  heed,  I  say,  for  thereby  hangs 

4*  TTie  table  takert  away.]  These  wards  have  hitherto  been  printed  as  part  of  the  text.  There 
can  be  no' doubt,  we  think,  of  their  being  merely  a  stage-direction. 

<■  Without  tny  wits.j  The  Editors  of  1760  suppose  this  passage  corrupt,  and  for  seits 
would  read  vilL 

<'  Fm  damnably  hungry,  my  very  Grace  is  hungr}'.]  A  slight  transposition  will  set  this  place 
right. 

*  My  Grace  i§  very  hungry—-'  • 
To  which  answers  Viilio,  right  cnougli^ 

*  A  hungry  Grace  is  fitttit  to  no  rneaV       Sympson. 


Cast.  Ill  sit  down  and  eat  then :  Kings, 
when  they're  hungry. 
May  eat,  I  hope  ? 

Doctor.  Yes,'but  they  eat  discreetly. 

Cast.  Come,  taste  this  dish,,  and  cut  toc 
I  like  sauce  v^  ell.  [liberally ; 

Doctor.  Fy,  it  is  too  hot,  sir; 
Too  deeply  seasoned  with  the  spice;  away 

with't? 
You  must  acquaint  your  stomach  with  those 
Are  temperately  nourishing.  [diets 

Cast.  But  'p*^y  stay,  Doctor, 
And  let  roe  have  my  meat  again. 

Doctor.  By  no  means : 
I  have  a  charge  concerns  my  life. 

Cast.  No  meat  neither? 
Do  kings  never  eat.  Doctor? 

Doctor.  Very  little,  sir, 
And  that  too  very  choice. 

ViUio.  Your  kmg  ne*er  sleeps,  brother ; 
He  must  not  sleep,  his  cares  still  keep  him 
waking:  [mouse; 

Now  he  that  eats  and  drinks  much  is  a  dor- 
The  third  part  of  a  wafer's  a  week's  diet. 

Cast.  Appoint  me  something  then. 

Doctor.  There! 

Cast.  This  I  feel  good,  [Takedvay. 

But  it  melts  too  suddenly ;  yet — how  !  that 

gone  too?  , 

Ye  are  not  toad !  I  charge  yon 

Doctor.  For  your  health,  sir; 
A  little  quickens  nature,  much  depresses. 

Cast.  Eat  nothing,  for  my  liealth?  that's  a 

new  diet.  [savour ! 

Let  me  have  something !  something  has  some 

Why,  thou  uncourtcous  Doctor^  shall  I  hang 

thee? 

JDoctor.  Tis  better,  sir,  than  I  should  let 
My  death  were  nothing.  [you  surfeit: 

Viilio.  To  lose  a  king  were  terrible. 

Cast.  Nay,  then  Til  carve  myself;  I'll  stay 

no  ceremonies.  [rishing. 

This  is  a  partridge-pie ;  I'm  sure  that's  non- 

Or  Galen  is  an  a^s.     'Tis  rarely  seasoned  ! 

Ha,  Doctor,  have  I  hit  right  ?  a  mark,  a  mark 

there ! 

Viilio.  What  ails  thy  Grace?  [Take away. 

Cast.  Retrieve  those  partridges; 
Or,  as  I  am  a  king 

Doctor.  'Pray,  sir,  be  patient; 
They're  flown  too  far.  [y*'"* 

Viilio,  These  are  breath'd  pies,  an't  please 
And  your  hawks  are  such  buzzards 

Cast.  A  king,  and  have  nothing. 
Nor  can  haye  nothing? 
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Cast,  rilgetyeaUwith-child! 
Vil.  With  one  child,  brother? 
So  many  men  in  a  blue  coat  ? 

Cast.  Had  I  fed  well, 
And  .drank  good  store  of  wine,  ye  had  been 
blest  all,  [greedily ! 

Blest  all  with  double  births.     Come,  kiss  me 
And  think  no  more  upon  your  foolish  bus- 
bunds; 
They're  transitory  things;    a  king's  flame 
naeets  you  ^  1 
X>oc^or.  Vanish  away !  [Ere,  women. 

Cast.  How!  th<fy  aone  too?  My  «;uard  there ! 
Take  ine  this  devil  Doctor,  and  that  fool  there. 
And  sew  *cin  in  a  sack  !  Bring  hack  the  wo- 
men, 
The  lovely  women  !  Drown  these  rogues,  or 
hang  'em ! 
Asc.  He  is  in  earnest,  sir. 
Fer.  In  serious  earnest. 
I  must  needs  take  him  off. 

Enter  Duke,  MaslCTf  Boatsumin,  Gunner, 
and  Sailors. 

Diike.  Now,  now  be  free ! 
Now  liberty !  now,  countrymen,  shake  from 
The  tyrant  s  yoke !  [ye 

Ail.  Liberty,  liberty,  liberty  ! 

Guard.  Treason,  treason,  treason ! 

Fer.  We  are  betray'd !  Fly  to  the  town, 

cry  treason,  [canio ! 

And  raise  our  faithful  friends!  Oh,  my  As- 

Asc.  Make  haste!  we  have  way  enou|zh. 

Guard,  Treason,  treason  I 

[Exeunt  Fer.  Asca.  and  Guard. 

Duke.  Spare  none  I  put  all  to  th'  sword  J — 
A  vengeance  sh:ike  thee  I 
Art  thou  turn'd  king  again  ? 

Cast.  I  am  a  rascal'; 
Spare  me  but  this  time,  if  e*er  I  see  king  more, 
Or  once  believe  in  king 

Duke,  The  ports  are  ours. 
The  treasure  and  the  poru    Fight  bravely, 

gentlemen ! 
Cry  to  the  town,  cry  Liberty  and  Honour  ! 

'[Some  ^o  off  crying  Liberty  and  Fret*dom. 
Waken  their  persecuted  souls ;  cry  loudly  1 
Well  share  the  wealth  among  ye. 

Cast,  Do  you  hear,  captain? 
If  e'er  you  hear  me  name  a  king 

Duke,  You  sliall  not. 

Cast,  Or,  tho'  I  live  under  One,  obey  him — 

Gun,  This  rogue  again  ? 

Duke,  Awtky  with  him,  good  Gunner. 


Cast,  Why,  look  ye,  sir;  I'll  put  yon  to  no 
I'll  never  eat.  [c'mrge  ; 

Gun.  ril  take  a  course  you  shall  not. 
Come,  no  more  words. 

Cast,  Say  nothing  when  you  kill  me. 

.    Enter  Boatsicain, 

Boatn.  He's  ta'en  to  th*  tower's  strength  **. 

Duke,  Now  stand  sure,  gentlenicn  ! 
We  have  him  in  a  pen,  he  cannot  'scape  us; 
The  rest  o'  th'  ca««tle's  ours. 

Within    Liberty,  Liberty  ! 

Dffke.  Wlmt,  is  the  city  up  ? 

BiMls.  They're  up  and  glorious,         [trnts 
And  rollinv  hke  a  storm  they  come;  their 
Ilinj;  nothing  but  Liberty  and  Freedom. 
The  women  are  in  arms  too. 

Duke.  Let  'em  come  all. 
Honofjr  and  Liberty! 

All,  Honour  and  liberty !  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Juliana. 
Jul.  This  won)airs  tlireats,  her  eyes,  e'en 
red  with  fury, 
Which,  like  prodigious  meteors,  foretold 
Assur'd  di'htructiun,  arc  still  before  me. 
Besides,  I  know  such  natures  unacquainted 
With  any  mCiiii,  or  in  their  iiH'e,  or  hatred ; 
And  she  that  dar'd  all  dangers  to  possess  him^ 
Will  clietk  at  nothing,  to  revenge  the  loss 
Of  what  she  held  so  dear.-'   1  first  discover'd 
Her  bloody  purposes,  which  she  made  good. 
And  openly  profess'd  'em :  'i'hat  in  mc 
Was  but  a  cold  atTcction;  charity 
Commands  so  much  -to  all ;  for  \'irolet, 
Methinks,  I  should  forget  my  sex's  weakness. 
Rise  up,  and  dare  beyond  a  woman's  strength; 
Then  do,  not  coun«»el.     He  is  too  secure; 
And,  in  myjudgment,  'twere  a  greater  service 
To  free  him  from  a  deadly  enemy, 
Than  to  s;et  him  a  friend.     I  undirtook  too 
To  cross  her  plots ;  oppos'd  my  piety 
Against  her  malice;  and  shuU  virtue  sulVcr? 
No,  Martia;  wert  thou  here  equally  arm'd, 
I  have  a  cause,  spite  of  thy  ma»cuiiue  breed- 
ing, 
That  would  assure  the  victory*     My  angel 
Direct  and  help  me  1 

Enter  Virolet,  like  Ronvere, 
Vir,  The  state  in  combustion, 
Part  of  the  citadel  forc'd,  tlic  treasure  seiz'd 

on ; 
The  guards,corrupted, arm  themselves  against 


«  A  king*s  fame  meets  you.]  The  reader  is  left  to  interpret  fume  here  in  what  sense  he 
pleases;  but  I  rather  think  that  jZawic  is  the  true  reading;  the  mistaking  of  one  iior  tiie 
other  was  easy,  and  so  probably  gave  occasion  to  tliis  slight  corruption.        SywpBon. 
«  Duke,  He's  ta'en  to  th'  tower's  strength ; 

Now  stand  sure,  gentlemen, 

We  have  him  in  a  pen,  he  cannot  scape  us, 

The  rest  &  th'  costless  ours;  Liberty,  liberty ! 

What,  is  the  city  up  f]  This  strange  jumble  has  hitlierto  been  printed  as  one 
speech,  and  given  to  the  Duke.  Sympson  recommends  giving  the  first  line  to  the  Boatswain  : 
And  surely  3ie  words  *  Liberty,  liberty  ! '  in  the  Fourth  line,  are  an  exclamation  within. 
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1  heir  late  protected  master;   Terrand  fled 
ti;0,  [tower, 

And  with  small  strength,  luto  tlie  castle's 
The  onl^  Avcntine  that  now  is  left  him? 
And  yet  the  undertakers,  nay,  performers, 
Of  such  a  hravu  and  glorious  enterprize, 
Are  yet  unknown :  They  did  proceed  like  men, 
]  like  a  child  ;  and  had  I  never  trusted 
^o  deep  a  practice  unto  shallow  fools, 
liCbides  my  soul's  peace  in  my  Juliana, 
TUe  honour  of  this  action  bad  been  mine. 
In  which, accurs'd,  I  now  can  claim  no  share. 

Jul,  Ronvere?  'tis  he ;  a  thing,  next  to 
the  devil, 
I  most  detest,  and  like  him  terrible;  [too, 
Martia's  ri);ht-hand ;  the  instrument,  1  fear 
That  is  to  put  her  bloody  will  iuro  act. 
lla\e  I  not  will  enoui^h,  and  cause  too  mighty? 
AVeak  women's  fear,  fly  from  me ! 

rir.  Sure  this  habit,  [died. 

This  likeness  to  Ronvere,  which  I  have  stu- 
Either  admits  me  safe  to  my  desit^n, 
Which  J  too  cowardly  have  halted  after. 
And  si'fler'd  to  be  ravish'd  from  mv  glory. 
Or  sinks  me  and  ray  miseries  together; 
Either  concludes  me  happy. 

Jul,  He  stands  musing; 
Some  mischief  is  now  hatching : 
In  the  full  nteditation  of  his  wickedness, 
I'll  sink  his  cursed  soul.     Guide  my  hand. 
Heaven,  [tune. 

And  to  my  tender  arm  give  strength  and  for- 
That  I  may  Ao  a  pious  deed,  all  ages 
Shall  bless  my  name  for,  all  remc  mbrance 

Vir,  It  shall  be  so.  [crown  me! 

Jul,  It  shall  not!  Take  that  token, 

[Stubs  him, 
'  And  bear  it  to  the  lustful  arms  of  Martia  ! 
Tell  her,  for  Virolct's  dear  sake,  I  sent  it. 

Hr.  Oh,  I  am  happy  I  let  me  see  thee,* 
that  I 
May  bless  the  hand  rha^  gave  me  liberty  ! 
Ob,  courteous  hand  !  Nay,  tiiou  hast  done 

most  nobly. 
And  lleav'n  has   guided  thee;   'twas  their 
great  justice.  [thee! 

Oh,  blessed  wound,  that  I  could  come  to  kiss 
How  beaatiful  and  sweet  thou  bhew'st  I 

Jul,  Oh ! 

Vir,  Sigh  not,  [balsams 

Nor  weep  not,  dear!  shed  not  those  sovereign 
Into  my  blood,  whi<-h  muht  recover  me; 
Then  I  shall  live,  again  to  do  a  mischief 


Against  the  mightiness  of  love  and  virtue. 
Some   base  unhalluw'd  hand  shall  rob  thy 
Help  me ;  I  faint.     So.  ["K^^  o^-^ 

Jul.  Oh,  unhappy  wench  !  [virtue, 

How  has  my  zeal  abus'd  me !  You  that  guard 
Were  ye  asleep?  or  do  ye  laugh  at  innocence. 
You  sufler'd  this  mistake  ?  Oh,  my  dear  Vi- 

rolet ! 
An  evf^rlasting  curse  follow  that  form 
1  struck  thee  in  !  his  name  be  ever  blasted ! 
For  his  accursed  sliadow  has  betray'd 
The  sweetness  of  all  youtli,  tlie  nobleness. 
The  honour,  and  the  valour  ,  wither'd  forever 
The  beauty  and  the  bravery  of  all  maukind! 
Oh,  my  dull  devil's  eyes ! 

Vir.  I  do  forgive  you  ; 
By  this,  and  this,  I  do.     I  know  you  were 
cozen'd ;  [at. 

The  shadow  of  Ronvere,  I  know,  you  aini'd 
And  not  at  me ;  but  'twas  most  ni  cessary 
I  should  be  struck  ;  some  hand  above  di- 
rected you ; 
For  Juliana  could  not  shew  her  justice, 
Without  depriving  high  Heav'n  of  his  glory, 
On  any  subject  fit  for  her«,  but  Virolet. 
Forgive  me  too,  and  take  my  last  breath, 
sweet  one !  [tlier. 

This  the  new  marriage^  of  our  souls  toge- 
Think  of  me,  Juliana  ;  but  not  often. 
For  fear  my  faults  should  burthen  vour  af- 
Pray  for  me,  for  I  faint.  [fections. 

Jul,  Oh,  stay  a  little, 
A  little,  little,  sir!       [Offert  to  kill  herself. 

Vir,  ¥y,  Juliana!  [derd? 

Jul,  Shall  I  out-live  the  virtue  I  have  mur- 

Vir.  Hold,  or  tliou  hat'st  my  peace !  Give 
me  the  dagger; 
On  your  obedience,  and  your  love,  deliver  it ! 
If  you  do  thus,  we  shall  not  meet  in  Heav'u, 
sweet;  ftentions, 

No  guilty  blood  comes  there:  Kiil  your  in- 
And  then  you  conquer.  There,  v\here  1  am 
Would  you  not  meet  me,  dear  ?  [goir>g, 

Jul,  Yes. 

Vir.  And  still  love  me  ? 

Jul.  And  still  behold  you. 

Vir.  Live  then,  'till  Heaven  calls  you  : 
Then,  ripe  and  full  of  sweetness,  you  rise 

saitited ; 
Then  I,  that  went  before  you  to  prepare. 
Shall  meet  and  welcome  you,  and  daily  court 

With  hymns  of  holy  love  47.  Gods!  I  go  out  I 


«5  Or  any  subjeci.']  Amended  by  Sympson. 

^  This  the  new  marriage.]  Sympson  says,  We  should  certainly  read  'tis  f(r»r  this  ;  *  or  the 
*  sentence  will  be  as  much  nonsensical  as  elliptical.'  This,  for  this  is,  is  a  common  ellipsis, 
and  by  no  means  nonsensical. 

*^  With  hymns  of  holy  love 1  go  out :]  The  colon  at  the  end  of  the  line  seems  greatly  to 

injure  the  sense  of  this  passage,  a*  the to  have  swallowed  up  a  word  which  is  requisite 

to  complete  both;hat  and  the  measure:  I  imagine  we  should  (ill  up  and  point  thus: 

*  With  hymns  of  holy  love 'Jore  I  go  out 

*  Give  me  your  hand ;'  ^c 

The  judicious  render  will  easily  see  the  reason  of  both.         Sympson. 

We  rather  imagine  *  the  judicious  reader'  will  see  no  reason  (or  either.^The  ideal  deli- 
cacy 
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Give  me  your  hand.     Farewell!  in  peace, 

farewell! 
Remember  me!  farewell!      '  [D/«. 

Jul.  5>leep  yon  ^•,  sweet  glasses ! 
Aw  everlastmg slumber  cri)wn  those  crystals! 
All  ray  delight,  adieu  !  farewell,  dear  Viroiet, 
Dear,  dear,  most  dear  !  Oh,  I  can  weep  no 

more  ; 
My  body  now  is  fire,  and  all-conauminj». 
Here  will  I  sit,  forget  the  world  and  all  things, 
-And  only  wait  what  ileav'n  shall  turn  mc  to ; 
For  DOW  mcthinks  I  should  not  live. 

[She  sits  dmcn. 

Enter  Pandulpho, 

Pand.  Oh,  my  sweet  daughter. 
The  work  is  finished  now  I  promi&M  thee: 
Here  are  thy  virtues  shew'd,  here  register*d, 
And  here  shall  live  for  ever. 

Jul.  Blot  it,  hum  it ! 
I  have  no  virtue ;  hateful  I  am  as  hell  is ! 

Fand,  Is  not  this  Viroiet? 

Jui.  Ask  no  more  questions  I 
Mistakins;  him,  I  killM  htm. 

Pand.  Oh,  my  son  ! 
Nature  turns  to  my  heart  ngain^  My  dear  ^on! 
Son  of  my  age!  wouldstthougooutsoquiekly? 
So  poorly  take  thy  leave,  and  never  see  me? 
Was  this  a  kind  stroke,  daughter?  Could  you 

love  him,  ' 

Honour  his  father,  and  so  deadly  strike  him  ? 

Oil,   withered    timeless  vouth!    are  all  thv 


Rjif.  Oh   mistrrss  !  [less? 

Can  you  *it  r'lere,  and  his  cold  ho\\y  breatli- 
BsiSfly  upon  the  (^arth? 

Pand.  Ijet  hnr  alone,  Buy : 
She  gh>ries  in  In-*  end. 

Boy.  You  shall  not  sit  here. 
And   suffer  him  you  lov'd — Ila  !  good  sir, 

come  fiither. 
Come  hither  quickly!  heave  her  up!  Oh, 

Heav'n,  sir! 
Oh,  God,  my  heart !  she's  cold,  cold,  cold, 

and  stit)'tv>o. 
Stiff  as  a  stake ;  she's  dead  !  / 

Pand.  She's  gone;  nv'er  bend  her <*»: 
I   know  her  heart,  slJe  could  not  want  his 

company. 
Blessing  go  with  thy  soul !  sweet  angeh  sha- 
dow it !  f  piness ! 
Oh,  that  1  were  the  third  now  !  what  a  hap- 
But  I  nuisi  live  to  see  you  laid  in  earth  both; 
Then  build  a  chapel  to  your  memories. 
Where  all  my  wealth  shull  fashion  out  your 

stories ; 
Then  dig  a  little  grave  besides,  and  all  is  done. 
How  sweet  she  looks !    her  eyes  are  open 

smilin<r; 
I  thought  sl»'  hail  been  alive.     You  arc  my 

charge,  sir; 
And  amongst  von  I'll  scehii»goods  distributed. 
Take  up  the  bodies;  muurn   in  heart,  my 

friends; 
You've  lost  two  noble  succours.    Follow  me ; 
And  thou,  sud  country,  weep  this  misery  ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke,    Boafsicain^   Manfer,  Gunner, 
Citizens f  with  StdJietx. 
Duke.  Keep  the  ports  strony,ly  maun'd, 
and  let  none  enter, 
But  such  as  are  known  patriots. 
Ail.  Liberty,  Liberty ! 
Duke,  'Tis  a  substantial  thin^,  and  not  a 
word, 
You  men  of  Naples;  which  if  once  takfeu 

from  us. 
All  other  blessings  leave  us;  'tis  a  jewel 
Worth  purchasing  at  the  dear  rate  oFIife, 
And  so  to  be  defended      Oh,  remember 
What  you  have  suffer'd,  since  you  parted 

with  \t ; 
And  if  again  you  wish  not  to  be  slaves, 
And  properties  to  Ferrand's  pride  and  lust, 

cncy  of  the  first  Eilitors  of  heveral  of  our  Authors'  plays  induced  them  to  place  an  hiatus  for 
many  words  at  which  no  real  delicacy  could  receive  the  lea-.t  shock  ;  and,  in  the  present  in- 
stance, as  in  multitudes  of  others,  we  have  no  doubt  but  Oikis  was  the  oriaiinal  word  for 
wfiich  an  hiaiug  is  here  substituted.  This  reading  appeal's  much  more  spirited  than  Syrnpson's. 

^  Sleep  jfoUy  &c.]  This  passion  of  Juliana  calls  for,  and  <lescrves,  our  hii;hest  admiration  : 
it  is  drawn  with  so  mnstcrlv  an  hand,  that  a  person  innst  be  endued  v\ith  a  very  small  share 
of  taste  not  to  he  touched  at  the  reading  of  it:  Our  Poets'  stile,  in  the  pathetic,  appears 
sufficiently  pluin  through  the  body  of  their  p'ays,  but  here  it  flames  out  and  perhaps  has 
n(it  its  superior  in  any  part  of  their  master  Shakespear's  compositions.         Si/mpnon, 

«  AVer  bend  Aer.j  This  expression  is  explained  by  our  Authors  in  The  Maid's  Tragedy: 

*  I've  heard,  if  tiiere  beany  life,  but  inno 

*  The  body  thus,  and  it  will  shew  itself.*        * 


timeless  youth 

promises, 

Thy  goodly  growth  of  honours,  come  to  this  ? 

Do  r  halt  still  i'th' world,  and  trouble  Nature, 

When  her  main  pieces  founder,  and  fail  daily? 

Enter  Boif,  and  three  oervants, 

Boi/.  He  does  weep  certain.  What  body's 

•     that  lies  by  him? 
How  do  you,  sir  ? 

Pand.  Oh,  look  there,  Lucio, 
Thy  master,  thy  b«'St  master ! 

B(n/.  Woe  is  me ! 
They've  kili'd  lii?n,  slain  him  basely!    Oh, 
my  master! 

Pand.  Well,  daughter,  well!  what  heart 

'  you  had  to  do  this !  [tune, 

I  know  he  did  you  wrong;  but  'twas  his  for- 
And  not  his  fault:  For  my  sake,   that  have 

lov'd  you  — 
But  I  see  now  you  scorn  me  too. 
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Take  noble  courage,  and  make  perfect  what 

Is  happily  begun. 

1  Cit.  Our  great  preserver !        [bondage. 

You  have  enfrauchisM    us  from  wretched 
a  Cit.  A  n't  might  be  known,  to  whom  we 
owe  our  freedom, 

We  to  the  death  would  follow  him. 
ii  Cit,  Make  him  king. 

The  tyrant  once  removed. 
Duke.  That's  not  my  end : 

'Twas  not  ambition  that  brou<;ht  me  hither, 

With  these  my  faithful  friends,  nor  hope  of 
spoil. 

For  when  we  did  possess  the  tyrant's  treasure, 

hy  force  extorted  from  you,  and  employ *d 

Tolond  y«m  with  most  miserable  thraldom, 

We  did  not  make  it  ours;  but  with  it  purchas'd 

The  help  of  these,  to  i^et  you  liberty. 

That  for  the  same  price  kept  you  in  subjec- 
tion. 

Nor  are  we  Switzers,  worthy  countrymen, 

But  Neapolitans.     Now  eye  me  well; 

A  nd  tho'  the  reverend  emblems  of  mine  age 

(My  silver  locks)  are  shorn,  my  beard  cut 
off**. 

Partaking  yet  of  an  adulterate  colour;  [face, 

Tho*  fourteen  years  you  have  not  seen  this 

You  may  remember  it,  and  call  to  mind 
'  Inhere  was  a  Duke  of  Sesse,  a  much*wrong*d 
prince, 

Wrong'd  by  this  tyrant  Ferrand. 

1  Cit.  ?fow  1  know  him. 
U  Cit.  Tis  he.  I/)ng  live  the  Duke  of  Sesse ! 
Duke,  I  thank  jrou. 

The  injuries  1  receiv'd,  I  must  confess. 

Made  me  forget  the  love  I  ow'd  this  country, 

For  which,  1  nope,  I've  given  sati!>faction, 

In  being  the  first  that  btirr'd  to  give  it  free- 
dom; 

And,  with  your  loves  and  furtherance,  will 
call  back  [pie. 

Long-baiiish'd  Peace,  and  Plenty,  to  this  peo- 

2  Cit,  Lead  where  you  plea&e,  we'll  follow. 
1  Cit,  Dare  all  dangers. 

Enter  Pandulpho^  the  bodies  of  Virolet  and 
Juiuma  upon  a  hearse, 

Duke.  What  solemn  funeral's  this? 

Pand.  There  rest  a  while, 
And  ift  be  possible  there  can  be  added 
Wings  to  your  swift  desire  of  just  revenge, 
Hear  (if  my  tears  will  give  way  to  my  words) 
In  brief  a  most  sad  story. 

«•  mi/  beard  cut  off, 

Vurtukiug  yet  of  un  adulterate  colour.]  Tliis  is  a  glaring-contradiction  indeed  ;  for,  if  hi? 
beard  was  cut  «>ff,  the  colour  of  it  could  not  pussiljly  he  adukeiate:  If  we  do  but  reme'ober 
what  we  are  told  of  this  Uuke's*  having  hi&beaid  run  into  a  ptok  ojtwthtj/,  we  may  read  Uie 
puiisage  thus,  with  Mr.  Seward, 

* ; my  bc5ird  rut  hfiurp,* 

Or,  as  1  think  nearer  the  traccb  of  ibc  letters,  Ihu^, 

* ^ my  beard  cut  huff.' 

'Tis  well  known  that  dyeing  of  beards  was  a  frequerjt  custom  in  our  Poets'  time.      Sympson, 
The  l>(iki:\  uioaning  ''more  familiarly  than  accurately  e^ipiessed;  is  *  Though  my  bearJ  is 
dimiriishcd,  aad  in  colour  adulterated,  to  hide  my  age,  yet  you  may  remember,'  ike 


Duke.  Speak,  what  are  they? 
I  kuow  thee  well,  Pandulpho. 

Fund.  My  best  lord !  '         [come! 

As  far  as  sorrow  .will  give  leave,  most  wel- 
This  Virolet  was,  and  but  a  son  of  mine, 
I  might  say,  the  most  hopeful  of  our  gentry; 
And,  tho'  unfortunate,  never  ignoble: 
But  I'll  speak  him  no  further.   Look  on  this. 
This  face,  that  in  a  savage  would  mqve  pit^, 
The  wonder  of  her  sex  !  and  having  said 
Tis  Juliana,  Eloquence  will  want  words 
To  set  out  her  deservings.  Tliis  bless'd  ladj, 
That  did  eifdure  the  rack  to  save  her  husband, 
That  husband^  who,  iu  being  forc'd  to  leave 
l»cr»  [tice 

Endur'd  a  thousand  tortures ;  by  what  prac- 
I  kiK)w  not,  (but  'twas  sure  a  cunning  one) 
Are  made,  the  last  I  hope,  but  sad  examples 
Of  Ferrand's  tyranny.     Convey  the  bodies 
hence ! 

Duke.  Express  your  sorrow 
In  your  revenge,  not  tears,  my  worthy  sol- 
diers ! 
That    fertile  earth,   that  teem*d    so    many 

children 
To  feed  his  cruelty,  in  her  wounded  womb 
Can  hardly  now  receive  'em. 

Boats.  We  are  cold  ; 
Cold  walls  sha'n't  keep  him  from  us ! 

Gun.  Were  he  cover'd  • 
With  mountains,  and  room  only  for  a  bullet 
To  be  sent  level  at  him,  I  would  speed  hira. 

Muster.  Let's  scale  this  petty  lower!    At 
sea  we're  falcons. 
And  fly  unto  the  main-top  in  a  moment: 
What  then  can  stop  us  here? 

1  Cit.  We'll  tear  him  piece-meal ! 

2  Cit.  Or  cat  a  passage  to  him  ! 
Duke.  Let  Discretion 

Direct  your  anger :    That's  a  victory. 
Which  IS  got  with  least  loss;  let  us  make  ours 
such!  [lie  re, 

And  therefore,  friends,  while  we  hold  parity 
Uaii«e  yourscalado  on  the  other  side; 
Hut,  enter'd,  wreak  your  snlfrints. 

[Exeunt  Sailors  and  Soldiers, 

1  Cit.  In  our  wrongs 
There  was  no  mean 

2  Cit.  Nor  in  our  full  revenge 
Will  we  know  any. 

Duke.  Beappeas'd, good  man!   [To  PanJ. 
No  sorrow  can  redeem  them  from  Deatii's 
prison ; 
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What  his  inevitfible  hand  hath  sci2'd  on, 
The  world  cannot  recover.     All  the  comfort 
That  I  can  give  to  you,  is  to  see  vengeance 
Pour*d  dreadfully  upon  the  author's  head. 
Of  which  their  ashes  may  be  sensible, 
That  have  falt'o  by  him.       [Siwnd  a  parley. 

Enter  Ferrand,  Martia,  Jscanio,  and  Ron^ 
vereabume, 
Pand.  They  appear.  [traitors 

Fer,  Tis  not  that  we  esteem  rebellious 
Worthy  an  answer  to  their  proudest  summons, 
That  we  vouch^fe  our  presence,  or  t*  ex- 
change 
One  syllable  with  'em ;  but  to  let  such  know, 
Tho'  circled  round  with  treason,  all  points 

beut 
As  to  their  center  at  my  heart,  'tis  free. 
Free  from  fear,  villains;  and  in  this  weak 

tower 
Ferrand  commands  as  absolute  as  when 
lie  trod  upon  your  necks,  and  as  much  scorns 
ytm.  [thro' 

And  when  the  sun  of  majesty  shall  break 
The  clouds  of  your  rebellion,  every  beam. 
Instead  of  comfortable  heat,  shall  send 
Consuming  plagues  among  you,  and  you  call 
That  government  which  you  term'd  t^atmotu, 
Hereafter,  gentle. 

Duke,  Flatter  not  thyself 
With  these  delucfing  Uopes,  thou  cruel  beast! 
Thou  art  i'  th'  toil,  and  the  glad  huntsman 

prouder, 
By  whom  thouVt  taken,  of  his  prey,  than  if 
(Like  thee)  he  should  command,  and  spoil 
his  forest. 
Fer,  What  art  thou? 
Duke.  To  thy  horror,  Duke  o£  Sesse. 
Fer.  VUe  devil ! 

Duke.  Hescrv'd  for  thy  damnation. 
Fer.  Why  shakes  my  love  ? 
Mart.  On,  I  am  lost  for  ever !         [hand 
Mountains  divide  me  from  him !  some  kind 
Prevent  our  fearful  meeting!  or  lead  me 
To  the  steep  rock,  whose  rugged  brows  are 

bent  ^ 
Upon  the  swelling  main ;  there  let  me  hide  me : 
And  as  our  bodies  then  shall  be  divided. 
May  our  souls  never  meet ! 
Per.  Wlience  grows  this,  sweetest  ? 
Mart,  Tnere  are  a  thousand  furies  in  his 
looks; 
And  in  his  deadly  silence  more  loud  horror. 
Than  when  in  bcllthe  tortur'd  and  tormentors 
Contend  whose  shrieks  are  greater.  Wretched 
It  is  my  father.  [me ! 

Dulce,  Yes,  and  I  will  own  her,  sir. 
Till  my  revenge.  It  is  my  daughter,  Ferrand, 
My  daughter  thou  hast  wbor'd. 

Fer.  I  truinph  in*t !  [pleasure 

To  know  she's  thine,  affords  me  more  true 
Than  the  act  gave  me,  when  e'en  at  the  height, 
1  crack'd  her  virgin  zone.    Her  shame  dwell 

on  thee. 
And  all  thy  family !  May  they  never  know 
Vol.  1L  4 


A  female  issue,  but  a  whore  I  Ascanio, 
Ronvere,  look  chearfully ;  be  thou  a  man  too^ 
And  learn  of  roe  to  die !  That  we  might  fall, 
Aud  in  our  ruins  swallow  up  this  kingdotn. 
Nay,  the  whole  world,  and  make  a  second 

chaos! 
And  if  from  thence  a  new  beginning  rise. 
Be  it  recorded  this  did  end  with  us. 
And  from  our  dust  bath  embrioo ! 

Ronv.  I  liv'd  with  you,  [me 

And  will  die  with  you;  your  example  makes 
Equally  bold. 

Aic.  And  I  resolv'd  to  bear 
Whate'er  my  fate  appoints  me. 

Duke.  'They  are  ours: 
Now  to  the  spoil ! 

Boats.  Pity  the  lady;  to  all  else  be  deaf. 

{Exeunt, 

Within.  Kill,  kill,  kill! 

[Alarumjflouritk  trutnpetSy  retreat. 

Enter  Duke^  with  FerrawTt  head;  the  Citi- 

zentf  Master,  Boatswain,  Gunner,  Soldiers 

bringing  in  Aseunio  and  Martia. 

Duke.  Cruel  beginnings  meet  with  cruel 
ends; 
And  the  best  sacrifice  to  Heav'n  for  peace 
Is  tyrant's  blood,  and  those  that  stuck  fast 

to  hi^n, 
Flesh'd  instruments  in  his  commands  to  mis- 
Wirh  him  dispatch'd.  [chief, 

Boats.  They  Ve  all  cut  off, 

Duke.  'Tis  well. 

All,  Thanks  to  the  Duke  of  Sesse! 

Duke,  Pay  that  to  Heaven, 
And  for  a  general  joy  give  general  thanks : 
For  blessings  ne'er  descend  from  Heaven,  but 

when 
A  grateful  sacrifice  ascends  from  men. 
To  your  devotion !  leave   me :    There's  a 

scene  » 

Which  I  would  act  alone.  Yet  you  may  stay; 
For  wantingjust  spectators,  'twill  be  nothing. 
The  rest  forbear  me ! 

Cit.  Liberty,  liberty, liberty! 

Mart.  1  would  I  were  as  tar  beneath  the 
center. 
As  now  [  stand  above  it.     How  I  tremble ! 
Thrice  happy  they  that  died !  I  dy'w^  live 
To  stand  the  whirlwind  of  a  father's  fury. 
Now  it  moves  towVd  me, 

Duke.  Thou — I  want  a  name 
By  which  to  stile  thee :  All  articulate  sounds 
That  do  express  the.  mischief  of  vile  woman. 
That  are,  or  have  been,  or  shall  be,  arrwcak 
To  speak  thee  to  the  height.  Witch!  Parricide! 
For  thou,  in  taking  leave  of  modesty, 
Hastkill'd  thy  father,  and  his  honour  lost; 
He's  but  a  walking  shadow  to  torment  thee. 
To  leave  and  rob  thy  father,  then  set  free 
His  foes,  whose  slavery  he  did  prefer 
Above  all  treasure,  was  a  strong  defeazance. 
To  cut  oiT  e'en  the  surest  bonds  of  uiercy ; 
After  all  this,  (having  given  up  thyself. 
Like  to  aseusual  beasi,  a  slave  to  hist; 
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Toplaj  tlie  whore,  and  tben  (high  Heav'n,  it 

racks  me !) 
To  find  out  none  to  quench  thy  appetite 
But  the  most  cruel  king,  whom  next  to  heil 
Thy  father  bated,  and  whose  black  embraces 
Thou  shouldst  have  fled  from,  as  tlie  whips 

of  furies! 
What  canst  tliou  look  for? 

Enter  Pandulpho,  mid  the  bodies  home  on  the 
hearse. 

Mart.  Death !  and  *tis  not  in  you 
To  hurt  me  further.     My  old  resolution, 
Take  now  the  place  of  fear !  In  tins  I  liv'd, 
In  thisni  die,  your  daughter. 
^  Pand.  Look  but  here ! 
You  had,  1  know,  a  guilty  hand  in  this; 
Repent  it,  lady. 

Mart,  Juliana  dead  ? 
And  Virolet? 

Pand.  By  her  unwilling  hand. 

Mart,  Fates,  you  are  equal ! — What  can 
now  fall  on  me,  * 

That  I  will  shrink  at?  Now  unmov^J  I  dare 
Look  on  your  anger,  and  not  bend  a  knee 
To  ask  your  pardon :  Let  your  rage  run  higher 
Than  billows  rais'd  up  by  a  violent  tempest. 
And  be,  as  that  is,  deaf  to  all  entrfaties! 
They're  dead,  and  I  prepared;  for  in  their  fall 
All  my  desires  are  sum'd  up. 

Duke.  Impudent  too? 
Die  in  it,  %vrctch  ! 

Boats.  Stay,  sir  !        [Boatswain  kills  her. 


[AetS. 


DiEi^.  How  dar*st  thou,  villain,        [tice? 
Snatcli  from  my  sword  the  honour  of  my  jus- 

Buats,  I  never  did  you  better  service,  sir; 
Yet  have  been  ever  faithful.    I  confess 
That  she  deserv'd  to  die ;  but  by  whose  hund? 
Not  by  a  father's.    Double  all  her  ^uilt. 
It  could  not  make  you  innocent,  had  yoo 

done  it: 
In  me  'tis  murder,  in  you  'twere  a  crime 
Heaven  could  not  pardon.  Witness  that  I  love 
And  in  that  love  I  did  it.  [you  ! 

Duke,  Thou  art  noble; 
I  th^nk  thee  for't.    The  thought  of  her  die 
with  her  I 

Asc.  My  turn  is  next;  yuce  she  could  find 
What  am  I  to  expect  ?  '    [no  mercy, 

Cit.  With  one  voice,  sir, 
The  citizens  salute  you  with  the  stile 
Of  Kiim  of  Naples. 

Duke.  J  must  be  excus'd; 
The  bArden  is  too  heavy  for  ray  shoulder ; 
Bestow  it  where  'tis  due.  Stand  forth,  Asca* 

nio! 
It  does  belong  to  you  ;  live  long  and  wear  it : 
And,  w^i-n'd  by  the  example  of  your  uncle. 
Learn  tliat  you  are  to  govern  men,  not  beasts ; 
And  that  it  is  a  most  improvident  hend. 
That  strives  to  hurt  the  limbs  that  do  sup- 
port it ! 
Give  burial  to  the  dead.  For  me,  and  mine, 
We  will  again  to  sea,  and  never  know  , 

Thcplace,whichinroy  birth  first  gave  me  woe. 
[Flourish  trumpets.  Exeunt  omnc^ 
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SCENE,  Spain, 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I. 

tlnter  Lisauro,  Ttrzo,  Itmenia,  and  Aminta. 

Lisauro.  T  ET  the  coach  go  round !  we*ll 

-*-'  walk  along  tlu^e  meadows, 
And  meet  at  port  upiiin.  Come,  my  fair  sister. 
These  cool  shades  will  delight  you. 

Amin    'Pray  be  ir.erry : 
The  birds  slug  as  ihcy  riK-ant  to  entertain  you; 
EvVy  thing  smiles  abroad ;  inethinks  t!)e  river. 
As  he^tf  als  by,  corls  up  his  bead,  to  view  you : 
Ev'ry  thing  is  in  love. 

Ispn.  You'd  have  it  so. 
You,  that  are  fair,  are  easy  of  belief,  cousin  ; 
The  theme  slides  from  your  tongue 

Amin^  1  fair?  I  thank  you  !  [me. 

Mine  is  hut  shadow  when  yuur  sun  shines  by 

Ism.  No  nx>re  of  this;  you  know  your 
worth,  Aminta. 
Where  are  we  now  ? 


Amin.  Hard  by  the  town,  Ismeoia 

Terzo.  Close  by  the  gates. 

Ism.  Tis  a  fine  air. 

Lis.  A  delicate ; 
The  way  so  sweet  and. even,  that  the  catch 
Would  be  a  tumbling  trouble  to  our  pleasures. 
Alethinks  Fra  very  merry. 

Ism.  1  am  sad*  [cousin. 

Amin.  You're  ever  so  when  we  entreat  you, 

Ism.  I  have  no  reason.    Such  a  tremblinj^ 
Over  my  heart  methinks—  [here, 

Amin,  Sure  you  are  fasting,  [menia? 

Or  not  slept  well  to-night;  home  dream,  Is- 

Ism.  My  dreams  are  like  my  thoughts, 
honest  and  innocent; 
Yours  are  unhappy.  Who  are  these  that  coast 
You  told  me  the  walk  was  private.        [us '  f 

Enter  Antonio  and  MartiwK 
Terso*  'Tis  most  commonly. 


'  Coast  us,  &c.]  See  note  5«  on  The  Loyal  Subject* 
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[Act  1.  Scene  1. 


Ism»  Two  proper  men !  It  seems  they  have 
some  business; 
With  me  none  sure.  I  do  not  like  their  faces; 
Thev  are  not  of  our  company. 

Terzo.  No,  cousin.— 
Lisauro,  we  are  dog*d. 

Li$.  I  find  it,  cousin. 

Ant,  What  handsome  lady? 

Mart.  Yes,  she's  very  handsome ; 
TheyVe  handsome  both. 

Ant.  Martino,  stay ;  we're  cozen'd.  [fire. 

Mart.  I  will  go  up :  A  woman  is  no  wild- 

Ant,  Now,  by  my  life,  she's  sweet.   Stay, 
good  Martino  1 
They  re  of  our  enemies,  the  house  of  Bellides; 
Our  mortal  enemies. 

Mart.  Let  them  be  devils,  [ward. 

Tliey  appear  so  handsomely,  I  will  go  fat- 
If  these  be  enemies,  I'll  ne'er  seek  friends 
more. 

iin^ 'Prithee,  forbear !  the  gentlewomen — 

Mart.  That's  it,  man, 
That  moves  me  like  a  gia.    rPny  ye  stand 
off.— Ladies 

Li$.  They're  both  our  enemies,  both  hate 
us  equally ; 
By  this  fair  day,  our  mortal  foes ! 

Terzo»  (I  know  'em.) 
And  come  here  to  affront!  How  they  gape  at 
They  shall  have  gaping  work.  [us ! 

Ism.  Why  your  swords,  gentlemen } 

Terzo.  'Pray  you  stand  you  o(f,  cousin; 
And  good  now  leave  your  whistling !  We're 

abus'd  all ! 
Back,  back,  I  say ! 

Xii.  Go  backl 

Ant.  We  are  no  dogs,  sir. 
To  run  back  on  command. 

Terz9.  We'll  make  ye  run,  sir.       [ladies. 

Ant.  Having  a  civil  charge  of  ha|^(lsome 
We  are  your  servants !  'Pray  ye  no  quarrel, 
There's  way  enough  for  both,      [gentlemen. 

Im.  We'll  make  it  wider. 

Ant.  If  you  will  fight,  arm'd   from  this 
saint,  have  at  ye  f 

Ism.  Oh,  me  unhappy !  Are  ye  gentlemen, 
Discreet,  and  civil,and  in  open  view  thus 

Amin.  What  will  men  think  of  us !    Nay, 

you  may  kill  us.  [);entlcmen  \ 

Mercy  o'me  i  thro'  my  petticoat?  what  bloody 

Ism.  Make  way  thro'  me,  y'had  best,  and 

kill  an  innocent !  [too  ! 

Brother !  why,  cousin !  by  this  light,  I'll  die 

This  gentleman  is  temperate;  be  youmer- 

Alas,  the  swords!  [ciful! 

Amin.  You  had  l)est  ruu  me  thro'* ! 
^wijl  be  a  valiant  thrust. 

hm.  I  faint  amongst  ye. 

•  You  had  best  run  me  Ihro*  the  belly.]  So  first  folio. 

s  And  modest  difference.]  The  variation  oif  orthoj^raphy  was  made  by  Syropson;  and 
though  we  have  adofittftd  it,  we  are  not  clear  but  differenUy  in  the  old  6ense  of  dUtinctms, 
is  rigfit. 

«  Fm  sure  their  s$x>rdsi»€re  between  my  Uq^^  These  words  are  retrieved  from  the  first 
folio.  / 


Ant.  'Pray  yc  bcn't  fearful !  I  have  done, 
sweet  lady; 
My  sword's  already  aw'd,  and  shall  obey  yoo. 
I  come  not  here  to  violate  sweet  beauty; 
I  bow  to  that. 

Ism.  Brother,  you  see  this  gentleman^ 
This  noble  gentleman. 

Ias.  Let  him  avoid  then, 
And  leave  our  walk ! 

Ant.  The  lady  may  command,  sir; 
She  bears  an  eye  more  dreadful  than  your 
weapon. 
hm.  What  a  sweet  nature  this  man  has! 
Dear  brother. 
Put  np  your  sword. 

Terzo.  Let  them  put  up,  and  walk  then. 

Ant.  No  more  loud  words!  there's  time 

enough  before  us.  [ties. 

For  shame  put  up !  do  honour  to  these  beau- 

Mart.  Our  way  is  this;  we  will  not  be 

denied  it. 

Terzo.  And  ours  is  this,  we  will  not  be 

cj'oss'd  in  it.  [one; 

Ant.  Whate'er  your  way  is,  lady,  'tis  a  fair 

And  may  it  never  meet  with  rude  hands  more, 

Nor  rough  uncivil  tonc;ues ! 

\ExeMnt  Ant,  and  Mart. 
Ism.  I  thank  you,  sir. 
Indeed  I  iliank  you  nobly !  A  brave  enemy! 
Here's  a  sweet  temper  now !  This  is  a  mait, 

brother ; 
This  gentleman's  anger  is  so  nobly  seated, 
That  it  becomes  him;  yours  proclaim  ye 
monsters.  (on  t ; 

What  if  he  be  our  house-foe  ?  we  may  brag 
We've  ne'er  a  friend  in  all  our  hcu^e  so  ho- 
nourable : 
I'd  rather  from  an  enemy,  my  brother. 
Learn  worthy  distances  and  modest  defc^ 

ence*. 
Than   from  a  race  of  empty  friends  loud 
I'm  hurt  between  ye.  [nothings. 

Amin.  So  am  I,  I  fear  too. 
I'm  sure  their  swords  were  between  my  legs*. 

Dear  cousin. 
Why  look  you  pale?  where  are  you  hurt? 

Ism.  I  know  not; 
But  liere  roethinks. 

Lit.  Unliicc  her,  gentle  cousin. 

Ism.  My  hearty  my  heart !  aud  yet  I  bless 

the  barter. 
Amin.  Is  it  so  dangerous? 
Ism.  Nay,  nay,  1  faint  not. 
Amin.  Here  is  no  blood  that  I  find ;  sure 

'tis  inward. 
Ism.  Yes,  yes,  'tis  inward ;  'twas  a  subtle 
The  hurt  not  to  be  cur*d,  I  fear,     [weapon; 
Lis,  The  coach  there ! 
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Amm,  May  be  a  fright* 

Ism.  Aminta,  'cwas  a  siveet  one ; 
And  yet  a  cruet 

Amin.  Now  1  find  the  wouad  plain : 
A  wondrous  handiome  gentleman—— 

Itm,  Ob,  DO  deeper! 
'Prithee  be  silent,  wench;  it  may  be  thy  case. 

Jbnin,  You  must  be  searcb*d;  the  wound 
will  rancle,  cousin.— 
And  of  so  sweet  a  nature-— ~ 

Ian.  DearAmintai 
Make  it  not  sorer ! 

Aftdn,  And  on  my  life  admires  you. 

Ism.  Call  the  coach,  cousin. 

Amin»  The  coach,  the  coach ! 

TerMo,  T'a  ready.  Bring  the  coach  there ! 

Us»  Well,  my  brare  enemies,  we  shall  yet 
meet  ve, 
And  our  old  hat«  shall  testify— 

Ter20,  It  shall,  cousin.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martina, 
Ant.  Their  swords !  alas,  I  weigh  'em  not, 
dear  friend  ; 
The  indiscretion  of  the  owners  blunts  'em ; 
The  fury  of  the  house  affrights  not  me. 
It  spends  itself  in  words.   Oh  roe,  Martino ! 
There  was  a  two-edg'd  eye,  a  lady  carried, 
A  weapon  that  no  valour  can  avoid, 
Nor  art,  the  liand  of  spirit,  put  aside. 
Oil,  friend,  it  broke  out  on  me,  like  a  bullet 
Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  fire ;  chat  point,  Martino, 
D.izzled  my  sense  ^,  and  was  too  subtle  for  me; 
Shot  like  a  comet  in  my  face,  and  wounded 
(Tu  my  eternal  ruin)  my  heart'b  valour. 
Mart.  Mctiiinks  she  was  no  such  piece. 
Aht.  Blaspheme  itot,  sir! 
Sl»e  IS  bo  far  boyond  weak  commendation. 
That  Impudence  will  blu»h  to  think  ill  of  her. 
Mart.  1  see  it  not,  and  yet  I  had  both  eyes 
.    open. 
And  1  could  judge;  I  know  there  is  no  beauty 
'Till  our  eyes  give  it  'em,  und  make  *cm  hand- 
some: 
What's  red  and  white,  unless  we  do  allow  'em? 
A  green  face  else ;  and  methinks  such  an- 
other  

Ant.   Peace,    thou  lewd  heretick!   thou 
judge  of  beauties.^  / 

Thou  hast  an  excellent  sense  for  a  sign-post, 

fri<Mid. 
Didst  thuti  not  see,  (I'll  swear  thou  art  stone- 
blind  else^. 


As  blind  as  lG;norance)whenshe  appear'd  first, 
Aurora  breaking  in  the  Eust?  and  thro'  her 

face, 
(As  if  the  Hours  and  Graces  had  strew'd  roses) 
A  blush  of  wonder  flying?  when  she  was 

frighted 
At  our  uncivil  swords,  didst  thou  not  mark 
How  far  beyond  the  purity  of  snow 
The  soft  wind  drives,  whiteness  of  innocence^ 
Or  any  thini^  timt  bears  celestial  paleness, 
Sh'  appear'd  o'  tU'  sudden  ?  Didst  thou  not 

see  her  tears 
When  she  entreated  ?  Oh,  thou  reprobate  f 
Didst  thou  not  see  those  orient  tears  flowed 

from  her, 
The  little  worlds  of  love  ?  A  set,  Martino, 
Of  such  sanctified  beads,  iind  a  holy  heart  to 
I  could  live  ever  a  religious  hermit.      [love. 
Mart.  I  do  believe  a  little;  and  yet,  me- 
She  was  o'  th'  lowest  stature.  [think s. 

Ant.  A  rich  diamond. 
Set  neat  and  deap!  Nature's  chief  art,  Martino, 
1%  to  reserve  her  models  curious. 
Not  cumbersonic  and  great;  and  such  an  one, 
For  fear  she  should  exceed  upon  her  matter. 
Has  she  fram'd  this.     Oh,  'tis  a  spark  of 

beauty ! 
And  where  they  appear  lo  excellent  in  little. 
They  will  but  fiame  m  great';  ex  ten  tion  spoils 

'em. 
Martino,  learn  this ;  the  narrower  that  our  eyes 
Keep  way  unto  our  object,  still  the  sweeter 
That  comes  unto  us :  Great  bodies  are  like 
countries,  ['em. 

Discovering  still,  toil  and  no  pleasure  finds 
Mart.  A  rare  cosmographer  for  a  small 
island ! 
Now  I  believe  she's  handsome. 

Ant.  Believe  heartily ; 
Let  thv  belief,  tho'  long  a-comiug)  save  thee* 
Mart.  She  was,  certain,  fair. 
Ant.  But  hark  you,  friend  Martino ! 
Do  not  believe  yourself  too  far  before  me  $ 
For  then  you  may  wrong  me,  sir. 

Mart,  Who  bid  you  teach  me?  [tonio  ? 
D'you  shew  me  meat,  and  stitch  my  lips,  An- 
Is  that  fair  play  ? 

Ant.  Now  if  thou  sliouldst  abuse  me— 
And  yet  I  know  thee  for  an  arrant  wencher, 
A  most  immod'rate  thing;  thou  canst  not  love 
long. 
Mart.  A  little  serves  my  turn ;  I  fiy  at  all 
But  1  believe — —  [games; 

*  Ant.  How  if  we  never  see  her  more? 
She  is  our  enemy. 

*  Dazzled  my  sense.]  Seward  thinks  it  would  be  keeping  closer  to  the  metaphor  to  read, 
'  InifHtd  my  fence  ;*  but  the  old  reading;  carries  on  the  metaphor  best.  Dazzled  is  much 
inost  applicable  to  the  point  of  a  two-edged  ey«,  which  he  immediately  after  compares  to  a 
comet.    . 

*  Dost  Mom  not  see  {FU  swear  thou  art  soon  blind  else)J]  Amended  in  1750. 

"  2Yiey  will  but  fiaaie  in  great. j  If  this  be  genuine,  jtiane,  when  applied  to  beauty,  must 
be  a  term  of  contempt,  w'lereas  it  is,  I  believe,  universally  applied  to  it  as  a  term  of  excel- 
lence. 1  verily  thiuk  the  original  wa6,  m>t  flame,  and  then  tht  reason  that  follows  is  just, 
*  because  exteuiion  spoils  'eiu.'       Seward. 
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Mart,  Why  are  you  jealous  then  ? 
As  tar  as  I  conceive,  she  hates  our  whole 

Ant.  Yet,  good  Martino [house. 

Mart.  Come,  come ;  I've  mercy  on  you  : 
You  shall  enjoy  her  in  your  dream,  Antonio, 
And  I'll  not  hinder.     Tho',  now  I  persuade 
myself — 

Enter  Aminta  with  a  letter' 

Ant.  Sit  with  persuasion  down,  and  you 
deal  honestly; 
I  will  look  better  on  her. 

Mart.  Stay ;  who's  this,  friend  ? 

Ant,  Is't  not  the  other  gentlewoman  ? 

TVfrtr^  Yes.     A  letter!  [tonio, 

She  brings  no  challenge  sure?  If^h^  do,  Au- 
1  hope  she'll  bo  a  second  too;  I'm  for  her. 

Amin.  A  good  hour,  gentlemen  ! 

Ant.  You're  welcome,  lady  !  [us 

TTis  like  our  late  rude  passage  has  pour'd  on 
Some  reprehension. 

Amin.  No,  I  bring  no  anger ; 
Tho'  some  desei-v'd  it. 

Ant,  Sure  we  were  all  to  blame,  lady : 
But,  for  my  part,  in  all  humility, 
And  with  oo  little  shame,  I  ask  your  par- 
dons !  [ties. 
Indeed  I  wear  no  sword  to  fright  sweet  beau- 

Amin,  You  have  it;  and  this  letter.  'Pray 
.  you,  sir,  view't, 
And  my  commission's  done. 

Mart.  Ijave  you  none  for  me,  lady  ? 

Amin,  Not  at  this  time. 

Mart.  I  am  sorry  for't ;  I  can  read  too. 

Anun.  I'm  glad :  But,  sir,  to  keep  you  in 
your  exercise. 
You  may  chance  meet  with  one  ill  written. 

Mart.  Thank  you! 
S(^'t  be  a  woman's,  I  can  pick  the  meaning ; 
For  likely  they've  but  one  eud. 

Amin.  You  say  true,  sir.  \Exit. 

Ant.  Martin',  my  wishes  are  come  home 

and  loaden,  [py ! 

Londen  with  brave  return ;  most  happy,  hap- 

I  am  a  bless'd  man!    Where's  the  gentle^ 

woman  ? 

Mart.  Gone,  the  spirit's  gone ;  what  news? 

Ant,  Tis  from  the  lady ; 

From  her  we  saw ;  from  that  same  miracle  ! 

I  know  her  name  now.  Read  but  these  three 

lines;  [holy. 

Read  with  devotion,  friend  !    the  lines  are 

Jilurt.  [reuUiug.]  *  I-  dare  not  chide  vou 
in  my  letter,  sir;  [me 

*  Twill  be  too  gentle  :  If  you  please  to  look 

*  Jn  tl>e  Wesi-street,  and  tind  a  fair  stone 

window 

*  Carv'd  with  white  Cupids,  there  I'll  enter- 

tain you:  [Ismenia.' 

*  Nii^ht  and  discretion  guide  you.     ('all  uie 

Ant.  Give't  me  aiiain !  Come,  come;  fly, 
flv!  I'm  all  tire! 


Mart.  There  may  be  danger. 

Anl.  So  there  is  to  drink, 
When  men  are  thirsty ;  to  eat  hastily. 
When  we  are  hungry ;  so  there  is  in  sleeps 

friend, 
Obstructions  theti  may  rise  and  smother  us ; 
We  may  die  laughing-cboak'd ;  e'en  at  devo- 
An  apopleiy  *,  or  a  sudden  palsy,        [tiouS| 
May  strike  us  down. 

Mart.  May-be,  a  train  to  catch  you<» 

Ant.  Then  I  am  caught;  and  let  Lov« 
answer  for't ! 
'Tis  not  my  folly,  but  his  infamy  ; 
And  if  he  be  ador'd,  and  dare  do  vile  thiogs— ^ 

Mart.  Well,  I  wUl  go. 

Ant.  She  is  a  lady,  sir, 
A  maid,  I  think,  and  where  that  holy  spell 
Is  flung  about  me,  I  ne'er  fear  a  villaiDy. 
'Tis  almost  night;  away,  friend!    - 

Mart.  I  am  ready  : 
I  think  I  know  the  house  too. 

Ant.  Then  we're  happy.  [Ejrw»/< 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Ismenia  and  Aminta, 

Ism.  Did  you  meet  him  ? 

Amn.  Yes. 

Ism.  And  did  you  give  my  letter  ? 

Amin,  To  what  end  went  I  ? 

Ism.  Are  you  sure  'twas  he? 
Was  it  that  gentleman  ? 

Amin.  D'  you  think  I  was  blind? 
I  went  to  seek  no  carrier,  nor  no  midwife. 

Ism.  What  kind  of  man   was  her  Thoa 
mayst  be  deceiv'd,  friend. 

Amin.  A  njan  with  a  nose  on's  face;  I 
t(iink  he  had  eyes  too; 
And  hands,  for  sure  he  took  it. 

Ism.  What  an  answer! 

Amin.  What  questions  are  these  to  one 

that^s  ho£  and  troubled  !  [cousin, 

Do  you  thiiik  me  a  babe?  Am  I  notable, 

At  my  yeais  and  discretion,  to  deliver 

A  letter  handsomely?  is  that  such  a  hard 

thing  ? 
Why  every  wafer-woman  will  undertake  k : 
A  sempster's  girl,  or  a  tailor's  wife,  wou*t 

mish  it: 
A  Puritan  hostess,  cousin,  would  scorn  these 
My  legs  are  weary.  [questions, 

Isn.  I'll  make  'em  well  asain. 

Amin.  Are  they  at  supper? 

htH.  Yes,  and  I'm  not  well,  [ish. 

Nor  desire  no  conjpany.  Look  out !  'tis  dark- 

Amin.  I  tee  notiiing  yet.  Assure  yourself, 
ismenia. 
If  he  htr  a  man,  he  will  not  miss. 

/«;/7.  It  may  be  he  is  modest, 
And  tiiat  may  puli  him  back  from  seeing  me; 
Or  has  made  some  wild  constrrfction  of  my 
I  blush  to  think  what  £  writ.  [casiucss: 


^  We  may  die  lauj<hins,'choak'd  f'en  at  devotions : 
An  upopteii/,  &lc.^  CorrecU^d  by  Seward. 


Act  1.  Sc^ne  3.] 

Amin,  What  shotted  you  blush  at  ? 
Blush  when  you  act  your  thoughts,  not  when 

you  write  'em  ;  [cousin. 

Blush  soft  betwciin  a  pair  of  sheets,  sweet 
Tho'  he   be  a  curiuus-carried  gentleman,  I 

can't  think 
IIc*s  so  unnatural  to  leave  a  woman, 
(A  young,  a  noble,  and  a  beauteous  woman) 
Ixavc  her  in  her  desires:  Men  of  this  age 
Arc  rather  prone  to  come  before  Uiey're  sent 

for. 
Hark  !  I  hear  sometliing:  Up  to  th'  chamber, 
Vou  may  spoil  all  el!>e.  [cousin  ! 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino, 

Ism.  Let  me  see !  TlieyVe  gentlemen : 
Jt  may  be  they. 

Amin.  They  are  they.     Get  you  Up, 
^lu)  like  n  load-star  draw  iiiiiis! 

Jsm.  1*111  ^hanie-fac'd  !      [Ereunt  Ladies, 

Ant.  This  is  the  blreet. 

Mart,  I'm  loo  Ling  fur  the  house. 
Close,  close,  'pray  you  close  I  —Here. 

Ant,  No;  this  is  a  merchant's; 
I  know  the  man  well. 

yiurt.  And  this  a  pothecary's:  I've  lain 
here  many,  times, 
For  a  looscnesb  in  my  hilts. 

Ant.  Have  yon  /not  past  it? 

Aitirt.  No,  sure:  [y^^t. 

There  is  no  house  of  mark  that  we  have  scap'd 

Ant,  VV hat  place  is  this? 

Maj't.  Speak  softer !  'may  he  spies. 
If  luiy,  this;  a  goodly  window  too,     [dark; 
Carv'd  fair  above  '°  f   that  1  perceive.     I'is 
JJnt  she  has  such  a  lustre 

Enter  Ismenia  and  Aminta  abovey  with  a 
taper. 

Ant,  Yes,  Martino  ; 
5o  radiant  she  appears—— 
r    Mart,  Else  we  may  miss,  sir. 
The  night  grows  vengeance  black:    'Pi*ay 

Ileav'n  siie  shine  cic-ar! 
Ilark,  hark  !  a  window,  and  a  candle  toQ? 
Ant,  Step  close.  Tis  she !  I  see  the  cloud 
disperse ; 
And  now  the  beauteous  planet— 

Mart,  Ha !  'tis  indeed. 
Now,  by  the  soul  of  love,  a  divine  creature ! 
Ism.  Sir,  sir! 
Ant,  Most  blessed  lady  ! 
Ism,  'Pray  you  stand  out 
Amin,  You  need  not  fear ;  there's  nobody 

now  stirring. 
Mart.  Beyond  his  commendation  I  am 
Infinite  strangely  taken.  [taken, 

Amin.  1  love  that  gentleman  ; 
Methinks  he  has  a  dainty  nimble  body: 
I  love  him  heartily. 

Ism.  'Tis  the  right  gentleman ; 
put  what  to  say  to  him :— Sir- 
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Amin,  Speak. 
Ant.  I  wait  still ; 
And  will  do  till  1  grow  another  pillar, 
To  prop  this  house,  so  it  please  you. 

Um,  Speak  softly ; 
And  'pray  you  speak  truly  too. 
Ant.  I  never  lied,  lady. 
Ism.  And  do  not  think  me  impudent  to  ask 
you — 
I  know  you  are  an  enemy,  (>ipeak  low !; 
But  I  would  make  you  a  friend. 

Anl,  Vm  tViend  to  beauty ; 
There  is  no  handsomeness  1  dare  be  foe  to. 
Ism.  Are  you  married? 
Ant.  No. 

Ism.  Arc  you  l>erroth*d? 
Ant,  No,  neither. 
Ism.  Lideed,  fair  sir? 
Ant.  Indeed,  fair  sweet,  I  am  not. 
Most  beauteous  viruin,  I  am  free  as  you  are. 
Is7n.  That  may  be,  sir;  then  you  are  roise- 
For  1  am  bound.  [rable, 

Ant,  Happy  the  bonds  that  hold  you  ! 
Or  do  you  put  them  on  yourself  for  pleasure? 
Sure  they  be  sweeter  fur  than  liberty : 
There  is  no  blessedness  but  in  such  hondace. 
Give  me  that  freedom,  madam,!  beseech  you, 
(Since  you  have  question'd  me  so  cunningly) 
To  ask  you  whom  youVe  bound  ta;  he  must 
be  certain  [beauty : 

More  than  human,  that  bounds  in  such  a 
Happy  that  happy   cliain!  such  links  are 
ncav'nly. 
Ism,  'Pray  you  dont  mock  me,  sir. 
Ant.  Tray  you,  lady,  tell  me. 
l$m.  Will  you  believe?  and  will  you  keep 
it  to  you  ? 
And  not  scorn  what  I  speak  ? 

.Ant,  I  dare  not,  uiudam ; 
An  oracle,  what  you  s^ay  f  dare  swear  to. 
Ism.  ril  set  the  candle  by,  fori  shall  blush 
no\v. 
Fy,  how  it  doubles  in  my  mouth!  It  mu^t 
Tis  you  I'm  bound  to.  [out. 

Ant.  Speak  tliat  word  again ! 
I  understand  you  not. 

hm,  Tis  you  I'm  bound  to. 

Ant,  Here  is  another  gentleman. 

Ism,  'Tis  you,  sir, 

Amin,  He  may  l)e  lov'd  too. 

Mart,  Not  by  thee;  first  curse  me  ! 

Ism.  And  if  1  knew  your  name— 

Ant,  Antonio,  madam. 

^i//i.  Antonio,  tal.i  this  kiss;  'tis  you  I'm 

hound  to. 
Aiit.  And  when  I  set  you  free,  may  Heav*a 
forsake  me  ! 

Ismenia 

Ism.  Yes,  now  I  perceive  you  love  me ; 
You've  learn *d  my  name. 

Ant.  Hear  but  some  vows  I  make  to  you; 
Hear  but  tiie  protestations  of  a  true  love. 


*  And  like,  n  land-«/ar.1  Amended  in  1750. 
*>  Carvd  far  abovc,\  \  aricd  iu  1750. 
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Itm.  No,  DO,  Aot  now:  Vows  shoal  the 
chearfu)  things,  [mony : 

Done  in  the  clearest  light,  and  noblest  testi- 
No  vow,  dear  sir !  tie  not  my  fair  belief 
To  such  strict  termt :  Those  men  have  broken 
credits,  ^  [tonio, 

Loose  and  dismembered  faiths,  my  dear  An- 
That  splinter  'em  with  vows.  Am  I  not  U»o 
Correct  me  when  you  please.  J] bold  ? 

Ant,  l*d  rather  hear  you, 
For  so  sweet  musick  never  struck  mine  ears 
Will  you  believe  now?  [yet. 

Jfin.  Yes. 

Ant,  I'm  yours. 

Ism.  Speak  louder; 
If  you  answer  the  priest  so  low,  youll  lose 
your  wedding 

Mart.  'Would  I  might  speak !  I'd  hollow. 

Ant,  Take  roy  heart; 
And  if  it  be  not  firm  and  honest  to  you, 
Heav'n— 

Ism,  Peace ;  no  more !  Ill  keep  your  heart, 
and  credit  it : 
Keep  you  your  word.    When  will  you  come 

again,  friend? 
For  this  time  we  have  woo*d  indifferently : 
I  would  fain  see  you,  when  I  dare  be  bolder. 

Ant,  Why,  any  night.    Only,  dear  noble 
mistress, 
Pardon  three  days !  My  uncle  Julio 
Has  bound  me  to  attend  him  upon  promise, 


Upon  expectation  too:  We  have  rare  sports 

there, 
Rare  country  sports;  I  would  you  could  but 
Dare  you  so  honour  me  ?  [see  'em ! 

bm,  1  dare  not  be  there; 
You  know  I  dare  not ;  no,  I  must  not,  friend. 
Where  I  may  come  with  honourable  free- 
Alas,  I'm  ill  too;  we  in  love  dom— 
Ant.  You  flout  me. 

Ism,  Trust  me,  I  do  not;  I  speak  truth, 
I'm  sickly, 
And  am  in  love ;  but  you  must  be  physician. 
Ant,  V\\  make  a  plaster  of  my  best  af- 
fection. 
Ism,  Be  gone !  we've  supp'd :  I  hear  die 
people  stir.  ! 

Take  my  best  wishes !  Give  me  no  cause, 
To  curse  this  hapy  night.  [Antonio, 

Ant.  1*11  lose  my  life  first. 
A  thousand  kisses ! 

Ism.  Take  ten  thousand  back  again ! 
Mart,  I'm  dumb  with  admiration  ?  Shall 
we  go,  sir  ?  [Exeunt  GeniUmen, 

Ism.  Dost  thott  know  his  uncle  ? 
Amin*  No,  but  I  can  ask,  cousin. 
Jsm.  rU  tell  thee  more  of  that.    Come, 
let's  to  bed  both  ; 
And  give  me  handsome  dreams.  Love,  I  be- 
seech thee ! 
Amin.  W  has  giv'n  you  a  handsome  subject 
hm.  Pluck-to  the  windows  *^     [£jnntiil. 


>*  This  scene  naturally  remindi^  us  of  a  similar  one  in  Shakespeare's  Romeo  and  JuUet;  ta 
which  this,  with  all  its  beauties,  must  be  allowed  to  be  much  inferior. 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Bustopha. 

Bust.  TTHE  thundVing  seas,  whose  wat'ry 
-■•    fir^ 

Washes  the  whiting-mops  **, 
The  gentle  whale  whose  feet  so  fell 

Fljes  o'er  thr  maintains'  tops 

Fra.  [vithin.]  Bo;jr ! 

Bu$t.  The  thund'ring 

Fra.  Why,  boy  Bustopha! 

JBia^  Here  I  am.    The  gentle  whale— 

Enter  Er^nio, 

Fra,  Oh,  are  you  here,  sir  ?  where's  your 
sister? 


Bust.  The  gentle  whale  flics  o'er  the  moun- 
tains' tops— 

Fra,  Where's  your  sister,  man  ? 

Bust,  Washes  the  whitmg-nM»ps • 

Fra.  Thou  liest !  she  has  none  to  wash. 
Mops  ? 
The  boy  is  half  way  out  of  his  wits  sure. 
Sirrah,  who  am  I? 

Bust.  The  thund'ring  seas 

Fra.  Mad,  stark  mad  I 

Bust.  Will  you  notgiv^  a  man  leave  to  con? 

Fra.  Yes,  and  'fess  too,  [father? 

Ere  I  have  done  with  you,  sirrah.  Am  I  your 

Bust.  The  question  is  too  hard  for  i  citild; 

ask  me  -  fyou. 

Any  thing  that  I  have  leam'd,  and  111  answer 


■*  Whiting^mops.]  A  sort  of  fish  so  called;  our  Authors  have  the  same  term  in  The  Mar* 
tial  Maid,  act  ii.  scene  2. 

* —  they  will  tread  you  th^ir  measures  like 

*  Whiting'-mopSf*  6cc. 

So  in  The  Guardian  of  Philip  Massinger,  Camillo  says, 
'  If  it  were  a  fish  day, 
^  1  have  a  stomach  and  wou'd  content  myself 

*  With  this  pretty  iufdting-mop; '  meaning  Mirtilla«        S^/n^^smu 
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Fra.  Is  that  a  bard  question?  Sirrah,  am 
not  I  your  father? 

Bust.  If  I  had  my  mother-wit  I  could  tell 

Fra.  Arc  you  [yoa. 

A  thief? 

Bust.  So  far  forth  as  the  son  of  a  miller. 

Fra,  Will  YOU  be  han^M? 

Bust.  Ixt  It  go  by  eldership. 
Tho  t!;cntlc  whnie 

Fra.  sirrah,  lay  by  your  foolish  study  there, 
And   heat  your  brains  about  your  ovra  af- 
fairs; or 

BiiSi,  I  tliank  you ! 
You VI  have  me  pt)  under  the  sails,  and  beat 
Aly  brains  about  your  mill  ?  a  natural  father 
You  are ! 

Fra.  I  charge  you  go  not  to  the  sports  to- 
day: 
Last  night  J  gave  you  leare;  now  I  recant. 

Buit,  Is  the  wind  turn'd  since  last  night? 

Fra.  Marry  is  it,  sir: 
Go  no  further  thau  my  mill ;  tliere's  my  com- 
mand upon  you. 

Bust.  I  may  go  round  about  then  as  your 
mill  does.  [fried 

I  will  see   your  mill  fielded,  and  his  stones 
In  steaks,  ere  I  deceive  the  country  so! 
Have  J  not  my  part  to  study?  How  shall 
The  sports  go  forward,  if  1  be  not  there? 

Fra.  They'll  want  their  fool  indeed,  if  thou 
be'st  not  there. 

Bust.  Consider  that,  and  go  yourself. 

Fra.  I  have  fears,  sir,  that  1  cannot  utter: 
YotI  go  not,  nor  ^rour  sister;  there's  my  charge. 

Bust.  The  price  of  your  golden  thumb  " 
can't  hold  me.         [Houndt  in  full  cry. 

Fra.  Ay  **,  this  was  sport  that  I  have 
tightly  lov'd ! 
I  could  have  kept  company  with  the  hounds — 

Bust.  You  arc  fit  for  no  other  company  yet.  < 

Fra.  Run  with  the  hare, 
And  been  in  the  whore's  tail  i'  faith  ! 

Bust.  That  was 
Before  I  was  born :  I  did  ever  mistrust 
I  was  a  bastard,  becausf;  lapis  is 
In  the  siuguiar  number  with  me. 


filler  Otrante  and  G^vsto. 

Otr,  Leave  thou  that  game,  Gerasto,  and 
chase  here; 
Do  thou  but  follow  it  with  my  desires. 
Thou 'It  not  return  home  empty. 

Ger.  I'm  prepared, 
My  lord,  witn  advantages :  And  see 
Yonder's  the  subject  I  roust  work  upon. 

Otr.  Her  brother  ?  'tis :  Methinks  it  should 
be  easy: 
That  gross  compound  *s  cannot  but  diffuse 
The  soul,  in  such  a  latitude  of  ease, 
As  to  make  dull  her  faculties,  and  lazjr> 
What  wit,  above  the  least,  can  be  in  him, 
That  reason  ties  together? 

Ger.  I  have  prov'd  it,  sir. 
And  know  the  depth  of  it :  I  have  the  way 
To  make  him  follow  me  a  hackney- paoe, 
Witli  all  that  flesh  about  him ;  yes,  and  drag 
g  [^rv  *!f  Bounds, 

His  sister  after  him.  This  baits  the  old  one; 
Rid  you  him,  and  leave  me  to  the  other. 

[Exit. 

Otr.  Tis  well.— Oh,  Franio,  the  good  day 
to  you  !  [i"g  ; 

You  were  not  wont  to  hear  this  mustck  stand- 
The  besu^le  and  the  bugle  you  have  lov'd, 
In  the  Hrst  rank  of  huntsmen. 
.  Bust.   The  dogs  cry 
Out  of  him  now  ••. 

Fra  •  Sirrah,  leave  your  barking; 
I'll  bite  you  else 

Bust.  Curl  Cur! 

Fra.  Slave,  dost  call  me  dog  ? 

Otr.  Oh  fy,  sir ! 
He  speaks  Latin  to  you ;  he  would  know 
Why  you'll  bite  him. 

Bust.  Responde,  cur/  You  see 
His  understanding,  njy  lord.  ^ 

Fra.  1  shall  have 
A  time  to  curry  you  for  tliis ! — But, 
My  lordj  to  answer  you ;  the  days  have  been 
I  must  have  footed  it  before  this  hornpipe, 
Tho'  I  hail  hazHrdcd  my  mill  a-fire. 
And  let  the  stones  grind  empty  :  But  those 
dancings 


*s  Golden  thumb.]  In  Chaucer*s  character  of  the  Miller  are  the  following  lines : 
-  Wei  coude  he  stel^  corn,  and  toUe  ^t  twye, 
.r» 


'  And  yit  he  had  a  thumb  of  gold,  porde  ! 

Twhit  both  suppose,  that  Chaucer  alladcd  to  the  old  provrrb, '  Every 
honest  Miller  has  a  thumb  of  gold ^  to  which  they  reply  in  Somersetshire,  '  None  but  a 


Dr.  Morell  and  Mr.  Tyrwhit  both  sup 


cuckold  can  see  it.'  To  the  san»e  proverb  our  Author  evidently  refers  in  bustfipha's  speech. 
See  Ray's  Proverbs.         R. 

*«  Fra.  J,  this  was  sport,  &c.l  Without  the  stage  direction  which  Mr.  Seward  and  I  have 
ftfiixed  here,  this  abrupt  speech  wonld  not  be  understood  by  any  reader.         »)ii/inpson.    ' 

*^  That  gross  ct/m'pound.]  The  sense  and  measure  both  seem  here  to  be  incomplece  :  The 
deficiency  I  would  remedy  thus, 

*  For  this  gross,*  &c.  Mr.  Seward  so, 

*  Sure  this  gross.'    The  reader  may  take  his  choice  of  either.        Sympson. 

••  Bust.  The  do^s  ciy  out  of  him  now.]  I  read  for:    Without  this  trilling  chaut^c,  I  sec  no 
humour  in  Bustapho's  answer.  '  The  verv  doj;s>cry  out  against  him,'  dnes  not  suit  the  rest  of 
.  his  drolleries ;  but  *  the  dogs  cry  out  Jor  him  as  carrion  proper  for  them,'  is  quite  in  his 
stile.        Sympson. 

Franio's  answer,  '  leave  your  barking,'  seems  to  confirm  the  old  reading,  *  out  of  him.^ 
Vol.  II.  4  C 
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[Act  S.  Scene  t 


Are  done  with  me :  I  haye  good  will  to't  still, 
And  tliat'8  the  best  I  can  do. 
^  Otr,  Come',  come,  you  siiall  he  hors-d ; 
Your  coippany  desrncs  him  ;   tho*  you  kill 
Run  him  blind,  I  care  not.  fhira, 

Bust,  He  will  do  it  [mill. 

O*  purpose,  my  lord,  to  bring,  him  up  to  the 

Fru.  Do  uot  tempt  me  too  far,  my  lord, 

ptr.  There  is 
A  foot  i*th*  stirrop;  Til  not  leave  you  how. — 
You  shall  see  the  game  fall  once  again. 

J'Vfl.  Well,  my  lord,  I  will  make  ready 
My  lees  fqr  you,  and  try  'nii  once  a-horse- 


SJrrah!  my 


.    my  charge;  keep  it!  [back. 

Bust,  Ves;  .  [sake, 

When  you  pare  dowq  your  dish  for  conscience 
When  your  thumb'scoin*dinto^i»tf  4"  l^galUy 
\A'hen  you  are  a  true  man-militr. 

X)/r.  What's 
The  matter,  Bubtopha  ? 

B//s^  My  lord,  if  you  fgers. 

Have  e*er  a  drunken  jade  that  has  the  sta^- 
That  will  fall  twice  the  height  of  our  mill 

with  him, 
Set  him  o*  th*  back  on  him ;  a  jralled  jennet 
That  wjll  winch  him  out  o'  th'  saddle,  and 

break  one  on*s  necks. 
Or  a  shank  of  him  (there  was  a  fool 
Going  that  way,  hut  the  ass  had  better  luck) ; 
Or  one  of  your  brave  Barbaries,  that  would 
pass  [with  him : 

The  Straits,  and  run  into  his  own  country- 
The  first  Moor  he  met  would  cut  his  throat 
For  complexion's  sj^ke;  tiiere's  as  deadly  feud 
between  [white. 

A  Moor  and  a  miller,  as  between  black  and 
Otr,  Fy,  fy  !  this  is  unnatural,  Bustopha, 
Unless  on  some  strong  cause. 

Bust.  Be  judge,  my  lord  :  I*jn  studied  in 

my  part;  [me; 

The  Julian  feast's  to-day,  the  country  expects 

I  speakTall  the  dumb-shows;  my  sister  chosen 

For  a  nymrth.     *  The  gentle  whale  whose  feet 

'     80  fell.' 
Cry  mercy!  that  was  some  of  my  part;  but 

bis  charge  is, 
To  keep  the  mill,  and  disappoint  the  revels. 
Otr,  Indeed,  there  it  speaks  shrewdly  for 
thee,  the  country 
Expecting. 

Bust.  Ay,  and  for  mine  own  grace  too. 
p/r.  Yes,  and  being  studied  too,  and  the 

main  speaker  too. 
Bust,  The  main?  why,  all  my  speech  lies 
i)i  the  main. 
And  the  dry  ground  together :  ^  The  thun- 

d'ring  seas,  whose * 

Otr,  Nay,  then  thou  must  go ;  thoultbe 
much  condemned  else. 
But  then,  o'  th'  other  side,  obedience. 

Bust.  Obedience? 
But  speak  your  conscience  now,  my  lord ;  am 
Not  I  past  asking  blessing  at  these  years? 
Speak  as  you're  a  lord ;  if  you  had  a  miller 
to  your  father 


Otr,  I  must  yield  to  you,  Bustopha ; 
Your  reasons  are  so  strong,  I  cannot  contra- 
dict. 
This  1  think,  if  you  go,  your  sister  ought 
To  go  along  with  you. 

Bust,  There  I  stumble  now  : 
She  is  not  at  age. 

Otr,  Why,  she's  fifteen,  and  upward?. 

Bust,  Thereabouts. 

Otr.  That's  woman's  ripe  age;  as  full  at 
thou  art 
At  one-and-twenty :  She's  manable,  is  she  not? 

Bust.  1  think  not:  Poor  heart,  she  «*a5 


never  tried, 


[not 


In  ray  conscience.    Tis  a  coy  thing;  she  will 
Ki&s  you  a  clown,  not  if  he  would  kiss  hcr-*- 

Otr.  What,  man? 

Bust.  Not  if  he  would  kiss  her,  I  say. 

Otr.  Oh, 'twas  cleanlier  than  I  expected.— 
Well,  sir, 
ril  leave  you  to  your  own;  but  roy  opinion 
Is,  you  may  take  her  along — This  is  halfway; 
The  rest,  Gerastoand  I  hunt  my  prey.  [Exii, 

Bust.  Away  with  the  old  miller,  my  lord! 
And  the  mill  strikes  sail  presently 

Enter  Pedro,  with  Gera^to  bUnded,  tinghg. 

SOXG. 

Gcr. Come  follow  me,  you  country  lasses? 
And  you  shall  see  such  sport  as  passes; 
You  shall  dance,  and  I  will  sing; 
Pedro,  he  shall  rub  the  string; 
FacIi  shall  have  a  loose-brnlicd  gown 
Of  green,  and  laugh  'till  you  lie  down. 
>     Come  follow  me,  come  follow,  6cc 

Enter  FlorimU. 
Bust,  Oh,  sweet  Diego,  the  sweetest  Di- 
ego !  Stay. — Sister  Florimel  f 
Fhr.  What's  that,  brother? 
Bust.  Didst  not  hear  Diego?  Hear  him, 

and  thouMt  he  ravish'd. 
Ffor,  I  have  heard  him  sing,  yet  onra- 

vish'd,  brotjier. 

Bust.  You  had  the  better  luck,  sister.    I 

was  ravish'd  [sports! 

By  my  own  consent.    Come  away;  for  the 

Flor.  I  have  the  fear  of  a  fatlier  ou  we, 

brother. 
B^st.  Out !  the  thief  is  as  safe  as  in  his 
mill;  he's  huntipg  with  our  great  landlord,       j 
the  don  ()trantc.    Strike  up,  Diego. 

Flor,  But  say  be  return  before  us,  whcrc's 

our  excuse  ? 
Bust.  Strike  ud,  Diego !  Hast  no  strings 

to  thy  apron  r 
F/or,,  Well,  the  fault  lie  upon  your  head, 

brother. 
Bust.  My  faults  never  mount  so  high,  g»rl ; 
they  rise 
But  to  my  middle  at  m^st.  Strike  up,  Diego. 
Ger,  Follow  me  by  ilii?  ear;  I'll  leadrhr'J 
Bustopha,  and  pretty  Florimel  thy  sister.  [<•!*» 
Oh,  that  1  could  sec  her ! 


Act  f .  Sc^nb  2.J 
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Butt,  Oby  Diego,  tbere*s  two  pities  apon 
thee: 
Oreat  pit^  thou  art  blind;  and  as  great  a  pity, 
Thou  canst  not  sec. 

SONG. 

Oer:  You  shall  have  crownsof  roses, daisies, 
Buds,  where  the  honey-maker  grazes  ^7; 
You  shall  taste  tl)e  golden  thighs, 
Such  as  in  wax-chamber  lies. 
What  fruits  please  you,  taste,  freely  pull 
Till  you  have  all  your  bellies  full. 

Come  follow  me,  &c. 
Bust.  Oh,  Diego !  the  don  was  not  so  sweet 
wlicii  he  perfuiU*d  the  steeple.  [Exeuni. 

SCENE  J  I. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Martina, 

Tifart.  VVhy,  how  now,  friend  ?  thou  art 
not  lost  a^ain?  fwilderness; 

Ant.  Not  lost?    Why,  all  the  world's  a 
Some  places  peopled  more  by  braver  beasts 
Than  others  are;  but  faces,  faces,  man; 
Alay  a  man  be  caught  with  faces? 

Slart.  Without  wonder, 
'Tis  odds  against  him :  iVlay  not  a  good  face 
Lead  a  man  about  by  the  nose?    Alas, 
The  nose  is  but  a  part  against  the  whole. 

Ant.  But  is  it  possible  that  two  faces 
Should  be  so  twinn'd  in  form,  complexion, 
Figure,  aspect,  that  neither  wen,  nor  mole, 
The^ table  of  ihe  brow,  the  eyes'  lustre, 
The  lips'  rherry,  neither  the  blush  nor  smile, 
Should  s^ivc  the  one  distinction  from  the  other? 
Does  Nature  work  in  moulds? 

Mart.   Altogether; 
We're  all  one  nioiiM,  one  dust. 

Ant.  Thy  rea:ioi»'s  mouldy: 
I  speak  from  the  t'orra»  thou  the  matter.  Why? 
Was  it  not  ever  one  of  Nature's  glories, 
Nay,  her  great  pieceof  wonder,  that  amongst 
So  many  millions  millions  of  her  works 
She  left  the  eye  di«>tinction,  to  cull  out 
The  one  from  other ;  yet  all  one  name,  the 

Mart,  You  mu6t  [face? 

Compare  'em  by  some  other  part  of  the  body. 
If  the  face  cannot  tlo't. 

Ant,  Didst  ask  her  natne? 

Mart.  Yes,  and  whovave  it  her; 
And  what  they  proniis'd  utore,besidesaspoon, 
And  what  apostle's  picture :  8he  is  christen'd 

loo, 
In  token  whereof  slic's  call'd  IsaWla ; 
I'he  dau-^hter  of  a  country  plow*swaiu  by : 
If  this  be  not  true,  she  lies. 

Aut,  She  cannot : 
It  would  l)eseen,  a  blister  on  her  lip. 
Should  falshood  touch  it,  it  is  so  tender. 


Had  her  name  licld,  't  had  befeh  Ismenia^ 
And  not  another  of  her  name. 

Mart.  Shall  I  spenk  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  if  thou  wilt  speak  truth. 
Is  she  not  wondrous  like  ? 

Mnrt,  As  two  garments 
Of  the  same  fashion,  cut  from  the  same  piifccf  j 
Yet,  if  any  excel,  this  has  the  first; 
And  in  my  judgment  'tis  so. 

Ant.  It  is  my  opiiiidn. 

Mart.  Were  it  the  face  wbci%  mine  eyes 
should  dwell, 
I  would  please,  both  with  this,  as  soon  as  oq6 
With  the  other. 

Ant.  And  Y€t  the  otli^r  is 
The  case  of  this  *'.    Had  I  not  look'd  upon 
Ismeniii,  £  ne'er  had  stay'd  beyond 
Good  morrow's  time  in  view  of  this. 

Murt.  'Would  i  could  leave  him  here ! 

[Aiiit. 
'Twcrc  a  free  passage  to  Ismcnia. 
I  must  how  blow,  as  to  put  out  the  fire; 
Yet  k  indie  *t  more. — You  not  consider,  sir^ 
The  great  disparity  is  in  their  bloods. 
Estates  and  fortunes:  There  is  the  rich  beauty, 
Which  this  poor  homeliness  is  not  enSowM 
Therr'i  difference  enough.  [with; 

Ant.  The  le;ist  of  all ; 
Equality  is  no  rule  in  Lore's  gHimmar. 
That  sole  unh:ippiness  is  left  to  princes, 
To  marry  blood  :  We  are  free  disposers, 
And  have  the  pow'r  to  equalize  their  bloods 
Up  to  our  owji ;  wo  cannot  keep  it  back ; 
'*'ris  a  due  debt  from  us.  * 

Mart.  Ay,  sir,  had  you 
No  father,  nor  uncle,  nor  such  hindercrs. 
You  might  do  wiih  yourself  at  your  pleasure; 
But  as  it  is 

Ant.  As  it  is?    It  in  nothing t 
Their  powVs  will  come  too  late,  to  give  me 
The  yesterday  I  lost  '^  [  back 

Alart.  Indeed,  to  say  sooth. 
Your  opposition  from  the  other  part 
Is  of  more  force ;  there  you  run  the  hazai'd 
Of  every  hour  a  life,  had  you  supply; 
You  meet  your  dearest  enemy  in  love 
With  all  his  hate  about  him:  Twill  be  mors 

hard 
For  your  Ismenia  to  come  home  to  you^ 
Than  you  to  go  to  country  Isabel. 

Enter  Julio. 
Ant.  Tush !  'tis  not  fear  removes  me. 
Mart.  No  more!  your  uncle. 
Jui.  Oil,  the  good  hour  upon  you,  gentle^ 
men ! 
Welcome,  nephew !  ?peak  it  toyourfriend,sir| 
It  may  be  happier  receiv'd  from  you. 
In  his>  iicccplduoe. 


*7  Honey^maker  gazes.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

»8  And  yet  the  other  is  the  case  ofthL^.]  Seward  proposes  to  substitute  cau$e  for  c<tft* 

^  Tiie  Yesterday  I  lout .]  Seward  here  would  read, 

< too  late,  to  ^ive  me  bnck 

*  What  Yialerday  Host: 
4C9 
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[Acts.  Scene t. 


Ant.  I  made  bold,  ancle. 
To  do't  before;  and  I  think  he  believes  it. 

Mart.  'Twas  never  doubted,  sir. 

Jvlio.  Here  are  sports,  dons. 
That  you  must  look  on  with  a  loving  eye, 
And  without  censure,  unless  it  be  giving 
My  country  neighbours*  loves  their  yearly 
offViugs,  [pain 

That  must  not  be  refused ;  thouj^h't  be  more 
To  the  spectator,  than  the  painful  actor; 
It  will  abide  no  more  test  tnan  the  tinsel 
We  clad  our  masks  in  for  an  hour's  wearing, 
Or  the  liv'ry  lace  sometimes  on  the  cloaks 
Of  a  great  dfon*s  followers :  I  speak'no  further 
Than  our  own  country,  sir. 

Mart.  For  my  part,  sir,  [come. 

The  more  absurd,  *t  shall  be  the  better  wel- 

Julio.  You'll  find  the  guest  you  look  for. 
I  heard,  cousin. 
You  were  at  Toledo  th'  other  day. 

Ant.  Not  late,  sir. 

Julio.  Oh  fv!  must  I  be  plainer?    You 
changed  Vh-  point 
With  Terzo  and  Lisauro,  two  o'th' stock 
Of  our  antagonists,  tlie  Bel  tides. 

Ant.  A  mere  proffer,  sir ;  the  prevention 
Was  quick  with  us:  We  had  done  somewhat 
This  gentleman  was  engaged  in't.  [else. 

Julio.  I  am  the  enemy 
To  his  foe  for  it.    That  wildfire  will  crave 
More  than  fair  water  to  quench  it,  1  suspect: 
Whence  it  will  come,  I  know  not. 

Etiter  tnfo  or  three  Gentlemen. 
Ant.  I  was  about  a  gentle  reconcilement; 
But  I  do  fear  I  shall  go  back  again. 

Jul.  Come,  come;  the  sports  are  coming 
on  us; 
Nay,  I  have  more  guests  to  grace  it :  Wel- 
come, don 
Gostanco,  Giraldo,,  Philippo !  Seat,  seat  all ! 

[  Music. 
Enter  a  Cupid. 
Cupid.  Love  is  little,  and  therefore  T  pre- 
sent him ; 
Love  is  a  fire,  therefore  you  may  lament  hira«*. 
Mart.  Alas,  poor  Ixn'e !  who  are  they  that 

can  quench  him  ? 
Julio.  He's  not  witliout  those  members ; 
fear  him  not. 


Cupid.  Love  shoots;  therefore  I  bear  bis 
bow  about ; 
And  Love  is  blind ;  therefore  my  eyes  are  oat. 
Mart,  I  never  heard  Love  give  reason  for 
what  he  did  before. 

Enter  Bustopka,  for  Paris. 

Cupid.  Let  such  as  can  see,  see  sach  as 

cannot.     Behold  [eold; 

Our  goddesses  all  three  strive  for  the  ball  of 

And  here  fair  Paris  comes^  the  hopeful  youth 

of  Troy,  [only  joy. 

Queen  Hecuba*s  darling  son,  king  Priam's 

Mart.  Is  this  Paris  ? 
I  should  have  taken  him  for  Hector  rather. 
Bust.  Paris  at  this  time :  Tray  you  hold 

your  prating ! 
Ant.  Paris  can  be  angry. 
Julio.  Oh,  at  this  time 
You  must, pardon  him;  he  comes  as  a  judge. 
Mart.  God's  mf.rcy  on  all  tliat  look  upoo 

him,  say  I. 
Bust.  The  thundVing  seas,  whose  wat'ry 
fire  washes  the  whitin};-mops. 
The  gentle  whale,  whose  feet  so  fell  flies  o'er 

the  mountain  tops. 

No  roars  so  fierce,  no  thnmts  so  deep,  no 

h<?wjs  can  bring  sucli  fears,    [and  hean. 

As  Paris  can,  if  garden  from  he  call  his  dogs 

Mart.  Ay,  those  they  were  that  1  feard 

all  this  while. 

Bust.  Yes,  Jack-an-apes 

Mart.  I  thank  you,  good  Paris ! 
Bust.  You  may  hold  your  peace,and  stand 
further  out  o*  th' way  then : 
The  iiues  will  fall  wliere  they  light. 
Yes,  Jack-an-apes,  he  hath  to  sports,  and 

faces  make  like  mirth. 
Whilst  bellowing  bulls  the  horned  beasts  do 
loss  from  ground  to  earth. 

Blind  bear  there  is",  as  Cupid  blind 

Ant.  That  bear  would  be  w  hipp'd  fur  losing 

of  his  eyes. 
Bust.  Be- whipped  man  may  see. 
But  we  present  no  such  content,  but  oymphs 
such  as  they  be. 
Ant.  These  are  Ions;  lines. 
Mart.  Can  .you  blame  him,  leading  bulls 
and  bears  in  *em  ? 


«•  Therefore  you  may  lament  Aiwi.J  The  rhyme  by  this  reading  is  preserved  'tis  true,  but  I 
am  afraid  the  sense  is  lost ;  for  where  is  the  congruity  between  Love's  bung  a  JirCy  and  our 
lamehtifig  ofhimY    Besides,  the  next  line  contradicts  this,  which  runs  so, 
*  Alas,  poor  Love,  who  are  they  that  can  quench  him?' 
I  imagine  therefore  that  we  should  read  as  the  line  quoted  gives  us  licence, 

* Therefore  you  may  quench  him.'        Synipson. 

^  Alas,  poor  Love!'  in  the  next  line  seems  to  refer  to  latnenting  hun.    The  mock  drama  is 
perhaps  purposely  inconi^ruous. 

«»  iittud  hear  there  is,  &c.]  Mr.  Seward  is  of  opinion  that  a  line  here  is  got  out  of  its  place, 
and  that  Antonio  drolls  upon  whipping  the  bear  before  the  whipping  was  spoke  of,  and  pro- 
poses reading  thus:  ' 

Bust.  *  Blind  bear  there  is,  as  Cupid  blind  be-whipped  man  may  see. 
Ant.  *  That  bear  should  be  whipp'd  for  losing  of  his  eyes. 
Bust.  *  But  we  present/  4c«        Sympson. 


▲ct  ft.  Scene  3.] 


THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL. 


566 


Enter  Shepherd  tinging,  with  Ismenia,  Amin- 
toy  Florlmel  (aa  Juno,  Pailoi,  Venut)^  and 
three  Nymph$  attending. 
Bttst.  Go,  Cupid  blind,  coDCluct  the  domb; 
for  iadies  muse  not  speak  here. 
Let  shepherds  sin^  with  dancing  feet,  aod 
cords  of  iDOsick  break  here ! 
Now  ladies  figJit,  with  heels  so  light; 

By  lot  your  luck  must  fall. 
Where  Paris  please,  to  do  you  ease. 
And  give  the  golden  ball.       [Dance. 
Mart.  If  you  play'd  Paris  now,  Antonio, 
Where  would  you  bestow  it  ? 

Ant.  I  prithee,  friend, 
Takcthe  full  freedom  of  thought,but  no  words. 
Mart.  'Protest  there's  a  third,  which  by 
her  habit 
Should  personate  Venus,  and,  by  consequence 
Of  the  story,  receive  the  honour's  prize  : 
And  were  I  a  Paris,  there  it  should  be. 
Do  you  note  her  ? 

Ant.  -No ;    min*  eye's  so  fix'd,  I  cannot 

move  it. 
Cupid.  The  dance  is  ended ;  now  to  judge- 
ment, Paris! 
Stat.  Here,  Juno,  here! — But  sUy ;  I  do 
espy 
A  pretty  gleek  coming  from  Pallas' eye: 
Here,   Pallas,  here!— Yet  stay  agam;  ine- 

thinks 
I  see  the  eye  of  lovely  Venus  winks :    [ey'n ! 
Oh,  dose  them  both ;  shut  in  those  golden 
And  I  will  kiss  those  sweet  blind  cheeks  of 

thine. 
Juno  is  angry ;  yes,  and  Pallas  frowns: 
'Would    Paris   now  were  gone  from   Ida's 

downs ! 
They  both  are  fair ;  but  Venus  has  the  mole, 
The' fairest  hair,  and  sweetest  dimple-hole: 
To  her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  her,  omcither; 
Can  one  man  please  three  Indies  all  together  ? 
No;  take' It,  Venus!  toss  it  at  thy  plrasure; 
Tliou  art  the  lover's  friend  beyond  his  mea- 
sure. 
Julio.  Paris  has  done  what  man  can  do, 
pleas'd  one  : 
Who  can  do  more? 

Mart.  Stay;  here's  another  person. 

Enter  Gernttn^  as  Mars. 
Ger.  Come,  lovely  Venus ;  leave  this  lower 
orb, 
And   mount  with  Mars  up   to  his  glorious 
Bust.  How  now?  what's  he?  [sphere. 

Fhr.  I'm  ijijnorant  what  to  do,  sir. 
Gcr.  Tliv  silver  yoke  of  doves  are  in  the 
team. 
And  thou  s'jftlt  fly  thorou^^h  Apollo's  beam: 
I'll  see  t^ec  seated  in  thy  lioMcn  liirone, 
And  hold  with  Mars  a  sweet  conjunction. 

\EiU  with  Florlmel. 

Bust.  Ha!  wlmt  fellow's  tliis?  h' has  car- 
ried away 


My  sister  V^enus:  He  never  rehears'd  ' 

Ilis  part  with  me  before. 

Julio.  What  follows  now,  « 

Prince  Paris? 

Fhr.  [mitkiu.']  Help,  help,  help ! 

Bust.  Hue  and  cry,  I  think,  sir;     [mel's. 
This  is  Venus'  voice,  mine  own  sister  Flori- 

Mart.  What,    is  there  sonte  tragick  act 
behnid?  [and  Venus 

Bust,  No,  no;  altogether  comical;  Mars 
Are  in  the  old  conjunction,  it  Sfcms. 

Mart,  *  ris"  very  improper  then ;  for  Venus 
Never  cries  out  when  she  ronjoins  with  Mars. 

B*ist.  That's  true  indeed ;  tliey  are  out  of 
their  parts  sure: 
It  may  be  'bs  the  book-holder's  fault;  I'll  go 
see.  [Fxit. 

Julio.  How  like  you  our  country  revels, 
gejitlumcn?    "  [sir. 

All  Gent.  Oh,  they  commend  tl»emstlves, 

Ant.  Methinks  now  Juno  and   Minerva 
should  take 
Revenge  on  Paris ;  it  can't  end  without  it. 

Mart,  1  did  expect, 
Instead  of  Mars,  the  storm  gaoler  .^lus; 
And  Juno  proff 'ring  her  deiopcia 
As  satisfaction  to  the  blustriug  god, 
To  «end  histossers  fort!). 

Julio.  It  nmy  so  follow; 
Let's  not  prcjudicaie  the  history  ! 

Enter  Bustopha. 

Bust.  Ob,  oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Julio.  S.),  here's  a  passion  towards. 

Bust.  Help,  help,  li'you  hcgeutiemen!  my 
My  Venus !  she's  stol'n  away.  '    [sister, 

Julio.  The  styry  changes 
From  our  expectrttion. 

Bust.  H(.lp  I  my  father 
The  miller  will  hang  me  el«c :  God  Mars 
Is  a  bawdy  villain  !  he  said  siie  should  ride 

upon  doves : 
Slie's  hors'd,  she's  hors'd,  whether  she  will  or 

Mart.  Sure,  I  think  he's  serious.  [no. 

Busl^  She's  hors'd  upon 
A  double  gelding,  and  a  stone-horse  in 
The  breech  of  her :  The  poor  wench  crie*  help. 
And  I  cry  help,  and  none  of  you  will  help. 

JuUo.  Speak,  is  it  the  show?  or  dost  thou 
bawl? 

Bust.  A  pox  on  the  ball!  my  sister  bawls, 
and  I  bawl !  [halter 

Either  bridle  horse  and  follow,  or  give  me  a 
To  hang  myself:  1  cannot  run  so  fast 
As  a  hoa;. 

Julio^  Why,  follow  me  !  I'll  fill 
The  country  with  pursuit,  but  I  will  find 
rhe  tliief  !  'My  house  thus  abus'd  ?  -    [Esit, 

Bust.  Tit  my  liouse  that's 
Abu5  d ;  the  sister  of  uiy  flesh  and  blood ! 
Oh,  oh !  [E.tit. 

1  Wench.  'Tis  time  we  all  shift  for  our- 
If  this  he  serious.  [selves, 

u  Weric'h.  liowfc'er,  III  be  gone. 

3  Wench.  Aud  L  [Exeunt. 
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[Act  2.  Sequel 


Ant,  You  need  not  fright  your  beauties, 
pretty  souls, 
With  the  least  pale  complexion  of  a  fear. 
Mart.  Juno  has  better  courage,  and  Mi- 
nerva's more  discreet. 
Tsm.  Alas,  my  courage  was  so  counterfeit, 
It  mi<rht  have  been  struck  from  me  with  a 

feather : 
Juno  never  had  so  weak  a  presenter. 

Amin.  Sure  I  was  ne'er  the  wiser  for  Mi- 

That  I  find  yet  nbtiut  me,  [nerva; 

Ism.  My  dwelling,  sir?  [A fit.  whispers  Ism. 

Tis  a  poor  yeoman's  roof,  scarce  a  league  off, 

That  never  sham*d  me  yet. 

Ant.  Your  gentle  pardon! 
I  vow  my  erring  eyes  had  almost  cast  you 
Pnr  one  of  the  most  mortal  enemies 
Th:it  our  family  has. 
hm.  I'm  sorry,  sir, 
I  am  so  like  your  foe :  'Twere  fit  I  hasted 
From  your  offended  s'^ht. 
Ant.  Oh,  mistake  not ; 
It  was  my  error,  and  I  do  confess  it. 
You'll  not  believe  you're  welcome ;  nor  can  I 

speak  it ; 
But  there's  my  friend  can  tell  you;  'pray 
hear  him  I  feraployment. 

Mart.  Shall  I  tell  her,  sir?  I'm  glad  of  the 
Ant.  A  kinswoman  to  that  beauty  ? 
Amin.  A  kin  to  iier,  sir; 
But  nothing  to  her  beauty. 

Ant.  Do  not  wronj;  it; 
It  is  not  far  behind  her. 

Amin.  Her  hinder  parts 
Are  not  far  off,  indeed,  sir.  [n'>w. 

Mart.  Let  me  but  kiss  you  with  his  ardour 
You  shall  feel  how  he  loves  you. 

Ism.  Oh, forbear! 
Tis  not  the  fashion  with  us.    But  would  you 
Persuade  me  that  he  loves  me? 

Mart.  I'll  warrant  you  [on't. 

He  dies  in't ;  and  that  were  witness  enough 

Ism.  Love  me,  sir  ?  Can  you  tell  me  for 

what  reason  ? 
Mart.  Fy  I  will  you  ask  me  ?  That  which 

you've  about  you. 
IifM.  I  know  nothing,  sir. 
Murt.  Let  him  find  it  then  ! 
He  constantly  believes  you  have  the  thing 
That  hemust  love  you  for;  much  is  apparent, 
A  pweetand  lovely  beauty. 

Ism.  So,  sir;  'pray  you 
Shew  me  one  thing:  Did  he  ne'er  love  before? 
(I  know  you  arc  his  bosom  c(mnsellor.) 
Nay  then,  I  see  your  answer  is  not  ready; 
I'll  not  believe  you,  if  you  study  further. 
Mart.  Shall  I  speak  truth  to  you? 
Ism,  Or  speak  no  more. 
Mart.  Tliere  was  a  smile  thrown  at  him, 
from  a  lady, 
Whohc  deserts  might  buy  him  treble,and  lately 
He  receiv'd  it,  and  i  know  where  he  lost  it; 
In  this  face  of  yours :    I  know  Ins  heart's 
within  you. 
Ism.  Mav  I  know  her  name  ? 


Mart.  In  your  ear  you  may, 
With  vow  of  silence. 

Amin.  He'll  not  give  over,  sir; 
If  he  speak  for  you,  he'll  sure  speed  for  you. 
Ant.  But  that  is  not  the  answer  to  mj 
question.  ^  [science, 

Amin.  You  are  the  first,  in  my  virpiu-con- 
Tliat  ever  spoke  love  to  her;  Ob,  ray  heart! 
Ant.  Mow  do  you  ? 
Amin*  Nothintr,  sir;  but  'would  I  had 
A  better  face  !  How  well  your  pulse  beats! 

Ant.  Healthfully; 
Does  it  not  ? 

Amin    J  t  thumps  prettily,  roethinks.  [great 

Ism.  Alack,  I  hear  it  with  much  pitv :  How 

Is  your  fault  too,  in  wrong  to  the  good  lady? 

Mart.  You  forget  the  difHcult  passage  he 

has  to  htr; 

A  hell  of  feud's  between  the  families. 

Ism.  And  that  has  often  Love  wroui^ht  by 
To  pfacefiil  reconcilement.  [advantage 

Mart.  There  impossible. 
Ism.  This  way  'tis  worscr;  it  may  seed  agala 
In  her  unto  another  generation  ; 
For  where,  poor  lady,  is  her  satisfaction? 

Mart.  It  comes  in  me.   To  be  truth,  I  Invt 
(I'll  go  no  further  for  comparison;  [ber 

As  dear  as  he  loves  you. 
Ism.  How  if  she  love  not? 
Mart.  Tush,  be  that  my  pains!  you  know 
not  what  art 
I  have  those  ways. 

Ism.  Beshrew    you !  you  have   practis'd 

upon  me ;  [nienia. 

Well,  speed  me  here,  and  you  with  your  Is- 

Mart.  Go,thecondition'sdrawny  and  ready 

There  wants  but  your  hand  to't.   »     [dated; 

Amin.  Truly  you  have  taken 
Great  pains,  sir.  [beauty. 

Mart.  A  friendly  part,   no  more,  sweet 
Amin.  They're  happy,  sir,  have  such  friends 
as  you  are: 
But  do  you  know  you  have  done  well  in  this? 
How  will  his  allies  receive  it?  She,  tho'Isa/t, 
Is  of  no  better  blood  than  I  am. 

Mart,  There 
I  leave  it;  1  am  at  furthest  that  way.  [now: 
Istn.  You  shall  extend  your  vow  &  no  larger 
My  heart  calls  you  mine  own,  and  thai's 

enough. 
Reason,  I  know,  would  have  all  yetconceal'd* 
I  shall  not  leave  you  unsaluted  long 
Either  by  pen  or  person. 

Ant.  Vou  may  discourse  [shall 

With  me,  when  you  think  you're  alone;  I 
Be  present  with  you. 

iHtn.  Come,  cousin,  will  you  walk? 
Amin.  Alas,  I  was  ready  long  since.    lo 
conscience, 
You  would  with  better  will  yet  stay  behind. 
Ism.  Oh,  Love !  I  never  thought  th'  hadst 
been  so  blind.  [Excuut, 

Mart.  You'll  answer  this,  sir. 
Ant.  if  e'er  it  be  spoke  on: 
I  purpose  not  to  propound  the  question. 


Acts.  Scene  1.] 
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Enter  JuUo. 

Julio.  Tis  true  the  poor  knave  said :  Some 
ravislicr, 
Some  of  Lust's  blood-hounds,   have  seiz'd 

upon  her; 
The  pill  is  hurried,  as  the  devil  were  with 'em 
And  help'd  their  speed. 

Mart.  It  may  he  not  so  ill,  sir. 
A  well-prepared  lover  may  do  as  much 
In  hot  blood  as  this,  and  perform  it  honestly. 
Julio.  What  ?  steal  away  a  virgin  'gainst 

her  will? 
Mart,  It  may  be  any  man's  case;  despise 
nothiuij;: 
And  that's  a  tliief  of  a  good  quality, 
Most  ct»inii;only  he  brings  his  theft  home 
Tho'  with  a  little  shame.  [again, 

Julio.  There's  a  charge  by 't 
FaH'o  upon  me:  Paris  (the  miller's  son) 
Her  brother,  dares  not  venture  home  again, 
'Till  better  tidings  follow  of  his  sister. 

Ant.  YouVe  the  more  beholding  to  the 
mischance,  sir : 
Had  I  gone  a  boot-haling",  I  should  as  soon 
Have  stoPn  him  as  his  sister:  Marry  then. 
To  render  him  back  in  tlie  same  plight  he  is 
JUay  be  costly;,  his  flesh  is  not  mainiain'd 
'  withlitilt. 


Julio.  I  think  the  poor  knave  will  pine 
away ;  he  cries 
All-to-be- pitied  yonder. 
Mart.  'Pray  you,  sir, 
Let's  go  see  him:  I  should  laugh  to  see  him 
cry, sure. 
Julio.  Well,  you're  merry,  sir. 
Antonio,  keejy  this  charge;  (1  have  fears 
Move  me  to  lay  it  on  you)  'pray  forbear 
The  ways  of  your  enemies,  the  Bellides. 
I  have  reason  for  my  inj  unction,  sir.      [  Exit, 

Enter  Aminta  as  a  page,  voitU  a  letter. 

Ant.  To  me,  sir  ?  from  whom  ? 

Amin.  A  friend,  I  dare  vow,  sir, 
Tho'on  the  enemies'  part :  The  lady  Ismcnia« 

Mart.  Take  heed  ;  blush  not  too  deep. 
Let  me  advise  you 
In  your  answer;  it  must  he  done  heedfully. 

Ant.  I  should  not  seeamascuUne,  in  peace. 
Out  of  that  house. 

Amin.  Alas,  I  am  a  child,  sir; 
Your  hates  cannot  last  'till  I  wear  a  sword. 

Ant.  Await  me  for  your  answer. 

Mart,  lie  must  see  her. 
To  manifest  his  shame;  'cis  my  advantage  i 
While  our  blood's  under  us,  we  keep  above ; 
But  then  we  fall,  when  we  do  fall  in  love. 

[Exeunt. 


*■  Boot-haling*']  See  note  •  on  The  Chances. 


ACT  IIL 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Julio  and  Franio, 


fra*  TV/T^  ^^^^>  ™y  ^^^^^  y^"^  house  hath 

■^^•**  injur'd  me, 
Robb'd  roe  of  all  the  joys  I  had  on  earth. 

Julio.  Where  wert  thou  brought  up,  fellow? 

Era.  In  a  mill : 
You  may  perceive  it  by  my  loud  exclaims, 
Which  must  rise  higher  yet. 

Jul.  O bstrep'ro us  carle  % 
If  thy  throat's  tempest  could  o'er-tum  my 

house, 
What  satisfaction  were  it  for  thy  child  ? 
Turn  thee  the  right  way  to  thy  journey's  end : 
Wilt  have  her  where  she's  not? 

E^a.  Here  was  she  lost, 
And  here  must  I  begin  my  footing  after ; 
From  whence,  until  1  meet  a  pow'r  to  punish, 
I  will  not  rest.     You  are  not  quick  to  grief; 
Your  hearing's  a  dea<J  sense !  Were  yours 

the  loss. 
Had  you  a  daughter  stol'n,  perhaps  be-whor'd, 
(For  to  what  other  end  should  come  the  thief?; 


You'd  play  the  miller  then,  be  lo'id  and  high  ; 
But  being  not  a  sorrow  of  your  own. 
You  have  no  help  nor  pity  for  another. 

Julio.  Oh,  thou  hastop'd  a  sluice  was  long 
shut  up. 
And  let  a  flood  of  grief  in  ;  a  buried  grief 
Thy  voice  hath  wat'd  aeain,  a  grief  as  old 
Aslikcly  'tis  thy  child  is!  Friend,  1  tell  thee, 
I  did  once  lose  a  daughte.r. 

Era.  Did  you,  sir? 
'Beseech  you  then,  how  did  you  bear  her  loss? 

Julio.  With  thy  grief  trebled. 

Era.  But  was  she  stolen  from  you? 
■  Julio,    Yes,  by  devouring  tliieves,  from 

whom  cannot 
Ever  return  a  Siitisfaction : 
The  wild  betists  had  her  in  her  swathing 
cloaths. 

Era.  Oh,  much  good  do  'em  with  her ! 

Julio.  Away,  rough  churl  •<! 

Era.  Why,  she  was  better,  eaten,  than 
my  child, 
Better  by  beasts,  than  beastly  men  dcvour'd  : 
They  took  away  a  life,  no  honour,  from  her; 


*3  A  carle.]  A  churl,  a  elown.  Percy. 

•«  Tpugb  churl.]  Reward  proposes  reading  rough,  which  Sympson  rejects. 
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Those  beasts  might  muke  a  saint  of  her ;  but 

thtse 
"Will  make  my  child  a  deril.  But,  was  she,  sir. 
Your  only  daughter  ? 

Eriter  Gillian. 
Julio.  I  ne'er  had  other,  friend. 
GiL  Where  are  you, man?  your  business 
lies  not  here !  [where: 

Your  daughter's  in  the  pound  ;    I've  found 
Twiil  co>t  you  dear,  her  freedom. 

Fra.  Vi\  break  it  down,  and  free  her  with- 
out pay  I  fine. 
Horse-locks  nor  chains  shall  hold  her  from 

Julio   I'll  take  this  relief: 
I  now  have  time  to  speak  alone  with  grief. 

[Erit.     GiL  zvhispcrs  him 
andlord  ?  he  is  lord  of  my 
lands, 
But  not  my  cattle:  FIl  have  her  again,  Gil. 
GiL  You  are  not  mad  upon  the  sudden  now? 
Fra.  No,  Gil ; 
I  have  been  mad  these  five  hours!  1*11  sell  my 

mill 
And  buy  a  roaring— I'll  batter  down  his  house. 
And  make  a  stews  on*t. 

GiL  Will  you  gather  up 
Your  wits  a  little,  and  hear  me  ?  The  king's 

near  by,  in  progress  ; 
Here  I  have  got  our  supplication  drawn, 
And  there's  the  way  to  help  us. 

Fra.  Give  it  me,  Gil : 
I  will  not  fear  to  give  it  to  the  king.         [it; 
To  his  own  hands,  God  bless  him,  will  I  give 
And  he  shall  set  the  law  upon  their  shoulders, 
And  hang  'em  all  that  had  a  hand  in  it. 
Gil.  Where  is  your  son  ? 
Fra,  He  shall  be  hang'd  in  flitches ! 
The  dogs  shall  eat  him  in  I^nt ; 
There's  cats*  meat  and  dogs'  meat  enough 
about  him. 
GiL  Sure  the  poor  girl  is  the  count's  whore 

by  this  time. 
Fra,  If  she  be  the  count's   whore,   the 
whore's  count  [head ! 

Shall  pay  for't;  he  shall  pay  for  a  new  maiden- 
GiL  You  are  so  vioiousi — This  I'm  re- 
s^lv'd ; 
If  she  be  a  whore  once,  I'll  renounce  her. 
You  know,  if  every  man  had  his  right,  she's 
None  of  our  child,  but  a  mere  foundling; 
(And  [  can  guess  the  owner  for  a  need  loo) 
We  have  but  foster 'd  her. 

Fra,  Gil,  no  more  ol  that ! 
I'll  cut  your  tongue  out,  if  you  tell  those  tales. 
Hark,  hark  !  these  toaters  tell  us  the  king's 

coming. 
Get  you  gone;  I'll  see  if  I  can  find  him. 

[Exeunt. 

l^nter  Liuairo,  Terxo,  Tedro,  and  Moftcado. 
Lis.  Does  the  king  remove  to  day? 
Terzo,  So  say  ilie  harbingers. 


An4  keeps  his  way  on  to  Valentia; 
There  ends  the  progress. 

Pedro.  He  hunts  this  morning,  gentlemen, 
And  dines  i'  th'  fields:    The  court  is  all  ia 
readiness. 
Lis.  Pedro,  did  you  send  for  this  tailor? 
or  you,  Moncado? 
This  light  French  demi-lance  that  follows  us? 
Pedro.  No,  I  assure  ye  on  my  word,  I'm 
guiltless  ; 
I  owe  him  too  much  to  be  inward  with  him, 
Monc.  I  am  not  quit,  I'm  sure  :  There  is  a 
reck'ning  [suits) 

(Of  some  four  scarlet  cloaks,  and  two  lac'd 
linngs  on  the  file  still,  like  a  fearful  comet, 
Makes  me  keep  off. 

Lis.  J'm  in  too,  gentlemen,  [dred. 

I  tliank  his  faith,  for  a  matter  of  three  bun- 
Terzo.  And  I  for  two.  What  a  devil  makes 
l»o  this  way? 
I  do  not  love  to  see  my  sins  before  me. 
Pedro.  'Tis  the  vncarion,  and  these  things 
break  out 
To  see  the  court,  and  glory  in  thei/  debtors. 
Terzo.  What  do  you  call  fiim  ^'t  Tor  J  ne 
vcr  love  [to; 

To  remember  their  names  that  I  owe  money 
'Tis  not  genteel;  I  shun  'em  liko  the  plague 
ever. 
Lis.  His  name's  Vertigo,  (hold  your  heads, 
and  wonder ! ) 
A  Frenchman,  and  a  founder  of  ncxv  fashious: 
The  revolutions  of  all  shapes  and  habits 
Ruu  madding  thro' his  brains. 

Enter  Vertigo, 

Monc.  He's  very  brave  I 

Lis.  Hie  shreds  of  what  he  steals  from  us, 

believe  it,  [yc! 

Make  him  a  ntighty  man.  He  comes ;  have  at 

Vert.  Save  ye  to^iether,  my  sweet  gentlf:- 

I  have  been  looking [men! 

Terzo.  Not  for  money,  sir? 
You  know  the  hard  time. 

Vert.  Pardon  me,  sweet  signor  ? 
Good  faith,  the  least  thought  in  my  lieart; 

your  love,  gentlemen, 
Your  iove's  enoui^h  for  ra«..    Money  ?  hang 
Ijct  me  preserve  your  love.  [money! 

Lis.  Yes,  ujarry  shall  you, 
And  we  our  credit.  You  would  see  the  court? 
Monc.  He  shall  see  ev'ry  place. 
Vtrt.  Shall  I,  i' faith,  gentlemen? 
Pedro.  The  cellar,  and  the  butt 'ry,  and  the 
kitchen, 
The  pastry,  and  the  pantry. 
Terzo.  Ay,  and  taste  too 
Of  ev'ry  office,  and  be  free  of  all  too; 
That  he  may  say,  when  he  comes  home  in 

glory 

Vert,  And  I  will  say,  i'^aith,  and  say  it 

openly,  [also? 

And  say  it  home  too.    Shall  I  see  the  ling 


*5  What  did  you  cM  him  for  f  I  never  hve,]  Corrected  by  Syropsoik 
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Us,  Shalt  see  him  every  day ;  shalc  see  the 
laidies* 
In  their  French  cloaths ;  shalt  ride  a-hanting 
with  him;  [handsomely 

Shalt  have  a  mistress  too. — We  must  fool 
To  keep  him  in  boliel*  w«  honour  him ; 
Hr  tnay  call  on  us  else. 

Pedro.  A  pox  upon  him ! 
Let  him  call  at  home  in 's  own  house  for  salt 
butter. 
Vert.  And  when  the  king  puts  on  a  new 

suit — — 
Terso.  Thou  shalt  see  it  first. 
And  dissect  his  doublets,  that  thou  mayst  be 
perfect. 
Vert,  The  wardrobe  I  would  fain  view, 
gentlemen, 
Fain  come  to  see  the  wardrobe. 

Lis.  Thou  shalt  see  it, 
And  see  the  secret  of  it,  dive  into  it; 
Sleep  in  the  wardrobe,  and  have  revelations 
Of  fashions  five  years  hence. 

Vert.  Ye  honour  me. 
Ye  infiuitely  honour  me ! 

Terzo,  Any  thing  i'  th*  court,  sir, 
Or  within  the  compass  of  a  courtier 
Vert.  My  wife  shall  give  ye  thanks.' 
Terzo.  You  shall  see  any  thing ! 
The  privat'st  place,  the  stool,  and  where  *ti8 
emptied. 
Vert,  Ye  make  me  blush,  ye  pour  your 
bounties,  gentlemen. 
In  such  abundance. 

Las.  I  will  shew  thee  presently 
The  order  that  the  king  keeps  whrn  becomes 
To  open  view,  tliat  tlmu  mayst  tell  thy  neigh- 
bours [thing ; 
Over  a  shoulder  uf  mutton,  th*  liast  seen  some- 
'  Nay,  thou  shalt  prei>ent  the  king  for  this 
time— 
Vert.  Nay,  I  pray,  sir!» 
Lit.  That  thou  mayst  know  what  state 
there  does  belong"  to't.                [nance, 
Stand  there,  I  say !  and  put  on  a  sad  count'- 
Mingled  with  hcjj^ht!     Be  cover'd,  and  re> 
serv'd ;  [rious. 
Move  like  the  sun,  by  soft  degrees,  and  glo- 
Into  your  order,  i^cntlcinen,  uncovered  ! 
The  "kin^  appears.     We'll  sport  with  you  a 

while,  sir;. 
Vui  sure  youVe  merry  with  us  all  the  year 

long,  tailor. 
Move  softer  still;  keep  in  that  fencing  leg, 
Turn  to  no  side.  [monsieur ; 

«*  Shalt  9ce  the  ladiei 

shalt  ride  a-hnntim^  aiM  him.]  As  him  has  nothing  to  refer  to  but  ladies,  I 

would  alter  the  number,  and  read, 

< a-hunting  with  them.*        Sj/mpsou. 

Him  may  refer  to  the  king,  and  most  probably  was  so  intended. 

•7  A  pretty  child  ihe  is. 

A  handftume  mother.]  Mr.  Theobald  proposes  changing  mother  for  mauther^  a  word  used 
now  in  Suifolk  for  a  girl.     But  there  is  no  occasion  at  all  for  tbjs  change.     Sir  Henry  Spel- 
man  in  his  Glossary  tells  us  mother  is  a  corruption  of  the  Danish  word  moer,  which  signifies 
a  girl:    Vide  in  voce  moer.        Sampson. 
Vot.  If.  4  D 


Enter  Franio  out  of  breath, 
Terzo.  Wliat's  this  that  appears  to  him  ? 
Lts.  iVUvi»  a  petition,  and  he  looks  most 
lamentably.  ' 

Mistake  hira,  afld  we're  made. 

Fra.  This  is  the  king;  sure,  [deaths . 

The  glorious  king !     I  know  him  by  his  gay 

Lis.  Now  bear  yourself,  that  you  may  say 

hereafter 

Fra.  1  have  recovered  breath;  1*11  speak 
unto  him  presently. 
May  it  please  your  gracious  majesty  to  con- 
A  poor  mnn'si  case !  [aider 

Vert.  What's  your  will,  sir? 
Lis.  You  must  accept,  and  read  it. 
Terzo.   Vhe  tailor  will  run  mad  upon  my 

life  for't. 
Pedro.  How  he  mumps  and  bridles !  Hell 

ne'er  cut  clonths  again. 
Vert.  And  what*s  your  grief. ^ 
Afonc.  He  speaks  i'  th'  nose  like  his  goose. 
Fra.  1  pray  you  read  there;  l*m  dbus'd 
and  frump*d,  sir, 
By  a  great  man,  tlmt  may  do  ill  by  authority : 
Poor  honest  men  are  hang'd  for  doing  less,sir« 
My  child  is  stol'd,  the  c<juntOtrante  stole  her! 
A  pretty  child  she  is*7,  altho'  I  say  it, 
A  handsome  mother ;  he  means  to  make  a 

whereof  her, 
A  silken  whore;  his  knaves  have  filch'd  her 
from  me ;  [offices. 

He  keeps  lewd  knaves,  that  do  him  beastly 
[  kneel  for  justice:   Shall  I  have  it,  sir? 

Enter  Phiiippo  and  Lords, 

Phil.  Wiiat  pageant's  this  ? 

Lis.  Thekini:! 
Taylor,  stand  off!  Here  ends  your  apparition. 
Miller,  turn  rotuul,  and  there  address  your 
There,  there's  the  k i ng  i n d eed .  [paper ; 

Fra.  May't  please  your  majesty ! 

Phil,  Why  didst  thou  kneel  to  tiiat  fellow? 

Fra.  In  good  faith,  sir, 
I  thought  h'  had  been  a  king,  he  was  so  gnl- 
There's  none  here  wears  such  gold.      [lont ; 

Phil.  So  foolishly? 
You've  golden  busmess  sure !    Because  I'm 

homely 
Clad,  in  no  glitt'ring  suit,  I  am  not  look'd  on. 
Ye  fools,  that  wear  gay  cloatbs,  love  co  be 
gap'd  at,  [you  ? 

What  are  you  better  when  your  end  calls  on 
Will  gold  preserve  ye  from  the  grave  ?  or 
jewels? 


570 


THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL. 


[Act.  3.  Scene  1. 


Get  golden  minds,  and  fling  away  your  trap- 

pings; 
Unto  your  bodies  minister  warm  raiments, 
Wholesome  and  good;   glitter  within,  and 

spare  not ! 
Let  my  court  liave  rich  souls !  their,  suits  T 

weigh  not. 
And  wliat  are  you  that  took  such  state  upon 
Are  you  a  prince  ?  [you  ? 

Lis.  Tl»e  prince  of  tailors,  sir: 
We  owe  some  money  to  him,  an't  like  your 

majesty. 
Phil.  U  it  like  him,  'would  ye  ow'd  more ! 

Be  modestcr: 
A  nd  you  less  saucy,  sir ;  and  leave  this  place : 
Your    pressing-iron   will  make  no  perfect 

courtier. 
Go  stitch  at  home,  and  cozen  your  poor 

neighbours : 
Shew  such  another  pride,  111  have  you  whipt 

And  get  worse  cloatbs ;  these  but  proclaim 

your  felony. 
And  what's  your  p<iper? 
Fra.  I  beset'ch  you  rend  it. 
PhiL  What's  fiere?  the  count Otraute  task'd 
for  a  base  villainy  ? 
For  stealing  of  a  maid  ? 

Jxfrd.  The  count  Otranfe  ? 
Is  not  the  fellow  mad,  sir? 

Fra.  No,  no,  my  lord; 
I'm  in  my  wiis:  I  am  a  labouring  man, 
And  we  have  seldom  leisure  to  run  mad : 
We've  other  business  to  employ  our  heads  \n ; 
We've  little  wit  to  lose  too.   If  we complaiu, 
And  if  a  heavy  lord  lie  on  our  shoulders. 
Worse  than  a  sack  of  meal,  and  oppress  our 

poverties, 
We  are  mad  straight,  and  whop'd  «•,  and  tied 

in  fetters. 
Able  to  make  a  horse  mad,  as  you  use  us. 
You^-e  mad  for  nothing,  and  i>o  man  dare 

proclaim  it ; 
In  you  a  wildness  is  a  noble  trick, 
-  v^nd  cherish*d  in  ye,  and  all  wvii  must  love  it; 
Oppressions  of  all  sorts  sit  like  new  ( loaths, 
Neatly  and  handsomely,  upon  your  lordships : 
And  if  we  kick,  when  your  honours  spur  us, 
We're  knaves  and  jades,  and  ready  for  the 
'  I'm  a  true  miller.  [justice. 

PhiL  Then  thou  art  a  wonder. 
B  Lord,  1  know  the  man  reputed  for  a 
good  man, 
An  honest  and  substantial  fellow. 

PhiL  He  speaks  sense. 
And  to  the  point:  Oreatness  begets  much 
rudeness.  [son. 

How  dare  you,  sirrah,  'gainst  so  main  a  per- 
A  roan  of  so  much  noble  note  and  honour, 


Put  up  this  base  complaint?  most  ev*ry  pear 

sant 

Upon  a  saucy  will  affront  great  lords? 
All  fellows,  miller? 

Fra,  I  have  my  reward,  sir : 
I  was  told,  one  greatness  would  protect  an- 
other, 
As  beams  support  their  fellows ;  now  1 6nd  it 
If*t  please  your  Grace  to  have  roe  hang*d, 

I'm  ready; 
Tis  but  a  miller,  and  a  tliief  dispatch'd. 
Tlio*  I  steal  bread,  I  steal  no  flesh  to  tempt  me. 
I  have  a  wife ;  an't  please  him  to  have  her  too, 
With  all  my  heart;  'twill  make  my  charge       . 
the  less,  sir ;  I 

She'll  hold  him  play  awhile.  I  have  a  boy  too;       ' 
He's  able  to  instruct  his  honour's  h<igs«9. 
Or  rub  his  horses' heels ;  when 'l  please  his 

lordsfiip, 
vHe  may  make  him  his  slave  too,  or  his  bawd: 
The  boy  is  well  bred,cnn  exl»ort  his  sister. 
For  me*,  the  prison,  or  the  pillory,  [oft 

To  lose  my  goods,  and  have  mine  ears  cropt 
Whipt  like  a  top,  and  have  a  paper  stuck 
Before  m«,  for  abominable  honesty 
To  his  own  daui^bter!  I  can  endure,  sir;  die 

miller 
Has  a  stout  heart,  tough  as  his  toll-pin. 

PfiiL  I  suspect  this  shrewdly  ! 
Is  it  his  dauj;hter  that  the  people  call 
The  miller's  iuir  maid  ? 

2  L(*rd,  It  should  seem  so,  sir. 
PhiL  Be  sure  you  be  i'th' right,  sirrah. 
Fra.  If  I  be  i'lh' wrong,  sir. 
Be  sure  you  hang  me ;  I  will  ask  no  courtesy. 
Your  Grace  may  have  a  dau«hier,  (think  of 

that,  sir) 
She  may  be  fair,  and  she  may  be  abus'd  too,^ 
(A  kinjr  is  not  exempted  from  these  cases) 
Stol'n  from  your  loving  care       - 
PhiL  I  do  mut  h  pity  him. 
Fra,  But  lieav'n  forbid  she  shtnilH  be  in 
that  venture  [Grace, 

That  mine's  in  at  this  hour.    I'll  assure  jfour 
The  lord  wants  a  water-mill,  and  means  to 

grind  with  her : 
'Would  I'd  his  stones  to  set  I  I'll  fit  him  forit.       i 
PhiL  Follow  me,  miller,  and  let  me  talk 
with  you  further;     \ 
And  keep  this  private  all,  upon  your  loyalties. 
Tomorrow  morning,  tho'i'm  now  beyond  hira, 
And  the  less  Itwk'd  for,   I'll  bieak  my  fast 

with  the  good  count. 
No  more;  away !  all  to  our  sports;  be  silent. 

[Exeunt. 
Vert.  What  grace  shall  I  have  now? 
Lis,  Chuse  thine  own  grace, 
And  go  to  dinner  when  thou  wilt,  Vertigo; 
We  must  needs  follow  the  king. 


•*  Tf>  are  mad  straight,  and  whop'd.]  .This  slight  corruption  here  my  friend  alters  and 
amends  thus  with  me, 

*  We  are  mad  straight,  and  nhip^dJ       S>'mpson. 
Whop^d,  in  vulgar  language,  such  aS  the  Miller  might  use,  mi;;ht  mean  beaten, 
'9  hogs.]  Sympson'd  anonymous  corrcspoadeot  proposes  reading  dop. 
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Terzo,  You  heard  the  sentence. 

Monc,  If  you  sta^  here,  ill  send  thee  a 
shoulder  of  venison. 
Go  home,  go  home ;  or,  if  thou  wilt  disguise, 
I'Jl  help  ttiee  to  a  place  to  teed  the  dogs. 

Pedro.  Or  thou  shalt  be  special  tailor  to 
the  king's  monkey ; 
Tis  a  fine  place.    We  cannot  stay. 

Vert.  No  nioucy. 
Nor  no  grace, gentlemen? 

Xerzo.  Tis  too  early,  tailor; 
The  king  hasn't  broke  his  tast  yet. 

Vert.  1  shall  look  for  you 
The  next  term,  gentlemen. 

Pedro.  Thou  shale  not  miss  us: 
^Prithee  provide  some  deaths.    And,  dost 

thou  bear.  Vertigo? 
Commend  me  to  thy  wife ;  I  want  some  shirts 

Vert,  IVe  chambers  for  you  all.  [too. 

Lit.  They  are  too  musty; 
When  they  are  clear,  we'll  come. 

Vert.  I  must  be  pafieut 
And  provident;  I  ^liall  ne'er  get  home  else. 

[Bj-eunt. 

8CENE  II. 
Enter  Otrante  and  FlorimeL 

Otr.  'Prithee  be  wiser,  wench !  thou  canst 
not  'scape  me : 
L^t  me  with  love  and  gentleness  enjoy  that 
That  may  be  still  preberv'd  with  love,  and 

long  d  for. 
If  violence  lay  rough  hold,  I  shall  hate  thee; 
And  after  I've  enjoy 'd  thy  maidenhead. 
Thou  wilt  appear  so  stale  and  ugly  to  me 
I  shall  despise  thee,  cast  tiiee  otf ^ 

FUfT*  I  pray  you,  sir, 
Begin  it  now,  and  open  your  doors  to  me. 
I  do  confess  I'm  ugly;  kt  me  go,  sir!  [me? 
Agipsey-girl;  why  would  your  lordship  touch 
Yy,  'tis  not  noble !  1  am  homely  bred,  [me  ? 
Coarse,  and  uuiit  for  you ;  why  do  you  flatter 
There  be  young  ladies  many,  that  will  love 

;    you,  [gentleman. 

That  will  dote  on  you :   You're  a  handsome 
What  will  they  say  wheu  once  they  know 
your  quality  ?  [you  J 

'  A  lord,  a  miller?  Take  your  toll-dish  with 
*  You  that  can  deal  with  gurgeons3<»,  and 
coarse  flour,  [means.' 

'  Tis  pity  you  should  taste  what  manchct 
Js  this  Bt,  sn*,  for  your  repute  and  honour  ? 

Otr.  ril  love  thee  still. 

Fhr,  You  cannot;  there's  no  sympathy 
Iktween  our  births,  our  breeding,  arts,  con- 
ditions; [hkii  g. 
And  where  these  are  at  di6ference,  there's  no 
This  hour  it  may  be  I  seem  handsome  to  you, 
And  you  are  taken  with  variety 
Jdore  than  with  beauty; 

^  Gudgeon$.'\  Seward  would  read  cut  lint,  *  a  word  used  in  the  West  for 
cleared  of  tlie  husks ;'  and  Sympson,  gurgeoruy  '  which  is  explained  by  the 
Ipediately  follow.'    We  think  the  latter  right. 
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Tomorrow,  when  you  have  enjoyed  "me, 
Your  heat  and  lust  assuaged,  and  come  t'  ex- 
amine. 
Out  of  a  cold  and  penitent  condition. 
What  you  have  done,  whom  you  have  shar'd 

your  love  with. 
Made  partner  of  your  bed,  how  it  will  vex 
you,  [you! 

How  you  will  curse  the  devil  that  betray'd 
And  what  shall  become  of  me  then? 

Otr.  Wilt  thou  hear  me?  [me, 

Fior,  As  hasty  as  you  were  then  to  enjoy 
As  precious  as  this  beauty  shew'd  unto  you. 
You'll  kick  me  out  of  doors,  you'll  whore,  and 

ban  me; 
And  if  I  prove  with-child  with  your  fair  issue. 
Give  me  a  pension  of  five  pound  a-year 
To  breed  your  heir  withal,  and  so  good  speed 

Otr.  I'll  keep  thee  like  a  woman,      [me  ! 

Otr^*  rU  keep  myself,  sir, 
Keep  myself  honest,  sir;  there's  the  bravo 
If  yo'i  will  marry  me [keeping! 

Otr.  Alas,  poor  Florirael ! 

Fiar,  I  do  confess  I  am  too  coarse  and 
base,  sir, 
To  be  your  wife ;  and  it  is  fit  you  sgorn  me  ; 
Yet  such  as  I  have  crown'd  the  lives  of  great 

ones : 
To  be  your  whore  I'm  sure  I  am  too  worthy, 
(For,  by  my  troth,  sir,  I  am  truly  honest) 
An<l  that's  an  honour  eoual  to  your  greatness! 

Otr.  I'll  give  thee  what  thou  wilt. 

Fior.  Tempt  me  no  more  then:     [dance. 
Give  me  that  peace,  and  then  you  give  abun- 
I  know  you  do  hut  try  me ;  you  are  noble ; 
All  these  are  but  to  try  my  modesty : 
£f  you  should  find  me  easy,  and  once  coming, 
I  see  your  eyes  already,  how  they'd  fright  me; 
I  see  your  honest  heart,  how  it  would  swell, 
And  burst  iuelf  into  a  grief  against  me; 
Your  tongue  in  noble  anger,  now,  e'en  now, 
sir,  [torn. 

Ready  to  rip  my  loose  thoughts  to  the  bot^ 
And  lay  my  shame  unto  myself  wide  open. 
You  are  a  noble  lord ;  you  pity  pooc  maids. 
The  people  are  mistaken  in  your  courses : 
Yqu,  like  a  father,  try  'em  to  the  uttermost; 
^Vs  tbey  do  gold,  you  purge  the  dross  from 
And  make  them  shine.  [them, 

Otr.  This  cunning  cannot  h^lp  you  ! 
I  love  you  to  enjoy  you  ;  I  have  stol'n  you, ' 
T'  enjoy  you  now,  not  to  be  fool'd  with  cn> 
Yield  willingly,  or  else—        [cumstance, 

Fior.  What? 

Otr.  I  will  force  you  $ 
I  will  not  be  delay'd !  A  poor  base  wench. 
That  I,  in  courtesy,  make  offer  to. 
Argue  with  me  ? 

Fior.  Do  not ;  youll  lose  your  labour  i 
Do  not,  my  lord  ;  it  will  become  you  poorly. 
Your  courtesy  may  do  much  on  my  nature, 


greett  or  oatM 
words  that  im- 
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For  I  nm  kind  as  you  are,  and  as  tender. 

If  you  compel,  I  have  my  strengths  to  fly  to, 

My  honest  thoughts,  and  those  are  guards 
about  me : 

I  can  cry  too,  and  noise  enough  I  dare  make, 

And  I  have  curses,  that  will  call  down  thun- 
der ;  Frae. 

For  all  I  am  a  poor  wench,  Ileav'n  will  hear 

My  body  you  may  force,  but  my  will  never ! 

And  be  sure  I  do  not  live,  if  you  do  force  me, 

Or  have  no  tongue  to  tell  your  beastly  story; 

For  if  I  have,  and  if  there  be  a  justice 

Otr.  'Pray  ye  go  in  here !  1*11  calm  myself 
for  this  time, 

And  be  your  friend  again. 

Flor.  I  am  commanded.  [Exit. 

Otr.  You  cannot  scape  me  yet ;  1  must 
enjoy  you ! 

1*11  Vie  with  thy  wit,  tho'  I  miss  thy  honesty. 

Js  this  a  wench  for  a  boor's  hungry  bosom  ? 

A  morsel  for  a  peasant's  base  embraces? 

And  must  I  starve,  and  the  meat  in  my  mouth? 

1*11  none  of  that. 

Enter  Gerasto, 
Ger.  How  now,  my  lord  ?  how  sped  you  ? 
Have  you  done  the  deed  ? 

Otr.  No,  pox  upon't,  she's  honest. 
Ger.  Honest?  what's  that?  You  take  her 
bare  denial  3'? 
Was  there  ever  wench  brought  up  iu  a  mill, 

-    and  honest? 
That  were  a  wonder  wortli  a  chronicle. 
Is  your  belief  so  large?  What  did  she  say  to 
you?  [ry; 

Otr.  She  said  her  honesty  was  all  her  dow- 
And  preach'fl  unto  me,  how  unfit, and  homely. 
Nay,  bow  dishonourable,  it  would  seem  in  me 
To  act  my  will ;  popt  me  i'  th'  mouth  with 
modesty — 
OfT.  What  an  impudent  quean  was  that  I 

That's  their  tries  ever. 
Otr,  And  then  discoursed   to  me  very 
learnedly,  [me. 

What  fame  and  loud  opinion  would  tell  of 

A  wife  she  touch'd  at 

Ger.  Out  upon  her,  yarlet !  {devils ! 

Was  she  so  bold  ?  these  home-spun  tUmiis  are 
They'll  tell  you  a  thousand  lies,  if  you'll  be- 
lieve 'em,  [dies ; 
And  stand  upon  their  honours  like  great  la- 
They'll  speaK  unhappily  too  good  words  to 

cozen  you. 
And  outwardly  seem  saints;  they'll  cry  down- 
right also, 
But  'tis  for  anger  that  you  do  not  crn^h  'em. 
pid  she  not  tafk  of  bemg  with-child  ? 
Otr.  She  touch'd  at  it. 
Qer.  The  trick  of  an  errant  whore,  to  milk 
your  lordship ! 
And  then  a  pension  nam'd? 
Oir,  No,  no,  she  scorn'd  it: 


I  offer'd  any  thing;  but  she refua'd  all, 
Refus'd  it  with  a  confident  hate. 

Ger.  You  thought  so ; 
You  should  have  ta'en  her  then,  tum*d  her, 

and  tew'd  her  [her, 

I'  th'  strength  of  all  her  resolution,  €atter*d 
And  shak'd  her  stubborn  will;    she  would 

have  thank'd  you. 
She  would  have  lov'd  you  infinitely :  They 

roust  seem  modest,  [&ir. 

It  is  their  parts;  if  you  had  play'd  your  part, » 
And  handled  her  as  men  do  unman 'd  hawks'*. 
Cast  her,  and  mail'd  her  up  in  good  clean 

linen. 
And  there  have  coy'd  her,  yon  had  caught 

her  heart-strings. 
These  tough  virginities,  they  blow  like  white 
In  storms  and  tempests.  [thonis, 

Otr.  She's  beyond  all  this; 
As  cold,  and  harden'd,  as  the  virgin  crystal. 
Ger.  Oh,  force  her,  force  her,   sir.'  slje 

longs  to  he  ravisb'd; 
Some  have  no  pleasure  but  in  violence ; 
To  be  torn  in  pieces  is  their  pamrtise : 
'Tis  ord'nary  in  our  country,  sir,  to  ravish  all; 
I'hey  will  not  give  a  penny  for  their  sport 
Unless  they  be  put  to't,  and  terribly ; 
And  then  they  swear  they'll  hang  the  maa 

comes  near  'em. 
And  swear  it  on  his  lips  too. 

Otr.  No,  no  forcing ; 
I  have  another  course,  and  I  will  follow  it 
I  command  you,  and  do  you  command  your 

fellows, 
That  when  ye  see  her  next,  ye  disgrace  and 

scorn  her;  fden, 

I'll  seem  to  put  her  out  o'  th'doora  o'th'sad- 

And  leave  her  to  conjecture,  then  seize  on 

Away !  be  ready  straight.  [her, 

Ger.  We  shall  not  fail,  sir.  [Exit. 

Otr,  Florimel! 

Enter  l^hrimd, 
Flor.  My  lord. 

Otr.  Vm  sure  you've  now  considerM, 
And  like  a  wise  wench  weigh'd  a  friend's  dis- 
pleasure, 
Repented  your  proud  thoughts,  and  cast  your 
scorn  off. 
Flor.  My  lord,  I  am  not  proud;  I  was 
ne'er  beautiful, 
Nor  scorn  1  any  thing  that's  just  and  honest. 
Otr.  Come,  to  be  short,  can  you  love  yet? 
You  told  me 
Kindness  would  far  compel  you :  I'm  kind  (o 
And  mean  t'  exceed  that  way,  [you, 

Flor.  I  told  you  too,  sir, 
As  far  as  it  agreed  witli  modesty, 
Witli  honour,  and  with  honesty,  I'd  yield  to 
you.  [love, 

Good  my  lord,  take  some  other  theme ;  for 
Alas,  I  never  knew  yet  what  it  meant, 


V  You  take  her  ^re  deniaL]  Sympson  reads  took. 
^'  Metaphors  from  falconry.        Theobalii. 
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And  on  the  sadden,  sir,  to  run  thro'  volumes 
Of  his  most  mystick  art,  'tis  most  impos- 
sible ; 
Nay,  to  begin  with  lust,  which  is  an  heresy, 
A  foul  one  too ;  to  learn  that  in  my  child- 
Oh,  eood  iny  lord  !  [hood— 

Ofr.  You  will  uot  out  of  this  song  ? 
Your  modesty,  and  honesty?  is  that  all? 
I  will  not  force  you. 

J*Vor.  You're  too  nohle,  sir, 
Olr.  Nor  j>lav  the  childish  fool,  and  marry 
I'm  vet  not  man.  fyou: 

^ior.   If  you  did,  men  would  imagine 

Otr.  Nor  will  I  wooe  you  at  that  infinite 
It  may  be  you  expect.  [price 

]^'lor,  I  expect  your  pardon, 
And  a  discharge,  my  lord ;  that's  all  I  look  for. 
Oir.   No,  nor  fall  sick  for  love. 
Flvr,  'Tis  a  healthful  year,  sir. 
Ot7\  I/)ok  ye;  Til  turn  ye  out  o'  doors, 

and  sconi  ye. 
JFVor.  Thank  you,  my  lord. 
Otr,  A  proud  slight  peat  I  found  ye, 

A  fool,  it  may  be  too 

Flitr.  An  honest  woman, 
Good  roy  lord,  think  me. 

Otr.  And  a  bise  1  leave  you ; 
So,  fare  you  well !  [Exit. 

Flor.  Blessing  attend  your  lordship  ! 
This  is  hot  love,  that  vanisheth  like  vapours; 
liis   ague's  off,    his   burning  fits  are  well 

qucnch'd, 
I  thank  Heav'n  for't.— His  men!  They  will 
not  force  me? 

Enter  Gerasto  and  Servants. 
Cer.  What  dost  thou  stay  for  ?  dost  thou 
not  know  the  way, 
Thou  base  unprovidcnt  whore  ? 

Flor.  Good  words,  'pray  ye,  gentlemen ! 

1  Serv.  Has  my  lord  smoak'd  ye  over, 

good-wife  miller?  [less? 

Is  your  mill  broken,  that  yon  stand  so  use- 

uean !  upon  my  life, 


9  Serv.  An  impudent  ai 
she's  unwholesome ! 


Tber; 
fo      ■ 


Some  base  discarded  thing  my  lord  has  found 
He'd  not  have  turn'd  her  oif  o*th' sudden  else. 

Ger.  Now  against  every  sack,  my  honest 
sweetheart. 
With  every  Smig  and  Smug** 

Flor.  I  must  be  patient.  [rascal, 

Ger.  And  every  greasy  guest,  and  sweaty 
For  his  royal  hire  between  his  fingers,  gentle- 
woman ! 

1  Serv.  I  fear  th'  hast  giv'n  roy  lord  the 
pox,  thou  damned  thins. 

S  ^ero.  I've  seen  her  in  the  stews. 

Ger.  The  knave  her  father  .  [house. 

Was  bawd  to  her  there,  and  kept  a  tippling- 
You  must  e'en  to't  again :  A  modest  function ! 

3' .— ^  Smig  aftd  Smug.]  The  copy  of  1679  and  the  octavo  read  so,  but  the  oldest  folio, 
'  8im  and  Smug  :'  Perhaps  the  reader  might  not  think  the  various  reading  worth  a  note. 

Sympton^ 
34  Can  buy  my  reputati&fi,]  Corrected  by  Sympson. 


Flor.  If  ye  had  honesty,  ye  would  not  use 
ine 
Thus  basely,  wretchedly,  tho'  your  lord  bid 

But  he  that  knows [ye ; 

Ger.  Away,  thou  carted  impudence. 
You  meat  for  every  man  !  A  little  meal 
Flung  in  your  face,  makes  ye  appear  so 

proud 

Flor.  This  is  inhuman.    Let  these  tears 
persuade  you 
f  If  ye  be  men)  to  use  a  poor  girl  better ! 
I  wrong  not  you,  I'm  sure ;  I  call  you  gentle- 
'^      men. 

Enter  Otrante. 
Otr.  What  business  is  here?  Away!  Aren't 
you  gone  yet  ?  [ Exeunt  ServanH. 

Flor.  My  lord,  this  is  not  well,  altho'  you 
hate  me, 
(For  what  I  know  not)  to  let  your  people 
wrong  me, 

Wrong  me  maliciouhly,  and  call  me 

Otr   Peace, 
And  mark  me  what  we  say,  advisedly,    [dit  ? 
Mark,  as  you  !ove  that  that  you  call  yourcrc- 
Yield   now,  or  you're  undone;  your  good 

name's  perish'd ; 
Not  all  the  world  can  buoy  your  reputation  94; 
Tis  sunk   for  ever  else :    These  people's 
tongues  will  poison  you ;  [you  ; 

Tho'  you  be  white  as  innocence,  they  11  taint 
They  will  speak  terrible  and  hideous  things ; 
And  people  in  this  a^e  are  prone  to  credit; 
They  II  let  fall  nothing  that  may   brand  a 

woman  : 
Consider  this,  and  then  be  wise  and  tremble ! 
Yield  yet,  and  yet  Til  save  you. 
Flor.  How? 

Otr.  ril  shew  you;  [more 

Their  mouths  I'll  seal  up,  they  shall  speak  no 
But  what  is  hon'rable  and  honest  of  you, 
And    saint-like    they   shall  worship    you: 

They're  mine. 
And  what  I  charge  them,  Florirael— — 

Flor.  I'm  roin'd  ! 
Heav'n  will  regard  me  yet,  they're  barbarous 

wretches. 
Let  me  not  fall,  my  lord !    ^ 

Otr.  You  shall  not,  Florimel: 
Mark  how  I'll  work  your  peace,  and  how  I 

honour  you. 
Wlio  waits  there  ?  pome  all  in. 

Enter  Gerasto  and  Servants. 
Ger.  Your  pleasure,  sir? 
Otr.  Who  dare  say  this  sweet  beauty  is 
not  heav'n ly? 
This  virgin,  tl)e  most  pure,  the  most  untaint- 

The  holiest  thing [ed, 

Ger.  We  know  it,  my  dear  lord : 
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We  are  her  slaves;  and  tliat  proud  impudence 
That  dares  disparage  her,  this  sword,  my 

lord 

1  Serv.  They  are  rascals  base,  the  sons  of 
common  wuinen, 
That  wronj;  this  virtue,  or  dare  own  a  thought 
But  fair  and  honourable  of  her:  When  we 
slight  her,  [gallies- — 

Jiang  us,  or  cut's  in  pieces;  lets  tug  i'th' 
it  Serv.  Brand  us  for  villains!  [saints. 

Flor,  Why,  sure  I  drcum !  these  are  all 
Oir,  Go,  and  live  all  her  slaves. 


Ger.  We're  proud  to  do  it,  [Exe.  Servants. 

Otr.  What  think  you  now  ?  Am-not  I  able. 

Yet  to  preserve  you?  [Flortmel, 

Flor,  I'm  bound  to  your  lordship; 
You  are  all  honour!  And,  good  my  lord, but 

grant  me, 
Until  tomorrow,  leave  to  weigh  my  fortunes, 
I'll  give  you  a  free  answer,  perhaps  a  plea:»- 

ing; 
Indeed  Til  do  the  best  I  can  to  satisfy  you. 
Oh\  Take  your  good  time.  This  kiss!  'till 
tlien,  fiu-'ewell,  sweet  1  [£xevji/. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Antonio,  MariinOy  and  Bus^opha, 
Mart.  "D  Y  all  means  (liscl)arj;eyour  follower. 

■*-'  Ant.  If  we  can  get  him  oflf. 
Sirrah,  Bustopha,  thou  must  needs  run  back. 

Buit.  But  1  must  not,  unless  you  send  a 
Or  a  lictor  at  my  back :  I  do  not  use  [bier, 
To  run  from  my  friends. 

Jnt.  Well,   go!  will  s^rve  turn;  I  have 

Bust.  What,  sir?  [forgot— 

Ant.  See,  if  I  can  think  on't  now ! 

Bust.  I  know  what  'tis  now. 

Ant.  A  pistolet  of  that! 

Bust.  Done !  You've  forgot 
A  device  to  send  me  away.    YouVe  going 
A-smocking  perhaps  ? 

Mart.  Ilis  own  !  due,  i'faith,  Antonio; 
•  The  pistolet  is  his  own ! 

Ant.  I  confess  it: 
There  'tis  !  Now  if  you  could  afford  out  of  it 
A  reasonable  excuse  to  mine  uncle 

Bust.  Yes,  I  can ; 
But  an  excuse  will  not  serve  your  turn:  It 

must  be 
A  lie,  a  full  lie ;  'twill  do  no  good  else. 
If  you'll  go  to  the  price  of  that — p— 

Ant.  Is  a  lie 
Dearer  than  an  excuse? 

Bust,  Oh,  treble;  this  is 
The  price  of  an  excuse;  but  a  lie  is  two  more. 
Look,  how  many  foils  go  to  a  fair  fall. 
So  many  excuses  to  a  full  lie ;  and  less 
Cannot  serve  your  turn,  let  any  tailor  i'tb' 
town  make  it. 

Mart  Why,  *tis  reasonable;  give  hinn  his 
Let  it  be  large  enough  now  !  [price  : 

Bust.  J'U  warrant  you ; 
Cover  him  all  over. 

Ant.  I  would  have  proof  of  one  now. 

**  Scale  jwy  invention.']  Sympson  substitutes  staie  for  scale;  which  word  we  have  restored  on 
the  folio wnig  authority,  quoted  by  Steevens  in  a  note  on  Coriolanus:  '  In  the  Glossary  to 

*  Gawin  Douglas's  Trani»iation  of  Virgil  the  following  account  of  the  word  is  given.     Skail, 

*  skale,  to  scatter,  to  spread,  perhaps  from  the  Fr.  C5c/in?c/er,  Ital. »Cfl;>^/iore,  criocs  passes 
'  sen  sparsos  habere.  Ail  from  the  Latin  capillus.  Thus  cscheveletf  scheoel^  skait;  but  of  « 
'  more  general  signification.'  ^ 


Bust.  What,  skale  ^  my  ini'enlion  before- 
hand ?  You  shall 
Pardon  me  for  that !  Well,  Til  commend  you 
to  your  uncle,  [hiui. 

And  teli  him  you'll  be  at  home  at  supper  with 
Ant.  By  no  means;  I  cannot  come  to-night, 

man. 
Bust.  I  know  tha^  too  :  You  do  not  know 
When  you  see  it.  [a  he 

Mart.  Remember 
It  must  stretch  for  all  night. 

Bust.  I  shall  want  stuff: 
I  doubt  \yt'\\\  come  to  th' other  pistolet.  f^r. 
Ajit.  Well,  lay  out ;  you  shall  be  no  loser. 
Bast.  It  must  be  fac*d,  yoa  know;  there 
will  be  a  yard 
Of  dissimulation  at  least,  city  measure. 
And  cut  upon  an  untruth  or  two;  lin'd  with 

fables, 
That  must  needs  be,  cold  weather's  coming; 
if  it  had  a  galloon  [^getlier 

Of  hypocrisy,  'twould  do  well;  and  book'd 
With  a  coupli?  of  conceits,  that's  necessity. 
Well,  ni  bring  in  my  bill:  I'll  warrant  jou  \ 
As  fair  a  |ie  by  that  time  I  have  done  with  it. 
As  any  gentleman  i'th'  town  can  ^wearto. 
If  he  would  betray  his  lord  and  master. 

[Eri/, 
Ant.  So,  so,  this  necessary  trouble's  over. 
Mart,  i  wQuld  yQu  h^d  bought  an  excuse 
of  him 
Before  he  weut;  yo,u*ll  want  one  for  Ismenia, 
Ant.  Tush,  there  needs  po^ie,  there's  no 
suspicion  yet ; 
And  ril  be  arm'd  before  the  next  encounter. 
In  a  fast  tie  witli  my  fair  Isabel. 

Enter  Bustopha. 
Mart,  Yes, 
You'll  find  your  errand  is  before  you  nowr. 
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Bust,  Oh,  gentlemen,  took  to  yourselves ! 
ye  are 
Men  of  another  world  else:  Your  enemies 
Are  upon  you!  the  old  house  of  the  BeUides 
>Vill  fall  upon  your  beads.  Signor  Usauro — 

Ant.  LisauroP  fgc^ntlemany 

Iktst,  And  don  what  call  you  him  ?  he*s  a 
Yet  he  has  but  a  yeoman's  name.  Don  Tarso, 
Tar^o,  and  a  dozen  at  their  heels. 

Ant,  lisauro,  Terzo^  nor  a  dozen  more. 
Shall  fright  me  from  my  ground,  nor  shun  my 
Let  *em  come  on  in  their  ablest  fury,  [path, 

Mart,  '  ris  worthily  resolved ;  Fli  staud  by 
you,  sir. 
This  way  !  I  am  thy  true  friend. 

BiuMt,  ril  be  gone,  sir,  fyon.— 

That  one  may  live  to  teU  what  is  become  of 

Put  »ip,  put  up !  Will  you  never  learn  to  know 

A  lie  from  an  iEsop's  fables?  There's  a  taste 

for  you  now  !  [Exit, 

Enter  Itmenia  and  Aminta, 

Mart.  Look,  sir !  what  time  of  day  is  it? 
Ant,  I  know  not; 
My  eyes  go  false,  I  dare  not  trust  'em  now ! 
I  prithee  tell  me,  Martin',  if  thuu  canst, 
Is  thatlsroenia  or  Isabella? 

Mart.  This  is  the  lady ;  forget  not  Isabella. 

Ant,  If  this  face  may  be  borrow'd  and 
lent  out, 
jrt  can  shift  shoulders,  and  take  other  tires, 
So,  *tis  mine  where-e'er  1  find  it— 

Ism.  Be  sudden : 
I  cannot  hold  out  long.  [Exit  Aminta. 

Mart.  Believe't,  she  frowns.  [on't. 

Ant,  Let  it  come,  she  cannot  frown  me  off 
How  prettily  it  wooes  me  to  come  nearer ! 
How  do  you,  lady,  since  Yesterdav's  pains  ? 
W^ere  you  not  weary?  of  my  faitn— 

hm.  I  think  you  were. 

Ant.  What,  lady? 

Inn.  Wciiry  ol'  your  faith ;  it  is  a  burthen 
That  men  faiut  under,  tho'they  bear  little  of 

Mart.  So !  this  is  to  the  purpose.         [it. 

Ant.  You  came  home 
In  a  fair  hour,  1  hope. 

lioi.  From  whence,  sir  ? 

Enter  Aminta, 

Arpin.  Sir,  there's  a  gentlewoman  without 
To  speak  with  you,  [desires 

Ant.  They  were 
Pretty  homely  toys  ;  hut  your  presence 
Made  them  illustrious. 

Itm,  My  cousin  speaks  to  you. 

Amin.  A  gentlewoman,  sir;  Isabella 
She  names  herself. 

Mart.  So,  so  !  it  hits  finely  now. 

Ant.  Name  ycnirself  howyou  please, speak 
what  you  please, 
ril  hear  you  cheart'ully. 

hm.  \  ou  arc  not  well ; 


Request  her  in, she  may  have  more  acquaint* 

ance 
With  his  passions,  and  better  cure  for  'em. 

Amin.  She's  nice  in  that, madam:  Poor  soul. 
She's  fearful  of  your  displeasure,    [it  seems 

Ism.  I'll  quit  her 
From  that  presently,  and  bring  her  in  uiysclf. 

[Exit. 

Mart.  How  carelessly  do  you  behave  your' 
self. 
When  you  should  call  all  your  best  faculties 
To  counsel  in  you !  How  will  you  answer 
The  breach  you  made  with  fair  Ismenia? 
Have  you  forgot  the  retrograde  vow  you  took 
With  her,  that  now  is  come  in  evidence  ? 
You'll  die  upon  your  shame;  you  need  no  more 
Enemies  of  the  house,  but  the  lady  now: 
You  shall  have  your  dispatch. 

Enter  Tsmenia  like  Juno* 

Ant.  Give  roe  that  face. 
And  I  am  satisfied,  upon  whose  shouIdeVs 
Soe'er  it  grows.    Juno,  deliver  us        [dess. 
Out  of  this  amazement !  'Beseech  you,  god- 
Tell  us  of  our  friends;  how  does  Ismenia? 
And  how  does  Isabella?  Both  in  good  health 
I  hope,  asyoti  yourself  are. 

hm.  Vm  at  furthest  [Aside* 

In  my  counterfeit.— My  Antonio, 
I've  matter  against  you  may  need  pardon, 
As  I  must  crave  of  ^oo. 

-4nf.  Observe  you,  sir,  [think  you 

What  evidence  is  come  asainst  me !  What 
The  Hydni-headed  jury  will  say  to't? 

Mart,  'Tis  I  am  fool'd ; 
My  hopes  are  pour*d  into  the  bottomless  tubs. 
'TIS  labour  for  the  house  of  Bellides; 
I  must  not  seem  so  yet. — But  in  sooth,  lady. 
Did  you  imagine  your  changeahle  face 
Hid  you  from  me?  By  this  hand,  I  knew  you! 

Ant,  I  went  by  th'  face :  Aud  by  these  eyes 
Have  been  deceived.  [I  might 

hm.  You  might  indeed,  Antonio; 
For  this  gentleman  did  vow  to  Isabella, 
That  he  it  was  that  lov'd  Ismenia, 
And  not  Antonio. 

Mart.  Good  !  and  was  not  that 
A. manifest  confession  that  I  knew  you? 
I  else  had  been  unjust  unto  my  friend. 
'  fwas  well  remember'd !  there  I  found  you 
And  speak  }' our  conscience  now.  [out; 

Ant.  But  did  he  so  prot4'.st  ? 

hm.  Yes,  I  vow  to  you,  had  Antonio 
Wedded  Isabella,  Ismenia 
Had  not  been  lost;  there  had  been  her  lover. 

Ant.  Why,  much  good  do  you,  friend ! 
take  her  to  you ; 
I  crave  but  one ;  here  have  I  my  wish  full : 
I  am  ^lad  we  shall  be  so  near  neighbours. 

Mart.  Take  both,  sir;  Juno  to  boot^  three 
parts  in  one ; 
St.  Ililarie  bless  you  ^  I   Now  opportunity 


as  St.  Hilarie  bletMyou.']  Here  I  think  Martino's  speech  should  end,  and  Antonio  speak  the 
remainder.  *  Mv  friend's  faith's  turnin}r  from  him,' 

plainly  appears  to  be  Antonio's  upbraidings  to  Martino.        Sescard, 
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Beware  to  meet  with  falshood,  if  ihou' canst 
Shnn  it,  ro^  friend's  faitli's  turning  from  him. 

hm.  Might  i  not  justly  accuse  Antonio 
For  a  love-wanderer  ?  You  know  no  other 
But  me,  for  another,  and  confess  troth  now  ? 

Ant.  Here  was uiy  guide;  wherc-e'er  I  find 
this  face 
I  am  a  iover.     Marry,  I  must  not  miss 
This  freckle  then,  (I  have  the  number  of  em) 
Nor  this  dimple^  not  a  silk  from  this  brQw; 
I  carry  the  full  idea  ever  with  inc. 
If  nature  cau  so  punctually  parallel, 
1  may  be  co2en'd. 

Im.  Weil,  all  this  is  even : 
But  now,  to  perfect  all,  our  love  must  now 
Come  to  our  enemies*  hands,  where  neither 
Will  ever  give  consent  to  it.  [part 

Ant.  Most  certain: 
For  which  reason  it  must  not  be  put  to  em. 
Have  we  not  prevention  in  our  own  hands  ? 
Shall  I  walk  by  the  tree,  desire  the  fruit. 
Yet  be  so  nice  s6  to  pull,  'till  I  ask  leave 
OW  churlish  gardener,  that  will  deny  me? 

hm.  Oh,  Antonio! 

Ant,  H'is  manners  to  fall  to 
When  grace  is  said. 

Ism,  That  holy  act's  to  come. 

Mart,  Y'ou  may  ope  an  oyster  or  two  be- 
fore grace.  [able 

Ant.  Are  there  not  double  vows,  as  valu- 
And  as  well  spoke  as  any  friar  utters? 
Heaven  has  heard  nil. 

Jsm,  Yes;  but  stays  the  blessine, 
rrill  all  dues  be  done :  lleav'n's  not  serv'd  by 

halves : 
We  shall  have  ne'er  a  father's  blessing  here ; 
Let  us  not  lose  the  better  from  abpve!    ' 

Ant.  You  take  up  weapons  of  unequal  force; 
It  shews  you  cowardly.    Hark  in  your  ear ! 

Amin.  llave  1  lost  all  eroployntent?  'Would 
this  proffer 
Had  been  to  me,  tho*  I  had  paid  it  with 
A  reasonable  penance ! 

Mart,  Have  I  past  [arm 

All  thy  fore-lock,  Tnne?  I'll  stretch  a  long 
But  ril  catch  hold  again,  (do  but  look  back 
Over  thy  shoulder;  and  have  a  pull  at  thee. 

Ism,  I  hear  you,  sir;  nor  can  I  hear  too 
much 
While  yon  ^penk  well :  You  know  th'  accus- 

lom'd  place 
Of  our  ni^iit-parley ;  if  you  can  ascend. 
The  window  bhall  receive  you;  you  may  find 

there 
A  corrupted  churchman  to  bid  you  welcome. 

Ant,  I'd  u'cet  no  otljer  man. 

Ism.  Annnta,  you  hear  this.  [you  : 

Amin.  With  joy,  uiadam,  'cause  it  pleases 
It  may  be  mTne  own  case  another  time. 
Now  you  go  the  ri^fit  way,  ask  the  bniis  out; 
Put  it  past  father^  or  frtt'nd*,  to  forhid  it, 
And  then  you're  sure.   Sir,  your  IJyineii  taper 


I'll  light  up  for  you;   the  window  shall  shew 
The  way  to  Sestos.  [yoa 

Ant.  I  will  venture tirowning. 

Mart.  The  simile  holds  not;  'tis  hangihe 
rather. 
You  must  ascend  your  castl^  by  a  ladder; 
To  the  foot  I'll  bnng  j-ou. 

Ant,  Leave  me  to  climb  it. 

Mart.  If  [  do  turn  you  ofF? 

Ant.  ''I'ill  nijrht,  farewell !  then  better. 

Ism,  Best  it  should  be; 
But  peevish  hatred  keeps  back  that  decree. 

[Ereunt. 

Mart,  I  never  lookM  so  smooth  as  now  I 
purpose : 
And  then,  beware !  Knave  is  at  worst  of  knave 
When  he  smiles  best,  and  the  most  seems  to 

SCENE  IL 
Enter  Julio. 
Julio.  My  mind's  unquiet;  while  Antonio 
My  nephew's  abroad,  my  heart's  not  at  home; 
Only  my  fears  stay  with  me;  bad  company! 
But  I  cannot  shift  'cm  off.     This  hatred 
Betwixt  the  house  of  Bellides  and  us 
Is  not  fair  war;  'tis  civil,  but  uncivil. 
We  are  near  neighbours;  were  of  love  as  near. 
Till  a  cr6ss  misconstruction  ('twjis  no  more. 
In  conscience)  put  us  so  far  asunder: 
I  would  twere  reconciled !  it  has  lasted 
Too   many  sun-sets.      If  grace  mi-ht  mo- 
derate, 
Man  should  not  lose  so  many  days  of  peace. 
To  satisfy  the  anger  of  one  minute. 
I  could  repent  it  lieartily.     I  sent 
The  knave  to  attend  my  Antonio  too. 
Yet  he  returns  no  comfort  to  me  neither. 

Enter  Bustopha, 

Bust.  No,  I  must  not— ^ 

Jviio.  Ha !  he  is  come. 

Bust.  I  must  not ; 
Twill  break  his  heart  to  hear  it. 

Julio.  How!  there's  bad  tidings: 
I  must  obscure  and  hear  it;  he'il  not  tell  me. 
For  breaking  of  my  heart;  it  is  half  split  al- 
ready. 

Bust,  J  have  spied  him :  Now  to  knoik 
down  a  don 
With  a  lie,  a  silly  harmless  lie  !  'twill  be 
Valiantly  dune,  and  nobly  perhaps. 

Julio.  1  cannot  hear  him  now. 

Bust.  Oh,  the  bloody  da vs  that  we  live  in ! 
The  envious,  UMlicious,*  deadly  days 
That  we  draw  breath  in. 

Julio.  Now  I  li'.ar  too  loud. 

Bust.  Thi-  children  that  never  shall  be  bom 
may  rue  it; 
For  men  that  li.e  slain  now,  might  have  liv'd 
To  have  pot  children,  U;at  mii;ht  have  curs>'d 
Their  fathers. 


^  Tet  be  so  nice  to  pull.]  Synipson  thinks  we  should  read  *  Yet  be  so  nice  as  not  to  pull '  So 
nice  to  pull  means  to  scruple  palung,  be  so  nice  about  it;  and  is  right. 


Act  4.  Scen«  t.] 
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Julio,  Oh,  mj  posterity  is  ruin*d! 

Btat,  Oby  sweet  Antonio  ( 

Julio.  Oh,  dear  Antonio ! 

Bttsf  •  Yet  it  was  nohly  done  of  both  parts: 

When  he  and  Lisauro  met 

Julio,  Oh,  death  has  parted  *em! 

3u$t,  Welcome,  mj  mortal  foe !  says  one. 

Welcome,  [doublets. 

My  deadly  enemy  !  says  t*  other.  OiFf>o  their 

They  in  their  shirts,  and  their  ^words  stark 

naked ; 
Here  lies  Antonio,  here  lies  Lisauro ; 
He  conies  upon  him  with  an  embroccado, 
That  he  puts  by  with  a  puncta  reverta  ;   Li- 
sauro 
Recoils  me  two  paces,  and  some  six  inches 

Takes  his  career,  and  then,  oh ^      [back, 

Julio.  Oh!' 
Bust.  Runs  Antonio 

Quite  thro' 

Julio.  Oh,  villain! 
Bust.  Quite  thro'  between  the  arm 
And  the  body ;  so  that  he  had  no  hurt  at  that 
Jfilio.  Goodness  be  prais'd  !  [bout. 

Bust.  But  then,  at  next  encounter. 
He  fetches  me  up  Lisauro ;  Lisauro 
Makes  out  a  lunge  at  him,  which  he  thinking 
To  be  a  passado,  Antonio's  foot 

flipping  down,  oh,  down 

Julio^  Oh,  now  thou  art  lost ! 
Bust.  Oh,  but  the  quality  of  the  thing; 
both  gentlemen, 
^th  Spanish  Christians:   Yet  one  roan  to 

Julio,  Say  his  enemies*  blood,     [shed 

Bust.  His  hair,  may  come 
By  divers  casualties,  tho*  he  never  go 
Into  the  field  with  his  foe;  but  a  man 
To  lose  nine  ounces  and  two  drams  of  blood 
At  one  wound,  thirteen  and  a  scruple  at  an- 
other! [surgeon. 
And  to  live  'till  he  die  in  cold  hlood — Yet  the 
That  cur'd  him,  said  if  pm  Muter  liad  not 
Been  perish'd,  he  had  been  a  lives  man 
Till  this  day. 

Julio.  There  he  concludes  he  is  gone. 
Bust.  But  all  this  is  nothing :  Now  I  come 

to  the  point 

Juiio.  Ay,  the  pqint,  that's  deadly;  the 
ancient  blow 
Over  the  buckler  ne'er  went  half  so  deep. 

Bust.  Yet  pity  bids  me  keep  in  my  charity; 
For  me  to  pull  an  old  man's  ears  from  his  head 
With  telling  of  a  tale — Oh,  foul  tale!  No; 

be  silent,  tnle. 
Furthermore,  tliere  is  the  charge  of  burial ; 
Every  one  will  cry  blacks,  blacks,  that  had 
But  the  least  finger  dipt  in  his  blood,  tho'  ten 
Degrees  removed  when  'twas  done.    More- 
over, 
The  surgeon  (that  made  an  eqd  ojf  )unii)  w^l 

be  paid : 
Sugar-piums  and  sweet-breads !  yet,  I  say, 
Tite  man  may  recover  again,  and  die  in  his  bed. 
Julio.  What  motley  stuff  is  (hit?  Sirrah, 

speak  truth, 
Voi.IL  4 


What  hath  befaU'n  my  dear  Antonio? 

Restrain  your  pity  in  concealing  it ! 

Tell  me  the  danger  full ;  take  off  your  care 

Of  my  receiving  it;  kill  me  that  way, 

rU  forgive  my  death!  what  thou  keep'st4)ack 

from  truth 
Thou  shalt  speak  in  pain ;  do  not  l<X)k  to  find 
A  limb  in  bis  right  place,  a  bone  unbroke. 
Nor  so  much  flesh  uobroil'd  of  all  that  moun« 
tain,  [patch*d! 

As  a  worm  might  sup  on ;  dispatch,  or  be  dis- 

Bust.  Alas,  sir,  I  know  nothing,  but  that 
Antonio 
Is  a  man  of  God's  making  to  this  hour; 
Tis  not  two  since  I  left  him  so. 

Julio.  Where  didst  thou  leave  him  ? 

Bust.  In  the  same  cloaths  he  had  on  when 
he  went  from  you. 

Julio.  Does  he  live  ? 

Buit.  I  saw  him  drink. 

Julio.  Is  he  not  wounded?  [time; 

Bust.  He  may  have  a  cut  i'  th'  leg  by  this 
For  don  M artino  and  he  were  at  whole  slashes. 

Julio.  Met  he  not  with  lisauro? 

Bust.  I  do  not  know  her. 

Julio.  Her?  Lisauro  is  a  man,  as  he  is. 

Bust.  I  saw 
Ne'er  a  man  like  him. 

Julio.  Didst  thou  not  discourse 
A  fight  betwixt  Antonio  and  Lisauro? 

Bust.  Ay,  to  myself; 
I  hope  a  man  may  give  himself  the  lie 
If  it  please  him. 

Julio.  Didst  thou  lie  then? 

Bust.  As  sure  as  you  live  now. 

Julio,  I  live 
The  happier  by  it.     When  will  he  return  ? 

Bust.  That  he  sent  me  to  tell  you;  within 
Ten  days  at  furthest*  [tiiese 

Julio.  Ten  days  ?  he's  not  wont 
To  be  absent  two. 

Bust.  Nor  i  tbiak  he  will  not;  he  said  lie 
would  be  at  home 
Tomorrow ;  but  J  love  to  speak  within 
My  compass.  [now. 

Julio.  You  shall  speak  within  mine,  sir, 
Within  there !  Take  this  fellow  into  custody ! 

Enter  Servants. 
Keep  him  safe,  I  charge  you  ! 

Bust.  Safe?  Do  you  hear?  take  notice 
What  plicht  you  find  me  io;  if  there  wautbut 

a  collop. 
Or  a  steak  o'  me,  look  to*t ! 

Julio.  If  my  nephew 
Return  not  in  bis  healtli  tomorrow,  thou  goest 
To  the  rack. 

Bust.  Let  me  go  to  th'  manger  first ; 
I  hi^d  rather  eat  oats  than  hay.        [EieunL 

Enter  Bellidet  with  a  letter. 
Bel.  By  your  leave,  sir. 
Julio.  For  aught  1  know  yet,  you  are  wel- 
come, sir.  [spectacles 
Bel,  Read  thaty  and  tell  me  so;  or  if  tliy 
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Be  not  ea$jr,  keqp  thy  nose  unsadled,  and  ope 
'Thine  ears:    I  cau  speak  thee  the  contents; 

[  made  'em. 
Tis  a  challenge,  a  fair  one,  Fll  raaintain't; 
I  scorn  to  hire  my  second  to  deliver't, 
I  bring't  myself.     Dost  know  me,  Julio  ? 
Julio.  Bellides? 

Bel.  Yes;  is  not  thy  liairon  end  now  ? 
Julio,  Somewhat  amaz'd  at  thy  rash  hardi- 
ness : 
How  durst  thou  come  hO  near  thine  enemy  ? 

Bel,  Durst? 
I  dare  come  nearer:  'thou  art  a  fooj,  Julio. 
JulU).  Take  it  home  to  thee,  with  a  kuave 

to  boot. 
BeL  ICnave  to  thy  teeth  again !  and  all 
that's  quit. 
Give  me  not  a  fool  more  than  T  give  thee, 
Or,  if  thou  dost,  look  to  hear  on  c  agaiii. 
Julio,  What  an  encounter*s  this ! 
BeL  A  noble  one ! 
My  hand  is  to  my  words ;  thou  hast  it  there : 
There  I  do  ch^illenge  thee,  if  thou  dar'st,  be 
Good  friends  with  me;  or  1*11  proclaim  fhee 
coward. 
JuliQ.  Be  friends  with  thee  ? 
Bel,  Vi\  shew  thee  reasons  for'c : 
A  pair  of  old  coxcombs,  (now  we  go  together) 
Such  as  should  stand  examples  of  discretion. 
The  rules  of  grammar  to  unwilling  youth 
To  take  out  lessons  by;  we,  that  should  check 
And  quench  the  ragijig  fjre  iu  others*  bloods, 
We  strike  the  battle  to  destruction  ? 
Read  'em  the  black  art?  and  make  *oui  believe 
It  is  divinity  ?    HeiUht^ns,  are  we  not? 
Speak  thy  conscience ;  how  havst  thou  slept 

this  month. 
Since  this  fiend  haunted  us? 

Julio.  Sure  some  gopd  angel 
AVas  with  us  both  last  night !    Speak  tho\i 

truth  now ; 
Was  it  not  last  night's  motion? 

Bel.  Dost  not  think     ^ 
I  would  not  lay  hold  of  it  at  first  proffer? 
Should  I  ne'er  sleep  again  ? 

Julio.  Take  not  all  from  mp ; 
1*11  tell  the  doctrine  of  my  vision. 
Say  that  Antonio,  best  of  thy  blood. 
Or  any  one,  the  least  allied  to  thee. 
Should  be  the  prey  unto  JLi^auro's  sword, 

Or  auy  of  the  bou^e  of  Bellides 

BeL  Mine  was  tlie  just  inversion;  on,  on! 
Julio.  How  would  tJiine  eyes  have  emptied 
thee  in  sorrow. 
And  left  the  conduit  of  Nature  dry !      , 
Thy  haiidsha\e  turn*d  rebellious  to  the  balls, 
And  broke  the  glasses !  with  thine  own  curses 
H^ye  torn  thy  soul,  left  thee  a  statue 
To  propagate  thy  next  posterity  ! 

lie/.  Yes,  and  thou  causer !  (so  it  said  to  me,) 


[Act  4.  Soene  ^^ 


They  fight  bu  t  your  mischiefs;  the  young  men 

were  friends, 
As  is  the  life  and  blood  coagulate. 
And  curded  in  one  body ;  but  this  is  yours. 
An  inheritance  that  you  ha\  cgather*d  for 'em, 
A  legacy  of  blood  to  kill  each  other 
Throughout  your  generations.  Was't  not  so? 
Julio.  Word  for  word. 
Bel.  Nay,  J  can  go  further  yet 
Julio.  *l'is  far  enough:  Let  us  atone  it  here, 
And  in  a  reconciled  circlh  fold 
Our  friendship  new  again. 

fiel.  The  sign's  in  Gemini ;  [again. 

An  auspicious  house!  '(has  join'd  both  ouri 

Julio.  Yon  can't  proclaim  ipe  coward  now, 

don  Bellidi  s. 
Bel.  Nq  ;  thou'rt  a  yaliai)t  fellow ;  so  am  I : 
rir  tight  with  thee  at  this  hug,  to  the  last  leg 
I  have  to  stand  on,  or  breath  or  life  left. 

Julio.  This  is  the  salt  unto  humanity. 
And  keeps  it  sweet. 

Bel.  Love  I  oh,  life  stinks  without  it. — 
I  can  tell  you  news. 

Julio.  Good  has  long  been  wanting. 
BeL  1  do  suspect,  and  I  have  some  proof 
(So  far  as  a  love-epistle  comes  to)         [on  ^ 
That  Antonio  (your  nephew)  and  my  daughter 
ismenia  arc  very  good  friends  before  us. 

Julio.  That  were  a  double  wall  about  our 
W^hich  I  could  wish  were  buiided.    [hou&e^ 

BeL  I  had  it  from 
Antonio's  intimate,  don  Martino : 
And  yet,  i^iethought,  it  was  po  friendly  part 
To  shew  it  me. 

Julio.  Perhaps  'twas  his  consent: 
Lovers  have  policies  as  well  as  statesmen  ; 
1  hey  look  not  always  at  the  mark  tliey  aim  at, 
^cL  We'll  take  up  cudgels,  and  have  on^ 
Ijout  with  *em. 
They  shall  know  nothing  of  this  union; 
And,  'till  they  find  themselves  most  desperate. 
Succour  fchall  never  sec  '5m. 
Julio,  ril  take  your  part,  sir. 
BeL  It  grows  late ;  there's  a  4iappy  daj 

past  us. 
Julio.  The  example  I  hope  to  all  behind  it. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Aminta  abore,  tuith  a  taper. 

Anin.  Stand  fair,  light  of  I-ovc'^!  which 
epithet  and  place 
Adds  tot  heeiiouour,  to  me 'twould  be  shame. 
We  must  be  weight  m  love,  no  grain  too  light; 
Thou  art  the  land-ma^k;  but  if  Love  be  bhnd^ 
(As  many  that  can  see  have  so  reported) 
What  benefit  canst  thou  be  to  his  dnrkiiess^ 
Love  is  a  jewel  (soine  say)  inestimable^. 
But  hung  at  the  ea^,  deprives  our  own  sight| 


^  Light  of  love.]  Theobald  is  for  reading,  *  light  love.' 
^  Lone  ii  a  jewel  (same  sa^)  inestiMuble, 

But  aung  at  the  ear,  deprives  our  own  sight.]  What  the  Poets  designed  to  say  seems  to 
be  thib,  viz. '  That  the  jpwel  of  love  beiqg  hung  at  the  ear,  is  unseen  by  them  thai  affiled  it 

Uitrc;' 
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And  so  it  shines  to  others,  not  ourselves. 
I  speak  my  skill ;  I  have  only  heard  on% 
But  I  could  wish  a  nearer  document. 
Alasy  the  ignorant  desire  to  know  ! 
Some  say,  Love*sbut  a  toy^  and  with  a  hut — 
Nowy  methinks,  1  should  love  it  ne'ei*  the 
worse ;  [with ; 

A  toy  is  harmless  sure,  and  may  be  play'd 
It  seldom  goes  without  his  adjunct,  prettify 
*  A  pretty  toy,'  we  say;  *tis  metre  to  Joy  too. 
Well,  here  may  be  a  mad  night  yer,  for  all  this ! 
Here's  a  priest  ready,  and  a  lady  ready ; 
A  cfiamber  ready,  and  abed  ready;    [done. 
'Tis  then  but  making  unready,  and  that  s  soon 
My  lady  is  my  cousin ;  I  myself; 
W  iiich  is  nearest  then  ?  My  desires  ar^  mine ; 
Say  tliey  be  hers  too,  is*t  a  hanging  matter  ? 
It  may  be  ventur*d  iu  a  worser  cause. 
I  must  (;o  question  with  my  conscience : 
I  have  the  word;  centinel,  do  thou  stand ; 
Thou  shult  not  need  tocall^  I'll  be  at  hand. 

[ExU. 

Enter  Jntonio  and  Martino, 

Ant.  Are  we  hntdog'd  behind  us,  think'st 
tiiou,  friend? 

Alurt,  I  heard  not  one  bark,  sir. 

Ant.  There  are  that  bite  [fellows 

And  bark  not,  man ;  methought  I  spied  two 
That  thro'  two  streets  toj^ether  walk'd  aloof, 
And  wore  their  eyes  suspiciously  upon  us. 

Mart,  Your  jealousy,  nothing  else;    or 
such  perhaps 
As  are  afraid  as  much  of  us;  who  knows 
But  about  the  like  business  ?  but,  for  your 

fear's  sake, 
I'll  advise  and  entreat  one  courtesy. 

Ant.  What  is  liiat,  friend  ? 

Mart.  I  will  not  be  denied,  sir; 
Change  your  upper  garmenu  with  me. 

Ant.  It  needs  not. 

Mart.  I  think  so  too ;  but  I  will  have  it  so. 
If  you  dare  trust  me  with  the  better,  sir. 

Ant.  Nay  then 

Mart.  If  there  should  be  danger  towards, 
There  will  be  the  main  mark,  I'm  sure. 

Ant.  Here  thou  tak'st  from  mfe 

Mart.  Tush  !  the  generul 
Must  he  safe,  howe'cr  the  battle  goes. 
See  you  the  beacon  yonder? 

Ant,  Yes;  weVc  near  shore. 


Enter  two  Gentlemen,  with  weapons  drawn  ; 
they  set  upon  Martino ;  Antonio  pursues 
them  out  in  rescue  of  Mart  mo. 

Mart.  Come,  land,  land!  you  must  clam- 
ber by  the  cliff; 
Here  are  no  stairs  to  rise  by. 
Ant.  Ay !  are  yoa  there  ? 

[Fight y  and  Exeunt. 

Enter  Aminta  above,  and  Martino  returned 
again  asceudsm 
Amin.  Antonio? 
Mart.  Yes.    Ismenia? 
Atnin.  Thine  own. 
Mart.  Quench  the  light;  thine  eyes  are 

guides  illustrious. 
Amin:,  Tis  necessary.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Antonio. 
Ant.  Your  legs  have  aav'd  your  lives », 

whoe'er  ye  are. 
Friend !  Martin'  I  where  art  thou  f  not  hurtj 

I  hope ! 
Sure  I  was  furthest  i' th' pursuit  of 'em. 
My  pleasures  are  forgotten  thro'  my  fears ! 
The  light's  extinct !  it  was  discreetly  done ; 
They  cou!d  not  but,  have  notice  of  the  broil, 
And  fearing  that  might  call  up  company, 
Have  carefully  prevented,  and  closd  nj): 
I  do  commend  tne  heed.  Oh,  but  my  friend, 
I  fear  he's  Imrt!  Friend!  friend !  It  cannot  be 
So  mortal,  that  I  should  lose  thee  quite,  friend ! 
A  irroan !  any  thing  that  may  discover  thee ! 
Thou  art  not  sunk  so  far,  but  I  might  hear 

thee. 
IMl  lay  mine  ear  as  lOw  as  thou  canst  fall  : 
Friend !  don  Martino !  I  must  answer  for  thee, 
(Twas  in  my  cause  thou  fell'st)  if  thou  be'st 

down. 
Such  dangers  stand  betwixt  us  and  our  joys, 
Thar,  should  we  forethiiik  ere  we  undertake. 
We'd  sit  at  home,  and  save.— What  a  night's 

here! 
Purpos'd  for -so  much  joy,  and  nowdispos'd 
To  so  much  wretchedness !  1  shall  not  rest  iu't! 
If  f  had  all  my  pleasures  there  within, 
I  should  not  entertain  'em  with  a  smile. 
Good-night  to  y<m  !  Mine  will  be  black  and 

sad ; 
A  friend  cannot,  a  woman  may  be  bad. 

[Exit. 


there;'  but  as  this  is  not  possible  to  be  made  of  the  words  as  they  stand,  I  imagine  the  line 
might  originally  run  thus, 

*  Love  is  a  jewel — • 

*  liut  hung  at  th*  ear  is  deprived  our  Oivn  sight.'        Sj/mpson^ 

We  think  the  Poets  desiiincd  to  compare  love  to  a  jewel,  whose  lustre  is  seen  by  the  rest 
of  the  world,  and  not  by  the  wearer.  The  mod'*  of  plirase  in  the  text  is  peculiar,  but  u© 
believe  genuine;  and  what  editor  has  a  right  to  a!lf  r  it? 

39  Mart.  Your  legs  huva  savd,  &c.]  ITie  error  of  jjiving  tliis  spesch  to  Martino  corrected 
ty  Sympson. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  9. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Ismenia  and  Aminia, 

Ism,  /^H,  thou  false—  [own, 

'  "^  Amin.  Do  your  daring'st !  he's  mine 
Soul  and  body  mine,  church  and  chamber 
Totally  mine.  [mine. 

Ism.  Darest  thou  face  thy  falshood  r 
Amin.  Shall  I  BOt  give  a  welcome  to  my 
wishes,  [p*"y> 

Come  home  so  sweetly  ?  Farewell,  your  corn- 
Till  you  be  calmer,  woman  !  [Exit, 

Ism,  Oh,  what  a  heap 
Of  misery  has  one  night  brought  with  it ! 

Enter  Antonio, 

Ant,  Where  is  he  ?  Do  you  turn  your  shame 
from  me? 
You're  a  blind  adulteress !  you  know  you  are. 
Ism,  How's  that,  Antonio? 
Ant.  Till  I  have  vengeance, 
Your  sin's  not  pardonable  !  I  will  have  him. 
If  hell  hide  him  not !  youVe  had  your  last  of 
him.  [Reit. 

Ism.  What  did  he  speak  ?  I  understood 
him  not ! 
He  call'd  me  a  foul  name ;  it  was  not  mine; 
He  took  me  for  another  sure. 

Enter  Belltda. 
Bel.  Ha!  are  you  there?  [tray tor 

Where  is  your  sweetheart  ?  I  have  found  you , 
To  my  house !  wilt  leaf^ue  with  mine  enemy  ? 
You'll  shed  bis  blood,  you'll  say:  Ha  !  will 
you  so  ?  *  fuion ; 

And  fight  with  your  heels  upwards?  No,  mi- 
I  have  a  husband  for  you,  (since  you're  so 

rank) 
And  such  a  husband  as  thou  shalt  like  him, 
Whether  thou  wilt  or  no:  Antonio  ? 
Ism,  It  thunders  with  the  storm  now. 
Bel,  And  to-night 
111  have  it  dispatch'd;  I'll  make  it  sure,  1 1 
By  tomorrow  this  time  thy  maidenhead 
Shall  not  be  worth  a  chicken  «*,  if  it  were 
Kiiock'd  at  an  out-cry.    Go  !  I'll  ha'  you 

before  me: 

Shough,  shough !  up  to  your  coop,  pea-hen ! 

Ism.  Then  Til  try  my  wings.  [Exit. 

Bet.  Ay  ?  are  you  good  at  that?  stop,  stop 

thief!  stop  there!  [Exit, 


SCENE  n. 


Enter  Otrante^  and  Ftorimel  iinging, 

Flor.  Now  having  leisure,  and  a  happy  wind^ 
Thou  mayst  at  pleasure  cause  the 

stones  to  grind ; 
Sails  spread,  and  grist  here  ready  «o 

be  ground ; 
Fy,  stand  not  idly,  but  let  the  mill  go 

round ! 

Otr,  Why  dost  thou  sing  and  dance  thus  ? 
why  so  merry  ? 
Why  dost  thou  look  so  wantonly  upon  mc  ? 
Ana  kiss  my  hands? 

Flor.  If  I  were  high  enough, 
I'd  kiss  your  lips  too. 

Otr,  bo!  this  is  some  kindness;        [still. 
This  tabtes  of  willingness ;  nay,  you  may  kiss 
But  why  o'  th'  sudden  now  does  the  6t  take 
you,  [curt'sics  ? 

Unofter'd,  or  uncompeU'd  ?  why  these  sweet 
E'en  now  you  would  have,  blush'd  to  death 
to  kiss  thus:  [ness! 

Trithee,  let  me  be  prepar'd  to  meet  thy  kind- 
I  shall  be  unfurnibh'd  else  to  hold  thee  play, 

wench : 
Stay  now  a  little,  and  delay  your  blessings ! 
If  this  be  love,  methinks  it  is  too  violent : 
If  you  repent  you  of  your  strictntrss  to  me. 
It  is  so  sudden,  it  wants  circumstance. 

Flor.  Fy,  how  dull ! 

How  long  shall  I  pine  for  love  ? 
How  long  shall  I  sue  in  vain  ? 
How  long,  like  the  turtle-d«ive, 

Shall  I  heavily  thus  complain  ? 
Shall  the  sails  of  my  love  stand  $ti]l  ? 
Shall  the  grist  of  my  hopes  be  un- 
ground  ? 
Oh  fy,  oh  fy,  oh  fy ! 
Let  the  mill,  let  the  mill  go  round  ! 

Otr.  'Prithee  be  calm  a  little* !     [strange. 
Thou  mak'st  me  wonder ;  thou  that  wert  so 
And  read  such  pious  rules  to  my  behanour 
But  yesternight;  thou   that  wert  made  of 

modesty, 
Shouldst  in  a  few  short  minutes  turn  thus 

Flor,  You  are  too  cold.  [desp  rate ! 

Otr.  I  do  confess  I  freeze  now ! 
I  am  another  thing,  all  over  me. 
It  is  my  part  to  wooe,  not  to  be  courted : 


^  Shall  not  be  worth  a  chicken.]  In  this  place  the  unknown  gentleman  reads  thus, 
*  ^— ; —  worth  a  cltegvin, 
and  adds  that  Sir  Isaac  Newton  in  his  tables  of  gold  and  silver  coins  says,  iequin^  cheqttin, 
or  zacfieen^  is  a  ^rrld  Venetian  coin,  worth  nine  and  sixpence.  It  may  be  so;  but  yet  mv 
friend  will,  I  hope,  pardon  me  if  I  have  not  altered  the  line  according  to  his  direction  ;  for  I 
am  not  sure  that  there  is  not  a  double  entendre  couched  under  this  word,  which  will  be  lost 
by  his  proposed  correction  of  the  text.        Sympson. 

We  apprehend  the  old  man's  meaning  is,  *  Thy  maidenhead  shall  not  be  worth  a  ckickaif 
which  (on  a  great  demand  for  viands)  has  been  kdlt^d  without  fatting.' 


Jicty  Scenes.] 
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Unfold  this  riddl« ;  'ds  to  me  a  wonder. 
That  Qow  o*  th'  iustant,  tire  I  can  expect, 
£re  I  can  turn  my  thoughts,  and  thiuk  upon 
A  separation  of  your  honest  carriati;e 
From  the  desires  of  youth,  thus  wantonly, 
Thus  beyond  expectation— «- 

Fior.  I  will  tell  you. 
And  teli  you  seriously,  wliy  I  appear  thus, 
To  hold  you  no  mofe  ignorant  aiid  blinded : 
1  have  no  modesty ;  Tm  truly  wanton ; 
l*m  that  you  look  for,  sir:  Now,  come  up 

roundly !  [ness 

If  my  strict  face  and  counterfeited  stiiyed- 
Could  have  won  on  you,  I  had  caught  you 

that  way. 
And  you  should  ne*er  ha%'e  come  t'  have 

known  who  hurt  you.  [me  I 

'Prithee,  sweet  count,  be  more  familiar  with 
]lowever  we  are  open  in  our  natures, 
iUid  apt  to  more  desires  than  you  dare  meet 

with, 
Yet  we  affect  to  lay  the  gloss  of  iijood  on*t, 
I  saw  you  touched  nut  at  the  bait  of  Chastity, 
And  that  it  i;rew  distasteful  to  your  palate 
7o  appear  so  holy;  therefore  i  take  my  true 

shape :  [me. 

Is  your  bed  feady,  sir  ?  you  shall  quickly  find 

On  the  bed  I'll  throw  thee,  throw  thee  down; 
Down  being  laid. 
Shall  we  be  afraid 
To  try  the  riirhts  that  belonir  to  love  ? 
No,  no ;  there  I'll  wooe  thee  with  a  crown, 
Crown  our  desires; 
Kindle  the  fires^  [prove, 

When  love  rcquirrs  we  should  wanton 
We'll  kiss,  we'll  sport,  we'll  laugh,  we'll 

play; 
If  thou  coni'st  short,  for  thee  I'll  stay ; 
It*  thou  unskilful  art,  on  the  ground 
I'll  kindly  teach; — we'll  have  the  mill  go 
round. 

Otr,  Are  you  no  maid? 

Fior.  Alas,  my  lord,  no,  certain^ 

Vm  sorry  youVc  so  innocent  to  think  so. 

Is  this  an  age  for  silly  maids  to  thrive  in  ? 

It  is  so  loni;  too  since  I  lo^t  it,  sir. 

That  I  have  no  belief  I  ever  was  one : 

What  should  you  do  with  maidenheads?  you 
hate  'em ; 

They*re  peevish,  pettish  things,  that  hold  no 
{>anie  up. 

No  pleasure  neither ;  they  are  sport  for  sur- 
geons ;  [head : 

ril  warrant  you  III  fit  you  beyond  maideo- 

A  fair  and  easy  way  men  travel  right  in, 

<*  T^*"  art  of  iewdnfss.]  However  Florimel's  language  shews  that  she  had  heard  of  the  ele- 
ments at  leaht  of  loo»c'oe»s,  yet  I  think  Otrante  should  say,  that  he  did  not  believe  she  knew 
the  practical  port  of  it,  and  so  I  would  read ; 

*  Not  th*  art  of  lewdness ' 

Or  rather  thus, 

'  Not  til'  act  of  lewdness/   Art  and  act  being  often  confounded 
both  in  Sliakespear  and  our  Authors.         Sezoard, 
The  rest  of  the  speech  seems  to  confirm  the  old  reading. 


And  with  delight,  discourse,  and  twenty  plea- 
sures, 
They  enjoy  their  journey;  mad  men  creep 
thro'  hedges.  [p««r, 

Otr.  I'm  mctamorphosM !  Why  do  you  ap- 
I  conjure  you,  beyond  belief  thus  wanton  r 
Fior,-  Because  I  would  give  you  pleasure 

beyond  belief. 
Think  mo  still  in  my  father's  mill, 
Where  I  have  oft  been  found*a 
Thrown  on  my  back. 
On  a  well-fiird  sa<^. 
While  the  mill  has  still  gone  roond-a: 
Trithee,  sirrali,  try  thy  skill ; 

And  again  let  the  mill  go  round-a! 
Otr,  Then  you  have  traded  ? 
Flor.  Traded  ?  huw  should  I  know  else 
how  to  live,  sir. 
And  how  to  satisfy  such  lords  as  you  are. 
Our  best  guests  and  our  richest  ? 

Otr.  How  I  shake  now ! 
You  take  no  base  men  ? 

F/or.  Any  that  will  offer; 
All  manner  of  men,  and  all  religions,  sir. 
We  touch  at  in  our  time ;  all  states  and  ages, 
We  exempt  none. 
The  young  one,  the  old  one, 
The  fearful,  the  bold  one. 

The  lame  one,  tho'  ne'er  so  unsound. 
The  Jew  or  the  Turk,  / 

Have  leave  for  to  work. 

The  whilst  that  the  mill  goes  round. 
Otr.  Yon  are  a  common  thing  then  ? 
Flor.  No  matter,  since  you  have  your  pri- 
vate pleasure, 
And  have  it  by  an  artist  excellent: 
Whether  I  am  thus,  or  thas,  your  men  can 
tell  you.  [together, 

Otr.  lily  men?  defend  me!  how  I  freeze 
And  am  on  ice !  Do  I  bite  at  such  an  orange? 
After  my  men?  I  am  preferr'd  ! 

Flor.  Why  stay  you  ? 
Why  do  we  talk,  my  lord,  and  lose  our  time? 
Pleasure  was  made  for  lips,  and  sweet  cm* 

braces ; 

Let  lawyers  use  their  tongues ! — Pardon  me, 

JModesty !  [serable. 

This  dehp'rate  way  must  help  ;  or  I  am  mi- 

Otr.  She  turns,  and  wipes  her  face;  she 

weeps  for  certain !  [beastly ; 

Some  new  way  now ;   she  cannot  be  thus 

She  is  u>o  excellent  fair  to  be  thus  impudent: 

She  knows  the  elements  of  common  looseness. 

The  art  of  lewdness^'.    That,  that,  that— 

How  now,  sir? 
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tinier  a  Servant, 

Sere,  The  king,  an*t  please  ^our  lordship, 
Closie  at  the  gate.  [is  alighted 

0/r.  The  kinir? 

Serv.  And  calls  for  yoii;  sir  j 
Means  to  break  i'a.st  here  too. 

Ftor,  Then  Vm  happy  ! 

Ofr,  Stolen  so  suddenly  ?  Go,  Joct  her  op; 
Lock  her  up  where  the  courtiers  msLy  not  see 

her ; 
Lock  her  up  closely,"  sirrah,  in  noy  closet. 

Serv,  I  will,  myjord.  •  What,  does  she  yield 

Otr.  Peace!  fyet? 

She's  cither  a  damn'd  devil,  or  an  ancjel. 
No  noise,  upon  your  life,   dame,  hut  all  si- 
lence !  [Ereunt  Flar,  and  Serv, 

Enter  King,  Lords,  Vertigo,  Lisauro,  and 
Terzo, 
Otr.  Your  mnjesty  heaps  too  much  ho- 
nour on  me, 
\Vith  such  delight  to  view  each  several  corner 
Of  a  rude  pile;  there's  no  proportion  in't, sir. 
FhU.  JVIethinks  'tis  haDdsoine,    and  the 
rooms  along 
Are  neat,  and  well  contrived;  the  gallery 
Stands  pleasantly  and  sweet.     What  rooms 
are  these  ? . 
Otr,  They're  sluttish  ones. 
Fhil   Nay,  I  must  see. 
Otr,  'Pray  yon  dn,  sir :  .  fden. 

They're  lodi^ing-c  ham  hers  o'er  a  homely  gar- 
Fhil,  Fit  still,  and  handsome ;  very  well ! 

and  those? 
Otr.   Those  lead  to  th'  oilier  side  o'  th' 

house,  an't  like  you. 
Phil,  Lft  me  see  those. 
Otr.  You  may  ;  the  doors  are  open.— 
What  should  this  view  mean?  I  am  half  sus- 
•     Phil.  This  little  room  ?  [picious. 

Otr.  Tis  mean;  a  place  for  trash,  sir, 
For  rubbish  of  the  house.. 

Phil.  1  would  see  this  too: 
I  will  see  all. 

Otr,  I  beseech  your  majesty  !        [ance — 
The  Savour  of  it,  and  ttie  coarse  appear- 
Phil.  Tis  not  so  "bad;  you'd  not  oifeud 
your  boube  with't: 
Come,  let  me  see. 

Otr.  'Faith,  sir 

Phil,  V  faith,  I  will  see. 

Otr.  My  groom  has  the  key,  sir ;  and  'tis 

ten  to  one —  [lords ! 

Phil.  But  I  will  see  it.  Force  the  lock,  ray 

There  be  smiths  enough  to  mend  it:  J  perceive 

You  keep  some  rare  things  here,  you  would 

jitu  shew,  sir. 

Florimel  disctrcered. 
Terzo.  Here's  a  fair  maid  indeed  ! 
Phil.  By  my  faith  is  shf ; 
A  handsome  girl ! — Come  forward !  do  not 

fear,  wench. 
Ay,  marry,  here's  a  treasure  wortli  conceal- 
Call  in  the  miiUr.  [ing. 


Otr.  Then  T  am  discover'd ! — 
I'll  confess  all  before  the  miller  comes,  sir; 
Twas  but  intention  ;  from  all  act  Tm  deaf 
yet. 

Enter  Franio, 

Phil,  Is  this  your  daughter? 

Fra,  Yes,  an  t  please  your  highness. 

This  is  the  shape  of  her;  for  her  substance, 

sir,  [able, 

W  hether  she  be  now  honourable  or  dishonour^ 

Whether  she  be  a  white  rose,  or  a  canker,  is 

the  qucistion. 
I  thank  my  lord,  he  made  bold  with  ray  filly  i 
If  she  be  for  your  pace,  you  had  best  pre- 
serve her,  sir ;  [handsomely ! 
She's  teuder-mouUi'd ;-  let  her  be   brokeo 

Phil.  Maid,  were  you  stol'n? 

Flor.  I  went  not  williiij»ly,  [boldly. 

An't  please  your  Grace ;  I  was  ne^er  bred  so 

Phil.  How  has  he  us'd  you  ? 

Fhir,  Yet,  sir,  very  nobly. 

Phil.  Be  sure  you  tell  truth.  And  be  sure, 
ray  lord. 
You  have  not  wrong'd  her ;  if  you  have,  I 

tell  you. 
You've  lost  me,  and  yourself  too!  Speak 
again,  wench.  [a  maid : 

Flor.  lie  has  not  wrong'd  me,  sir ;  l*m  yet 
By  all  that's  white  and  innocent,"!  am,  sir! 
Only  I  sutler'd  under  strong  temptations, 
The  Ki'at  of  youth;  but  lieav'u  deliver'd 

me.— 
My  lord,  £  am  no  w  hore,  for  all  I  feign'd  it. 
And  fcigti'ditcunnm^ly,  and  made  you  loath 
me  J  [^^^t 

Twas  time  to  out-do  you  ;  I  had  been  robb  d 
I  had  been  miserable;  but  I  fortive  you. 

Phil.  What  recompense  for  this? 

Otr.  A  grrat  one,  sir ; 
First  a  repentance,  and  a  hearty  one. 
Forgive  me,  sweet ! 

Flor,  I  do,  my  lord. 

Otr.  I  thank  you !  f  Floriroel  I 

The  ncxty  take  this,  and  these ;  all  I  have, 

Flor.  No,  good  my  lord,  these  often  cor-* 
rupt  maidens; 
I  dare  not  touch  at  thcse^  they're  Ihne  for  vir- 
But  if  you'll  give  me '  [gins; 

Otr.  Any  thing  in  my  power. 
Or  in  my  purchase. 

Flor,  Take  heed,  noble  sir ! 
You'll  make  me  a  bold  asker. 

O^r.  Ask  me  freely.  [.vou; 

Flor.  Ask  you  ?  I  do  ask  you,  and  I  deser^-e 
I've  kept  you  from  a  crying  sm  would  daiua 
you  '  [dit. 

To  men  and  thne ;  I  have  preserved  yourcre- 
I'hat  would  have  died  to  all  posterity: 
Curses  of  maids  shall  never  now  aiilict  yoo, 
Xor  parents'  bitter  tears  make  your  name 

barren. 
If  he  deserves  well  that  redeems  his  country. 
And  as  a  patriot  be  remember*d  nObly, 
iNfay,  set  the  highest;  may  not  I  be  vrorUiy 
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To  be  your  friend^  that  have  preserved  your 
honour? 
Otr.  You  are,  and  thu$  I  take  you;  thus 
I  seal  you 
^ine  own,  and  only  mine. 

P/tii.  Count,  she  deserves  you : 
And  let  it  be  my  happiness  to  give  you ! 

[Gives  her  to  Otrante. 
I'vegiv'n  a  virtuous  maid  now,  I  dare  say  it; 
'Tis  more  than  blood.  Til  pay  her  portion, 
And  it  shall  be  worthy  you.  [sir; 

Fra,  \\[  sell  my  mill, 
I'll  pay  some  too !  TJl  pay  the  fidlers. 
And  wt'*ll  have  ^1 1'  th'  country  at  this  wed- 
ding, [her. 
Tray  let  me  j^ive  her  too :  Here,  my  lord,  lake 
Take  herwith  j^U  ray  heart,and  kiss  her  freely. 
'Would  I  could  give  you  all  this  hand  has 
stol'n  tQo,                                     [whiter. 
In  portion  with  her !  'twould  make  her  a  little 
7'he  wind  blows  fair  now ;  get  me  a  young 
^     m  tiler ! 

Vert,  Sh^  must  have  new  cloaths.  ^ 
Terso,  Yes. 

Vert.  Yes,  marry  must  she. 
Jf 't  please  ye,  madam,  let  me  see  the  state 

of  your  body ; 
J'li  fit  you  instantly, 

Phil,  Art  not  thou  go»ie  yet? 
Vert.  A  n't  please  your  Grace,  a  gown,  a 
.  handsome  gown  now, 

An  orient  gown 

Phil,  Nay,  takp  thy  pleasure  of  her. 

Vert.  Of  cloth  of  tibsne — I  can  fit  you, 

madam :  [body ! 

(My  lords,  stand  ou(  o'  th'  light!)  a  curious 

Tlie  neatest  body  in  Spain  this  day — with 

embroider'd  flowers, 
A  clinquaut  petticoat  of  some  rich  stuff, 
'io  catch  the  eye :  1  have  a  thousand  fashions. 
Oh,  sleeve,  oh,  sleeve !  I'll  study  all  niijht. 
To  magnify  your  sleeve.  [mad^m, 

Otr,  Do,  superstitious  tailqr,  ^ 

When  you've  more  time. 

Flor,  Make  me  no  more  than  tvom^n,  and 
I'm  thine.  [help, 

Otr,  Sir,  happily  my  wardrobe,  with  your 
jVIay  fit  her  instantly;  will  you  try  her  ?' 
Vert,  If  I  fit  her  not,  your  wardrobe  can- 
not: 
But  if  the  fashion  be  not  there,  you  mar  her. 

Enter  Antonio^  Comtahle,  and  Officers, 
Ant,  Is  my  offence  so  great,  ere  I  be  con- 
To' be  torn  with  rascab  ?  if  it  be  law,    [vict. 
Let  'em  be  wild  horses  rather  than  these. 
PhiL  What's  that.?' 
Con,  This  is  a  man  suspected  of  murder, 

if  it  pieasc  your  Grace. 
PhiL  It  pleases  me  nut,  friend ;  but  who  [ 
suspects  him  ?  { 


Con,  We  that  are  your  highness'  extraor- 
dinary officers,  [in  peace. 
We  that  have  taken  our  oaths  to  mam  tain  you 
Phil,  'Twill  be  a  great  charsje  to  you. ' 
Con.  Tis  a  great  charge  indeed ; 
But  then  we  call  our  neighbours  to  help  us. 

This  gentleman 
And  another  were  fallen  out  Cyet  that's  more 
Than  I  am  able  to  say,  for  I  heard  rfo  words 
Between  'em,  but  what  their  weapons  spoke, 
clash,  and  clatter)  [vernment. 

Which  we  seeins,  came  with  our  bills  of  go- 
And  first  kuock'd  down  tlieir  weapons,  and 
then  the  men, 
PhiL  And  this  you  did  to  keep  the  peace? 
Con.  Yes,  an't  like  your  Grace, 
We  knock'd  'era  down,  to  keep  the  peace  : 
This  we  laid  hold  on,  [do 

The  other  we  set  in  the  stocks    Tliat  I  could 
By  mine  own  power,  without  your  majesty. 

Enter  Aniinta, 
Phil,  How  so,  sir? 
dm,  I  am  a  shoemaker  by  my  trade. 
Am  in.  Ob,  my  husband ! 
Why  stands  my  husband  as  amanendanger'd? 
Restore  him  me,  as  you  are  mercifuf ! 
I'll  answer  for  him. 

Ant,  What  woman  is  iliis? 
What  husband  ?  Hold  thy  bawling !  I  know 
thee  for  no  wife. 
Amin,  You  married  me  last  night. 
Ant,  Thouiiest!  I  neither  was 
In  church  nor  house  last  ui[;ht,  nor  saw  I  thee. 
A  thing  that  was  my  friend,  1  scorn  to  name 

now. 
Was  with  Ismenia,  like  a  thief,  and  there 
He  violated  a  sacred  trust :  This  thou  mayst 
know,  Aminta. 
Amin.  Are  not  you  he? 
Ant.  No,  nor  u  friend  of  his : 
'Would  I  had  killed  him !   I  hope  I  have. 
Amin,  That  was  uiy  husband,  royal  sir, 
that  man. 
That  excellent  man ! 

Enter  Bellides, 
,  4'»'-  That  villain,  that  thief?         [taken! 

Bel.  Ua*e  I  caught  you,  sir?  Well  over- 
This  is  mine  enemy.   Pardon,  my  sovereign  ! 

PhiL  Good  charity,  to  crave  pardon  for 
your  enemy !  [rudeness. 

Bel.  Mine  own  pardon,  sir,  for  my  joy** 
In  what  place  better  could  1  meet  my  foe. 
And  both  of  us  so  well  provided  too?  [him. 
He  with  some  black  blood-thirsty  crime  upon 
That  (ere  the  horse-leech  burst)  will  suck  him 
1  with  a  second  accusation,  [dry ; 

Enough  to  break  his  neck,  if  need  should  be; 
And  then  to  have  e'en  Justice'  saif  to  right 
us*«! 


*»  Justice  self  to  right  vs]  Is  from  the  roost  ancient  edition :  the  octavo  has  it, 
*  Justice  it  self,'  4*c. 
Jhc  reading  in  the  te^t  completes  the  measure  hcre;>  and  I  wisli  I  could  have  done  the  same 

by 
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How  should  I  KDtke  mr  Jots  a  little  civil. 
They  mi,e;ht  not  keep  this  noise? 

Ant.  Uenp  is  some  hope: 
Siould  th*  axe  be  dull,  the  halter  is  preparing. 

FkiL  What  is  your  accusation,  sir?  W^'ve 
heard  the  foimer. 

Enter  Julio. 

BeL  Mine,  my  lord  ?  A  strong  one, 

Julio.  A  false  one,  sir. 
At  least  malicious ;  an  evidence 
Of  hatred  and  despite:  lie  would  accuse 
My  poor  kinsman  of  that  he  never  dream'd  of, 
Nor  waking  saw,  the  stealing  of  his  daughter. 
She  whom,  I  know,  he  would  not  look  upon. 
Speak,  Antonio,  didst  thou  ever  sec  her  f 

Ant,  Yes,  sir ;  1  have  seen  her. 

BeL  Ah,  ha,  friend  Julio  ! 

Julio,  He  might;  but  how?  With  an  un- 
heedful  eye. 
An  accidental  view,  as  men  see  multitudes, 
That  the  next  day  dare  not  precisely  say 
They  saw  tlmt  face,  or  that,  amongst  'cm  all. 
Didst  thou  so  look  on  her? 

Bel,  Guilty,  guilty! 
His  l9ok8  hang  themselves. 

Phil.  Your  patience,  gentlemen ! 
I  pray  you  tell  me  if  I  be  in  error; 
I  may  speak  often  when  I  should  hut  hear : 
This  is  some  show  you  would  present  us  with, 
And  I  do  interrupt  it.    'Pray  you  speak, 
(It  seems  no  more)  is*t  any  thing  but  a  show? 

BeL  My  lord,  this  gentlewoman  can  sliew 
you  all, 
So  could  my  daughter  too,  if  she  were  here  : 
By  this  time  they  are  both  immodest  enough. 
She  is  fled  me,  and  I  accuse  tbis  thief  for*L 
Don  Martioo.  his  own  friend,  is  my  testimony; 
A  practis*d  night-work ! 

PhiL  That  Martinu*s  the  other 
In  your  custody ;  he  was  forgotten : 
Fetch  him  hither. 

Con.  Wti*ll  bring  the  stocks  and  all  else, 
An*t  please  your  Grace ! 

Enter  Bustopha  and  hmenia, 

Amin,  That  man's  my  husband  certain. 

Instead  of  this:  Both  would  have  dcceiv'd, 

and  both 
Bcgoird  O. 

Bust,  Soho,  miller,  miller!  look  out,  miller! 
Is  there  ne'er  a  miller  amongst  you  here,  gen- 
tlemen? 


Tet^*  Yes,  M,  her«  is  a  miller  amon^ 

gentlemen, 
A  ^entlenuin  miller. 

Bust.  I  should  not  be  far  off  then  ; 
There  went  but  a  pair  of  sheers  and  a  bodkin 

between  us. 
Will  you  to  work,  miller?  here  is  a  maid 
Has  a  sack  full  of  news  for  you :  Shall  your 

stones  walk  ? 
Will  you  grind,  miller  ? 

PhiL  This  your  son,  Franio? 

Fra.  My  ungracious,  tny  disobedient. 
My  unnatural,  my  rebel  son,  my  lord. 

Bust,  Fy !  vour  hopper  runs  over,  miller. 

Fra.  This  villain 
(Of  my  own  flesh  and  blood)  wis  accessary 
To  the  stealing  of  m^  daughter. 

Butt.  Oh  mountain, 
Shalt  thou  call  a  molehill  a  scab  upon  the  face 

of  tlie  earth'? 
Tho'  a  man  he  a  thief,  shall 
A  miller  call  him  so?  Oh,  egregious! 

JuHo.  Remember,  sirrah,  who  you  sprak 
before.  (grain; 

Bust,  I  speak  before  a  miller,  a  thief  in 
For  he  steals  com :  lie  that  steals  a  tireuch. 
Is  a  true  man  to  him. 

PhiL  Can  you  prove  that?  fi"g« 

You  may  holp  another  cause  that  was  in  plead* 

Bust,  Vi\  prove  it  strongly.  He  that  steals 
corn,  steals 
The  bread  of  the  commonwealth ;  he  that 
A  wench,  steals  but  the  flesh.  [steals 

PhiL  And  how  [flesh  ? 

U  the  bread-stealing  more  criminal  thau  the 

Bust,  lie  that  steals  bread,  steals   tliat 
wliich  is 
Lawful  every  day;  he  that  steals  flesh,  steals 

nothing  from  the  fasting  day : 
Ergo,  to  steal  the  bread  is  the  arranter  theft, 

PhiL  This  is  to  some  purpose. 

Bust,  Again,  he 
That  steals  flesh  steals  for  his  own  belly  fnll; 
fie  that  steals  bread,  rol>sthe  guts  of  otliers: 
ErgOf  the  arranter  thief  the  bread-stealcr. 
Again,  he  that  steals  flesh,  $te^is  once,  and 

gives  over; 
Yes,  and  often  pa^s  for  it ;  the  other 
Steals  every  day,  without  satisfvcciou. 
To  conclude,  bread-stealing  is  the  more  c»> 

pital  crmie; 
For  what  be  steals, he  puts  it  in  at  the  head; 
He  that  steals  flesh  (as  the  Dutch  author  says) 


by  the  assistance  of  all  the  copies  through  the  rest  of  the  play;  for  great  part  of  it  is  so  fa» 
from  being  verse,  that  it  has  no  pretence  to  any  such  thing,  and  indeed  in  a  multitade  of 
places  is  neither  better  nor  tvorse  than  prose  run  mad.        Synipsoa. 
I'his  justice  to  the  measure  has  been  attempted  in  this  edition. 

«3  Both  wm^d  have  deceived,  and  hoik  beguiled.]  What,  d^ceiv'd  and  heguiPd  too?  Amiata 
•urposed  no  such  tautology,  but  only  that  she  and  Martiao  were 'two  designing  cheats,  and 
lad  been  as  well  fitted  for  their  purposed  knavery.    But  as  the  old  ^eaiding  does  not,  m^ 
cannot,  make  out  this  sense,  I  suspect  we  should  write  thuSy 

'  Both  (i.  e.  of  us)  would  have  deceived,  and  both  are  beguil^d^*^       l^jWfU 
The  old  reading  bears  the  same  sense. 
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Puts  it  in  at  the  foot(d)C  lower  member). 
.    Will  you  go  as  you  are  now,  miller? 

mi.  How  has  this  satisfied  you,  don  Beir 
lidcs  ?  [ous  I 

heL  Nothio<ry  my  lord ;  my  cause  is  seri- 
I  cltiim  a  daughter  from  that  loving  thief 
there. 
Ant,  I  would  I  had  her  for  you,  sir ! 
Bel.  Ha,  ha,  Julio! 

Julio.  How  said  you,  Antonio !  Wish  you, 

you  had  his  daughter  ?  [body 

Ant,  With  ray  soul  I  wish  her;  and  my 

Shall  perish,  but  f  will  enjoy  my  souPs  wish. 

I  would  have  slain  my  friend  for  hvi  de<*.eit. 

But  I  do  find  his  own  deceit  hath  pai<l  him. 

Julio.  Will  ^ou  vex  my  soul  forth?  no 

otlicr  choice  fj'irl ! 

But  where  my  hate  is  rooted?   Come  hiUier, 

Whose  pretty  maid  art  thou  ? 

hm.  The  child  of  a  poor  man,  sir. 
Julin.  The  better  for  it.     With  my  sove- 
reign's leave, 
I  will  wed  thee  to  this  man,  will  he,  nill  he. 
Fhil.  Pardon   me,  sir,    V\\  be  no  love- 
enforcer; 
I  use  no  power  of  mine  unto  those  ends. 
Julio.  Wilt  thou  have  him  ? 
J«n.  Not  unless  he  love  me.      [beauties! 
Ant.  I  do  love  thee :   Farewell,  all  other 
I  settle  here.    You  are  Ismcnia. 

[Aiide  to  Itmenia, 
hm.  The  same  I  was ;  better,  nor  worse, 

Antonio. 
Ant.  I  shall  have  your  consent  here,  I  am 

sure,  sir. 
Bel,  Witli  all  my  heart,  sir;   nay,  if  you 
accept  it, 
111  do  this  kindness  to  mine  enemy. 
And  give  her  as  a  father. 

Ant,  Slie'U  thank  vou  as  a  daughter; 
Will  you  not,  Ismenia? 
BcL  How!  Ismenia? 
Jim,  Your  daughter,  sir. 
Bel.  Is  it  possible?— 
Away, you  feeblc-wiitcd  things!  You  thought 
YouM  caught  tlic  old  ones !  You  wade,  you 
wade  [here ! 

In  shallow  fords ;  we  can  swim,  we :  Look 
We  made  the  match ;  we  are  all  friends,  eo^id 
friends :  pool. 

Thin,  \hin  !  Why,  the  fool  knew  all  this,  this 
Bust.  Keep  that  to  yourself,  sir;   what  I 
knew  I  knew: 
This  sack  is  a  witness.  Miller,  tliis  is  not  for 
your  thumbing.  [day 

Here's  gold  lace;  you  may  see  her  in  her  holi- 
Cluatlisif  you  will;  I  was  her  wardrobe-man. 

Enter  Mart  iuj,  Aminta,  Constable  andOfficers. 

Ant.  You  bcguird  me  well,  sir. 

Mart.  Did  vou  speak  to  mc,  sir? 

Ant.  It  niiglu  setiu  to  you,  Murtino; 
Yoor  conscience  has  (;uick  cars. 

Mart.  Aly  sight  wab 
Vi4L.  if.  4 


A  little  dim  i*  th'ddrk  indeed ;  so  was 
My  feeling  cozen*d;  yet  I  am  content: 
I  am  the  better  understander  now ; 
I  know  my  wife  Wants  nothing  of  a  woman ! 
There  you're  my  junior. 

Ant.  You're  not  hurt? 

3far/.  Not  shrewdly  hurt;  [flesh. 

I  have  good  flesh  to  heal,you  see,  good  round 
These  cherries  will  be  worth  chopping,  crack 

stones  and  all ; 
I  should  not^ive  much  to  boot  to  ride 
In  your  new,  and  you  in  my  old  ones  now. 

Ant.  You  mistake  the  weapon :  Are  yoa 
nothuit? 

Mart.  A  little  scratch ;  but  I  shall  cUw*t 
off  well  enough. 

Enter  Gillian. 

Gil.  I  can  no  longer  own  what  is  notminey 
With  a  free  conscience.     My  liege,  your 
pardon. 

Phil.  For  what?— Who  knows  this  woman? 

Era.  I  best,  my  lord ;  I*ve  been  acquainted 
with  her 
These  forty  summers,  and  as  manv  winters, 
Were  it  spring  again :  She's  like  toe  gout;  £ 

can  ^et 
No  cure  for  her. 

Phil,  Oil,  your  wife,  Franio?        [painful 

fVtf.  Tis  *  oh,  my  wife'  indeed,  my  lord; « 
Stitch  to  my  side;  'would  it  were  picVd  out! 

Phil.  Well,  sir. 
Your  silence ! 

Bust.  Will  you  be 
Older  and  older  every  day  than  other? 
The  longer  you  lire  tlie  older  still  ?    Must 
his  majesty  [tongue? 

Command  your  silence,  ere  youll  hold  your 

Phil.  Your  reprehension  runs  into  the  same 
'Pray,  sir,  will  you  be  silent  ?  [fault: 

Bust    I  have  told  him 
Of  this  before  now,  my  lie^e;  but  age 
Will  have  his  course,  and  lu*>  weaknesses— 

Phil.  Good  sir, 
Yoiir  forbearance. 

Bust.  And  his  frailties,  and  his  follSes, 
As  I  may  say,  that  cannot  hold  his  tongue 
Ere  he  be  bidden — — 

Phil.  Why, sirrah! 

Butt.  But  I  believe  [hiifts 

Your  majesty  will  not  be  long  troubled  with 
[  hope  tliat  woman  has  something  to  coufest 
Will  han^  them  both. 

Phil.  Sirrah,  you'll  pull  your  dastiny  upon 
If  you  cease  not,  the  sooner.  [y^^^ 

Bust.  Nay,  I  have  done,  my  liege;  yet 
ft  grieves  me  that  L  should  call  that  man  fa* 

ther. 
That  should  be  so  shameless,  that  being  cote* 
To  hold  his  tongue—  [hiauded 

Phil.  To  ih' porter's  lodge  with  luni. 

Bust.  I  ihank  your  Grace!  \  have  a  friend 
tljtrc. 

Phil.  Speak,  woman ! 


5^ 


THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL. 


£Act  5.  Sctut  4. 


If  any  interraption  meet  thee  more,  it  shall 
Be  punish*d  sharply.     • 

Gil,  Good  my  licpe,  (F  dare  not) 

Ask  yhu  the  question  why  that  old  man  weeps. 

^  PMl.  Who?  count  Julio?  I  ohscrv'd  it  not. 

You  hear  the  question,  sir;  will  you  give  the 

cause?  f5,age, 

Julio.  Oh,  my  lord,  it  hardly  will  get  pas- 
CTt  is  a  sorrow  uf  that  greatness  gjrown) 
'Less  it  dissolve  in  tears,  and  come  byparcels. 

Gil.  ril  help  you,  sir,  in  the  delivery, 
And  bring  3  ou  forth  a  joy :  You  lobt  a  daugh- 
ter. 

Ju/eo.  Twas  that  recounted  thought  brought 
fo^th  these  sorrows. 

Gil.  She's  found  again.     Know  you  this 
mantle,  sir? 

Julio.  Ha? 

Gil.  Nay,  leave  your  wonder;  Til  explain 
it  to  you. 
This  did  enwrap  your  child,  whom  ever  since 
I  have  cali'd  muie/nheu  nurse  Amarauta, 
In  a  rcniove  from  Moru  to  Corduba, 
Was  stiz'd  on  by  a  rierce  and  hungry  bear; 
She  was  the  ravin's  prey,  asFIeav'n  so  would! 
He  with  his  booty  lill'd*  forsook  the  babe: 
All  this  was  in  my  sight ;  and  so  Jong  I  saw, 
Until  the  cruel  creature  left  my  sight; 
At  which  advantage  I  adventur*d  me 
To  rescue  the  sweet  lamb :  I  did  it,  sir  ; 
And  ever  since  I  have  kept  back  your  joy, 
And  roade.it  mine.  But  age  hath  wearied  me, 
And  bids  nae  back  restore  unto  the  owner 
What  I  unjustly  kept  these  fourteen  years, 

Julio.  Oh,  tliou  hast  ta'en  so  m6ny  years 
from  me,  ■    [me. 

And  made  me  young  as  was  her  birth-duy  to 
Oh,  good  my  liege,  give  my  joys  a  pardon  ! 
I  must  go  pour  a  blessing  on  my  child, 
Which  here  would  be  loo  rude  and  trouble- 
some. \Exit. 

Phil,  Franio,  you  knew  this  before  r 

Bust.  Oh,  oh  !  Ile?n  for  you,  miller  ! 

Fra.  I  did,  txiy  liege ;  T  niubt  confess  I  did  r 
And  I  confess,  T  ne'er  would  liavc  confessed, 
Had  not  that  woman's  tongue  begun  to  me. 
We  poor  ones  love,  and  would  have  com- 
forts, sir,  [sir ; 
As  well  as  great.  This  is  no  strange  fault, 
There's  many  men  keep  other  men's  children, 
As  tlio'  they  were  their  oivn. 


Bust.  It  may  stretch 
Further  yet;  I  beseech  you,  my  liege,  l^t 
This  woman  be  a  little  hinher  examined ; 
Let  the  wards  of  her  conscience  bescarcb'd  *<: 
I  would  know  how  she  came  by  me;  I  am 
A  lost  child,  if  I  be  theirs :  Though  I  have 
Been  brought  up  in  a  mill,  yet  I  had  ever 
A  mind,  methouKht,  to  be  a  greater  map. 

I'hil  She  will  resolve  you  sure. 

Gil.  Ay,  ay, 
Boy ;  thou  artmiiiQOWD  flesh  and  blood,  bora 
Of  mine  own  body. 

Buil.  Tis  very  unlikely 
That  such  a  body  should  bear  mc !  Tliere'sno 
Trust  in  these  millens.  Woman,  tell  the  truth! 
My  father  shall  forgive  thet-,  wliatsoerer 
lie  was,  were  he  kuigiit,  squire,  of  captain; 
lie  should  not  be.  [le»$ 

Gil,  Thou  art  mii>e  own  child,  boy. 

puit.  And  was  the  miller -my  father? 

Gil    Wouldsi  thou  make 
Thy  mother  awhoit*,  knave? 

Bust.  Ay,  if  she  make  me 
A  bastard.     The  rack  must  make  lier  con- 
fess, my  lord  ; 
T  shall  never  come  to  know  who  I  am  else. 
I  have  a  worsliipful  mind  io  me  sure;  me- 
I  do  scorn  poor  folUs.  [thinks 

Enter  Olrante,  Florimel,  Julio,  ^c. 
Phil.  Here  comes  the  brighu»st  glory  of 
the  day ; 
Love  yok'd  with  love,  the  best  equality. 
Without  tlic  level  of  estate  or  person  45. 
^    Julia   You  both  shall  be  rewarded  boun- 

^  ti  fully ; 
We'll  be  u-kin  too ;  brother  and  sifter 
Shall  bcchang'd  with  usei-er.  [cousin 

Bust,  Thank  you,  uncle  !  My  sister  is  my 
Yet  at  the  last  cast :  Farewell,  sistci^foster ! 
If  I  had  known  i\^  civil  law  would  have 
Allowed  it,  tliou  hadst  had  another  manner 
Of  husband  than  tiiou  hast;  but  much  goud 
So  thee !  ( so— 

I'll  dance  at  thy  wedding,  kiss  the  bride,  and 
Julio.  Why,  how  now,  sirrah?  [ur. 

Bust.  *Tis  lawful  now,  the  s  none  of  my  b'ly 
Jt  v^  as  a  miller  and  a  lord 
I'hat  had  a  scabbard  and  a  sword, 
He  put  it  up  in  the  country  word. 


The  miller  and  his  daughter. 

«  Let  the  words  of  her  conscience  be  searched.]  Sympson  reads  woumk  for  words.  We  think 
tpards  is  as  much  more  congruous  to  the  sense,  as  it  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters. 

*»  LcTocl  ofettqte  or  person.]  In  the  business  of  match-makinc,  generally  tlic  chief  con- 
sideration turns  not  on  the  quality  of  the  persons,  but  the  quantity  of  their  means.  If  so, 
then  possibly  the  Poets  made  the  king  expressr himself  thus: 

*  Without  the  level  of  estate,  or  portion*' 
So  in  this  very  play,  act  ii.  scene  2,  Martino  says  to  Antonio, 

< , You  not  consider,  sir, 

*  The  great  disparity  is  in  their  bloods, 

*  Estates,  and  fortunes.* 

Utiles?  the  reader  will  say  that  peison  above  may  mean  the  quality  of  blood.    On  that  sop- 
position  indeed  tlie.  line  may  stand  without  any  alteration.^       St/mpsou, 
'As  it  uudolibtedly  should  do,  spile  of  hypcrcrilicism. 


Act  5.  Scenes.} 


She  has  a  face,  and  she  can  sing. 
She  has  a  grace,  and  she  can  spring, 
She  has  a  place  with  anuthcjr  thing, 
Tmdoodle. 

Fra,  A  knavish  brother  of  yours,  my  lord. 

Bust.  'Would  1 
Were  acquainted  with  your  tailor,  noble  bro- 

'     ther ! 

Otr.  You  may;  there  he  is!  mine,  newly 
entertained. 

Veri.  If  you  have  any  work  for  me,  I  can 
fit  you,  sir; 
I  fitted  the  lady. 

Jitisi.  My  sistnr,  tailor? 
What  fits  her  will  hardly  fit  me. 

Vert.  Who  fits  her   " 
May  fit  voii,  sir;  the  tailor  can  do  both. 

Bust,  You  have  a  true  yard,  tailor  ? 

Vert,  Ne'tr  a  whit  tooJong,  [  warrant  you. 
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Bust,  Then,  tailor,  march  with  me  away  ! 
I  scorn  these  robes,  I  must  be  gay ; 
My  noble  brother  he  shall  pay 

Tom  Tailor.  [iSxcvnt. 

Phil.  Your  recovered  friendships  are  sound, 

gentlemen  ? 
Bel.  At  heart,  at  heart,  my  lord  s  The  worm 

shall  not 
Beyond  many  ages  find  a  breach  to  enter  at. 
Fhil.  These  lovers'  unities  I  will  not  doubt 

of. 
How  happy  have  you  made  our  progress  then. 
To  be  the  witness  of  such  fair  accords! 
Come,   now  we'll  eat  with  you,  my  lord 

Otrante : 
'Tis  a  charge  sav'd ;  you  must  not  grudge 

vour  guest ; 
'Tis  both  my  welcome,  and  your  weddini;- 

fcast.  l^Exeunt  omnes. 
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THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA: 

A  TRAGI-COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  ascribe  this  play  (which  was  first  printed  in  the  folio 
of  1G47)  to  Fletcher  alone.  It  hath  not  been  acted  within  the  memory  of  any  persQU 
now  living,  nor  do  we  know  of  any  alteratioa  of  it. 


PERSONS    REPRESENTED. 


Valktta,  the  Grand-matter  of  Malta. 
Miranda,  an  Italian  Gentleman,  the  Knight 
of  Malta. 

MouNTFERRAT.a  Knight  of  the  Order ^  hut  a 
Villain. 

GoMRRA,  a  deunnng  Spaniih  Gentleman. 

Nor  AN  DINE,  a  valiant  merry  Dane,  Com- 
mander-in-chief of  the  GalHei  of  Malta. 

CoLONNA,  alias  AngfXo,  a  Captive  redeemed 
from  tht  Gallia^  and  beloved  of  Miranda, 

RocCA,  Servant  and  Instrument  to  Mfnint- 

Two  Bishops.  Iferrat 

^Idicrs. 


Corporal. 

Prisoners. 

Two  Marshals. 

Doctor. 

One  of  the  Esguard. 

Servants. 

Oriawa,  Sister  to  Valet ta,  and  Wife  ofGo^ 

mera, 
Ve^.leda,  Attendant  on  Oriana, 
Zanthia,  alias  Abdella,  a  Moor,  Servant 

to  Oriana. 
Lucinda»  a  beautiful  Turkish  Woman^  curir 

traded  to  Angelo,  Prisotier  to  Miranda, 
Tu>o  Gentlewomen. 


SCENE,  MaUa. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 


t  thus? 


Enter  Mountferrat, 

Mmtntferrat.  'pi  ARES  she  despise  me 
•'^  me,  that  with  spoil 
And  hazardous  exploits,  full  sixteen  years 
Have  led  (as  hand-maids)  Fortune,  Victory, 
Whom  the  Maltezi  call  my  servitors  ?' 
"[^empests  I  have  subdued,  and  fought  them 

calm, 
Out-lighten*d  light*ning  in  my  chivalry, 
Rid  (tame  as  Patience)  billows  that  kick'd 

Ileav'n, 
Whistled  enraged  Boreas  'till  his  gusts 
Wer^  grown  so  gentle,  that  he  seem'd  to  sigh. 
Because  he  could  not  shew  the  air  my  keel ; 
And  yet  1  cannot  conquer  her  bright  eyes. 
Which,  tlio'  they  blaze,  both  comfort  and 

invite ;  fear, 

Neither  by  force,  nor  fraud,  pass  thro   her 
Whose  guard  is  only  blushing  Inn<x:ence, 
7o  take  the  least  possession  of  her  heart, 
jpid  I  attempt  her  with  a  thread-bare  name. 


Un-napt  with  meritorious  actions. 

She  might  with  colour  disallow  ray  suit : 

But,  by  the  honour  of  this  Christian  cross, 

(In  blood  of  infidels  so  often  dyed, 

Which  mine  own  soul  and  sword  hath  fixed 

here. 
And  neither  favour,  nor  birth's  privilege) 
Oriana  shall  confess,  (altho*  she  be 
Vnletta's  sister,  our  Grand-master  here) 
The  wages  of  scorned  love  is  baneful  hate, 
And,  if  I  rule  dot  her,  Tli  rule  her  fate. 

Enter  Roeca. 
Rocca,  my  trusty  servant,  welcome ! 

Rocca,  Sir, 
I  wish  my  news  descrv*d  it !  Hapless  I, 
That,  bemg  lov*d  and  trusted,  fail  to  bring 
The  loving  answer  that  you  do  expect. 

Moftntf.  Why  speak'st  thou  from  me  ?  thy 
pleas*d  eyes  send  forth 
Beams  brighter  than  the  star  that  ushers  day; 
Thy  smiles  restore  sick  expectation,    [mine. 

Rocca.  I  bring  you,  sir,  her  smiles,  not 
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[Act  1.  Scene  t. 


Mountf,  Her  smiles  ? 
Why,  they  are  presents  for  kings*  eldest  sons  : 
Great  bJofynian,  tliat  wearies  bis  hot  eyes 
But  to  peruse  his  deck'd  seraglio, 
When  from  the  number  of  his  concubines 
He  chu!>eth  one  for  that  night,  in  his  pride 
Of  them,  wives,  wealth,  is  not  so  rich  as  f 
In  this  one  smile,  from  Oriuua  sent. 

Rocca.  Sir,  fare  you  welll 

Mounlf.  Oh,  Ito'cca !  thou  art  wise, 
And  wouhist  not  hare  the  torrent  of  my  joy 
Ruin  me  hcadlofig!  Aptly  thou  conceiv'st, 
If  one  reviving  smile  can  raise  me  thus, 
What  trances  will  the  sweet  words  which 

thou  bring'st  , 

Cast  me  into.  I  felt,  ray  dearest  friend, 
(No  more  my  servant)  when  I  pmplo/d  thee, 
That  knew'st  to  look  and  speak  ,as  lovers 

should. 
And  carry  faithfully  thy  master's  siuhs. 
That  it  must  wprk  some  heat  in  her  cold  heart; 
And  all  ray  labours  now  come  fraughtcd  home 
With  ten-fold  prize. 

JUkcq,  Will  you  yet  hear  me  ? 

Mount/,  Yes: 
But  take  heed,  gentle  Ro^ca,  that  thou  dost 
^Tenderly  by  degrees  assault  mine  ears 
With  her  consent,  now  to  embrace  my  love; 
For  tliou  well  know'st  IVc  been  so  plung'd, 

so  torn 
With  her  resolved  reject,  and  neglect, 
That  to  report  her  soft  acceptance  now 
Will  stnpify  sense  in  me,  if  not  kill. 
Why  shew'st  thou  this  distemper? 

Aocca,  Draw  your  sword,  [y^'» 

And,  when  I  with    my  breath  have  blasted 
Kill  me  with  it: 

I  brine  you  smiles  oi  pity,  not  affection, 
For  such  she  sent. 

Mount f.  Oh  !  can  she  pity  me  } 
Of  all  the  patlis  lead  to  a  woiuan's  love, 
Pity*s  the  straightest. 

Kocca,  Waken,  sir,  and  know 
That  her  coijjempt  (if  you  can  name  it  so) 
Continue&*till;  she  bids  you  throw  your  pearl 
Into  strong  streams,  and  hope  to  turn  them  so. 
Ere  her  to  foul  dishonour;  write  your  plaints 
In  rocks  of  coral  grown  above  the  sea ; 
Them  hope  to  soften  to  compassion. 
Or  change  their  modest  blush  to  love-sick 

pale. 
Ere  work  hcf  to  your  impious  requests. 
All  your  loose  thoughts  she  chides  you  home 

again, 
But  with  such  calm  behaviour,  and  mild  looks, 
She  gcntlier  denies  than  others  grant. 
For  jast  as  others  love,  ^o  doth  she  liate. 
She  says,  that  by  your  order  you  are  bound 
From  marrying  ever,  and  much  marvels  then 
You  would  thus  violate  her,  and  your  own 

faith, 
That  being  the  virgin  you  should  now  protect. 
Hitherto,  she  professes,  sh'  has  concealed 
Your  lutttful  battVies;  but  the  next,  she  vows, 
(In  open  hall,  before /the  honoured  cross, 


And  hergreat brother)  she  will  quite  disdose, 
Caliiug  for  justice,  to  your  utter  sfiame. 
Mount/,  Hence!  find  the  Blackamoor  that 

waits  upon  her, 
Bring  her  unto  me;  she  doth  love  me  yet. 
And  I  must  her  now,  at  least  seem  to  do. 
Cupid,  tliy  brands  that  glow  tiius  in  mj  veins, 
Pwill  with  blood  extinguish ! — Art  not  gone ) 

[Exit  Ilitcca, 
Sliall  my  desires,  like  be^j^rs,  waut  at  dijor, 
Whilst  any  otliers  revel  m  her  breast? 
Sweat  on,  my  spirits!  Know,  thou  trick*d-iip 

toy, 
My  love's  a  violent  flood,  where  thou  art  fairn; 
Playing  with  which  tide  th*hadst  been  geutly 

toss'd, 
But,  crossing  it,  thou  art  o'erwhclm*d  and  lost. 

Enter  Astorius  and  Castriot, 

Ca^t.  Monsieur,  good  day  ! 

Asto.  Good  morrow,  valiant  knight! 
What,  are3'ou  for  this  great  solemnity 
This  morn  intended  f 

Mount/.  What  solenmity? 

Aito.  Th*  investiug  of  the  laartial  Spaniard. 
Peter  Gomera,  with  our  Christian  |>ad|;e. 

Cast.  And  young  Miranda,  the  Itaii^m ; 
Both  which,  with  wondrous  prowess  and  great 

luck. 
Have  dar*d  and  done  for  Malt^'  such  high 

fe;its, 
That  not  one  fort  in  it  but  rings  their  names 
As  loud  as  any  man's. 

Mimnif.  As  ainy  man^s  ? 
Why,  we  have  fought  for  Malta. 

Jsto.  Yps,  Mountferrat, 
No  bold  knight  ever  past  you ;  but  wc  wear 
The  dignity  of  Christians  on  our  breasts. 
And  have  a  long  time  triumph'd  for  our  con- 
quests :  [><^'^» 
These  conquer'd  a  long  time,  not  triumph'd 
'Mount/,  Astorius,  yauVe  a  most  indul- 
ge rt  kniij^ht. 
Detracting  from  yourself,  to  add  to  others. 
You  know  tliis  title  is  the  period 
To  all  our  labours,  the  e](tremity 
Of  that  tail  pyiamid,  where  honour  hangs ; 
Which  we  ivich  sweat  and  agony  have  reactiM, 
And  should  not  then  so  easily  impart 
So  bright  a  wreath  to  every  cheap  desert. 

Cast.   How  is  tliis  Frenchman   changed, 
Astorius! 
Some  sullon  discontent  possesses  him, 
That  niakes  him  envy  whixt  he  heretofore 
Did  must  ingenuously  but  emulate. 

Mount.  Oh,  furious  desire,  l»ow  like  a 

whirlwind 

Thouhurriest  me  beyond  mine  honour's  poin( ! 

Out  of  my  heart,  base  lust !  or,  heart,  I  vow 

Those  flames  that  heat  me  thus,  III  burn 

thee  in.  [^upr« 

Asto.  Do  you  observe  him  ? 

Mount/  What  news  of  the  Dane  ? 
That  valiant  captain  Nutandiue? 

Cast.  He  fights  still, 


Act  ].  Scenes.] 


THE  KNIGirr  OF  MALTA. 


591 


In  view  o'tli'  town ;  be  plays  the  devil  wkh 
And  they,  the  Turis  with  him.  [*ein, 

MotnUf.  They're  weli  met  then ; 
'Twere   sin  to  sever  'em.     Pialj— woman — 

memory— 
'Woald  one  of  ye  %vouhi  leave  me !     [Aside, 

Attt.  Six  fresh  gallies 
I  in  St.  An«ielo  from  the  promontory 
This  morn  descried,  making  a  girdle  for  him; 
But  our  Greatrraaster  dolK  intend  rehef 
This  present  meeting.   Will  you  walk  along? 
Mount/.  Hum— I  have  read,  ladies  eujoy'<l 
have  been  [names, 

The   gulphs  of  worthiest  men,  buried  tlieir 
Their" former  valour,  bounty,  beauty,  virtue, 
And  sent  them  stinking  to  untimely  graves. 
I  th»t  CHimot  enjoy,  by  her  disdain, 
Am  like  to  prove  as  wretched.  Woman  tlien 
Checking,  or  granting,  is  the  grate  of  men. 

[Aside. 
Asto.  He's  saying  of  his  prayers  sure. 
Ctts<.  Will  you  g;o,sir?  [ported 

Mount/.  I  cry  you  mercy  !  I  am  so  trans- 
CYour  pardon,  noble  brothers)  witli  a  business 
That  doth  concern  all  Malm,  that  1  am 
(Auun  you'll  hear  it)  almost  bhnd  and  deaf— 
(Lust  neither  sees  nor  hears  aught  but  itself) — 
But  I  will  follow  instantly.  Your  cross. 
Anfo.  Not  mine.  [Crass  dropt. 

Cast.  Nor  mine ;  'tis  yours. 
Asto.  Cust,  Good  morrow,  brother.  [Exe. 
Mimntf.  White  innocent  sign,  tljou  dost 
ablipr  to  dwell  [breast. 

So  near  the  dim  thonghts  of  this  troubled 
And  grace  these  graceless  projects  of  my 
heart! 

Enter  Zanthia,  alias  Ahdella. 
Yet  I  must  wear  thee,  to  protect  my  crimes. 
If  not  for  conscience,  for  hypocrisy; 
Some  churchmen  so  wear  cassocks.    Oh,  ray 

Zanthia,  ^ 
My  pearl,  that  scorns  a  stain !  I  much  repent 
All  my  neglects ;  let  me,  Jxioo  like. 
Embrace  my  black  cloud,  since  my  Juno  is 
So  wrathful,  and  averse :  Thou  art  more  soft 
.     And  full  of  dalliance  than  the  fairest  flesh, 
And  far  more  loving. 

Zant.  Ay,  you  say  so  now ; 
But,  hke  a  property,  when  I  have  serv'd 
Your  turns,  you'll  cast  me  off,  or  hang  roc  up 
For  a  sign  somewhere. 

Mount/  May  my  hfc  then  forsake  me, 
Or,  from  my  expected  bliss,  be  cast  to  hell! 
Zant.  My  tongue,  sir,  cannot  lisp  to  meet 
you  so. 
Nor  mv  black  cheek  put  on  a  feigned  blush, 
To  make  me  st-em  more  modest  than  I  am. 
This  gii>imd-work  will  not  bear  aduit'i-ate  rf  d, 
Nor  artificial  wliite,  to  ro/cn  luve.       [teeth, 
Tliese  dark  locks  are  not  puahasd,  nor  these 
For  ev'ry  ni^^hr  they  are  my  be<lfeU(ivys; 
No  bath,  no  blanching  water,  smuoriiingoils, 


Doth  meud  xni^  ap;  and  ye|,  Mouatferrat, 

know, 
I  am  as  full  of  pleasure  in  the  touch 
As  eVr  a  white-fuc'd  poppet  of 'email, 
.Juicy,  and  firm;  unfledgethem  of  their  tires^ 
Tlieir  wires,  their  par  tlets,  pins,  and  perriwies. 
And  they  appear  like  bald -i^ootcs,  in  thcnesl: 
I  can  ns  blithly  work  in  my  love's  bed, 
And  deck  thy  tair  neck  with  these  jetty  chains, 
Siu^  thee  asleep,  being  weaiied;  and,  refresh'd, 
Witii  the  same  organ,  steal  sleep  olf  again. 
Monn^\  Oh,  my  black  swan,  sleeker  than 

cygnet's  plush  •, 
Sweeter  than  is  tlic  sweet  of  pomander, 
breadi'd  likecurrd  Zephyrus,.  cooling  limon- 

trees,  [grove  \ 

Straight  as  young  pines,  or  cedars  in  the 
Quickly  descend,  lovers*  best  canopy, 
Still  Night,  for  Zaothia  doth  enamour  me 
Beyond   all  continence!    Perpetrate,    dear 

wench, 
VVhattli«*u  hast  pn)rais'd,and  T  vow  by  HeaVn, 
Malta,  I'll  leave  in  it  my  honours  here, 
And  HI  some  other  country,  Zantbia  make 
My  wife,  and  my  best  fortune. 

Zant.  From  this  hope, 
Here  is  an  answer  to  that  letter,  which 
I  lately  sliew'd  you,  sent  fi*om  Tripoiy, 
By  the  great  basha,  which  importunes  her 
Love  unto  him,  and  treachery  to  the  island; 
Which  will  she  undertake,  by  Mahomet 
The  Turk  there  vows,  on  his  blest  Alcoran, 
Mnrriage  unto  her':    lliis  th^  Master  knows, 
Hut  is  resoiv'd  of  her  integrity. 
As  well  he  mavy  sweet  lady ;  yet,  for  love, 
For  love  of  thee,  Mount fef rat,  (oh !  what 

chains 
Of  deity,  or  duty  can  hold  love  ?) 
I  have  this  answer  fram'd,  so  like  her  hand 
As  if  it  had  been  monlded  off,  returning 
The  besha's  letter  safe  into  her  pocket. 
What  you  will  do  with  it,  yourself  best  knows. 
Farewell !  keep  my  true  heart,  keep  tf  ue  your 

vows.  f  kxit . 

Mountf.  'Till  I  be  dust,  my  Zanthia,  l>e 

coniirm'd.  [lips  — 

Sparrows,  and  doves,  sit  coupling  'iwixt  thy 
It  is  not  love,  b^t  sirontr  tibidmous  wiU 
That  triumphs  o'er  nip;  and  to  satiate  that, 
VNThat  ditf  Vence  't^^  ixi  this  Moor,  and  her  fair 

dame  ? 
Night  makes  their  hues  alike,  their  use  is  so; 
W«hose  hand's  so  subtle  h*  chu  colours  nauie. 
If  he  do  wiuk,  and  touch  'eui?  Lust  being 

blind. 
Never  in  women  did  distinction  find.  [Exit. 

SCEXK  IL 
Enter  tzeo  Gcntleteotnen.  • 
1  Getit.  But  iTuith  dost  thou  think  my  lady 
Was  never  in  l<>ve? 

il  GtfU.  1  rather  ti^nk  she  was  ever 


»  Silkuer  than  ctfgncVspluih.]  So  first  folio.         Sympson. 
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In  love;  in  perfect  Charity*,  I  mean. 
With  ail  the  world. 

1  Gent.  A  most  Christian  answ^er, 
I  promise  von.  But  I  iiieaii  in  love 
With  a  man.  [have  her 

a  Gerit,  With  a  man  ?  what  else  f  wouldst 
In  love  with  a  beast? 

1  Gefit.  You  arc  somewhat  quick  ; 
Bill  if  she  wfre,  it  were  no  precedent :      ^ 
Did  you  never  read  of  Kuropa 
The  fair,  that  leapt  a  bull,  that  leapt  the  sea, 
That  swam  to  land,  and  then  leapt  her  ? 

2  Gent.  Oh,  heavens!  abulia 
1  Gent.  Yes,  n  white  bull. 
^  Gent.  Lr>rd  !  iinw  could  she  sit  him  ? 

Where  did  she  hold  ?  [time, 

t  Gent,  Why,  by  the  born;  since  which 
Ko  woman,  almost,  is  contented  'till 
She  have  a  h'lm  of  her  own  to  hold  by. 

U  Gent.  Thou 
Art  very  knavish. 

XGfut.  And  thou  very  foolish. 
But,  sirrah,  why  dost  thou  not  marry  ? 

3.  Geni.  Because 
I  would  be  no  man*s  looking-glass. 

1  Gent.  As  how  ? 

2  Gent,  As  thus,-  there  is  no  wife  (if  she 
Be  good  and  true,  will  honour  and  obey) 
But  must  reflect  the  true  countenance  of 
Her  husband  upon  hhn  :  If  he  look  sad  upon 

licr. 
She  mufct  not  look  merrily  upon  him;  if  he 
Look  uiorrily,  she  nmst  not  sorrowfully ; 
Else  she  is  a  false  g;lass,  and  fit  for 
Nothing  but  breaking :  IHs  anger  must  be 
Her  discontent,  his  pleasure  her  delight : 
If  he  weep,  she  must  cry; 
If  he  laugh,  she  must  shew  her  teeth  ; 
If  he  l»e  sick,  she  must  not  be  in  health ; 
If  he  eat  caudles,  she  must  eat  pottage ;  she 
Must  have  no  proper  passion  of  her  own ! 
And  is  not  this  a  tyranny  ?  , 

1  Gent,  Yes,  i'faith !  [then 

Marriage  may  well  be  callM  a  yoke !   wives 
Are  but  like  superficial  lines  in  geometry, 
That  have  no  proper  motion  of  their  own, 

«  2  Gent  I  rather  think  she  was  ever  in  love,  in  perfect  charity* 

1  Gent.  I  mean,  with  ali  the  vrorld. 

U  Gent.  J  tno^t  Christian  answer,  I  promise  you ;  butf^c. 

2  Gent.  With  a  man?]  Corrected  in  1750. 
9  Broke  his  back  to — '— 

But  what  bcurvy  knight  have  you  here  in  Malta.  &c. 

Enter  Zonthia. 
Zan.  Hist,  trenches  :  my  lady  caUs,  ihe*s  ent*riti^ 
The  terras^,  to  hee  the  show. 

1  Gen^.  Oh  black  pudding. 

2  Gent.  My  little  labour  in  vain, 

1  Gent.  But  wliat  scurvy  knights  have  we  here  in  Malta,  that,  4'C.]  This  confasion  and 
repetition  appear  in  all  the  editions  but  the  present.  We  apprehend  there  can  be  no  doubt 
but  Zanthia  s  entry,  and  the  five  following  lines,  should  be  removed  to  the  conclusion  of  the 
scene,  which  hitherto  ended  with  the  words,  Columbus  to  find  out.  The«J-c.  (with  the  sense* 
less  variation  of  the  words)  induces  us  to  tliiuk,  that  the  first  occurrence  of  the  reiterated 
line  was  meant  as  a  direcci<»n  for  the  perftfrmer  to  pasA  on  to  that  passage  beginnings  But 
what  scurvy, ^c. 


But  as  their  bodies  (their  husbaiMis)moTe.  Yet 
I  know  some  wives,  that  are  never  freely 

mcrryi 
Nor  truly  pleas'd,  but  when  they're  furtliest 
Their  husbands.  [off 

2  Gent.  That's  because  the  moon     I 
Governs  *em;  which  hatli  most  light  and  chines 
Brightest,  the  more  remote  it  is  from  the  sun ; 
And,  contrary,  is  more  sollen,  dim,  and  shews 
Least  splendor,  when  it  is  nearest. 

1  Gent,  But  if  I  were  to  marry, 

I  would  marry  a  fair  etTeminate  fooL 

2  Gent.  Why  ? 

1  Gent.  Because  I  would  lead  tlie  blind 
whirher  I  list.  [for  money, 

2  Gent.  And  I  the  wisest  man  I  could  get 
Because  I  had  rathe r  follow  the  clear-sighted 
Bless  me  from  a  husband  that  sails  by  his 

1  Gent.  Why?  [wife'a  compass! 

2  Gent.  Why,  'tis  ten  to  one  but  she 
Fjreaks  his  head  in  heryouth;  and,   when  she 

is  old,  [too! 

SheMl  nevtr  leave  'till  she  has  broke  his  back 

1  Gent.  But  what  scurvy  knights  have  we 
here  in  Malta',  [allegiance 

That  when  they  aredub'd  take  thi»ir  oath  of 
To  live  poor,  and  chastly,  ever  after  ? 

2  Gent.  'Faith, 

Many  knights  in  other  nations  (I  have  heard) 
Are  as  poor  as  ours;  marry,  whereont- of  Vm 
Has  taken  the  oath  of  chastity,  we  want 
A  new  Columbus  to  find  out. 

Enter  Zanthia, 
Zont.  Hist,  wenches! 
My  lady  calls;  she's  entering  the  terrace. 
To  see  the  show. 

1  Gent.  Oh,  black  pudding ! 

2  Gent,  My  little  labour  in  vain  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  abave^  Oriana,  Zanthia,  and  two  Gen~ 
tlemomen;  beneath,  Valetta,  Mounifirrat, 
Astorius,  Cast  riot,  Gofaera,  Miranda,  At- 
tendants of  Knights,  Sfc, 
Mount/.  Are  you  there,  lady? 
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Act.  1.  Seem  S.] 

Ori.  Tbou'rt  a  naughty  nmo ; 
Heav'n  mend  thee ! 

I^ai.  Our^reat  rueetinsr,  princely  brothers, 
Ye  holy  soldiers  of  the  Christian-Cross, 
Is  to  relieve  our  captiiin  Norandine, 
Now  tighiiuK  for  Valetta  with  the  Turk*; 
A  valiant  gentleniaii,  a  noble  [)ane 
As  e'er  die  country  bred,  endan^er'd  now 
By  fresh  supply  of  head-bound  inhdels\ 
Much  means,  much  blood  this  warlike  Dane 

hatli  spent 
T*  advance  our  flag  above  their  horned  moons, 
And  oft  bath  brought  in  proiiuble  cOuquest: 
We  muf»t  not  see  him  perish  in  our  view. 
How  far  otT  h^ht  tbeyr 

Mir.  Sir,  within  a  iea(;ue.  [venting 

VaL  *  ris  well.   Our  next  occasion  of  con- 
Are  these  two  gentlemen,  standing  in  jour 
(Ye  noble  props  of  Malta!;  royally      [sii^iit; 
I>escended  are  they  ^K>th,  valiant  as  War", 
AJiranda,  and  Goinera:  B^ull  ten  years 
They've  ser?*d  this  island,  perfected  exploits 
Matchless,  andintinite;  they're  honest,  wise, 
Not  empty  of  one  ornament  of  man. 
Most   eminent   agents  were   they  in   that 

slaughter, 
That  great  marvellous  slaughter  of  the  Turks, 
Before  St.  £ime,  where  live  aud  twenty  thou- 
sand , 
Fell,  fur  live  thousand  of  our  Christiaus. 
These  ripe  considerations  moving  us. 
Having  had  your  allowance  on  their  worths^, 
Here  we  would  call  'em  to  our  brotherhood! 
If  any  therefore  can  their  inanner^tax. 
Their  faith,  their  chastity,  any  part  of  life, 
Let  'em  speak  now. 

Auto.  None  does. 

All.  None  can,  Great-master. 

Val.  The  dignity  then  dignify,  by  them', 
As  their  reward.     Tender  Miraucla  first 
(Because  he  is  to  succour  Norandine) 
Our  sacred  robeofknightliood, our  white  cross 
(The  holy  cognizance  of  him  we  serve). 
The  sword,  the  spurs. 

Alir.  Grave,  and  most  honoured  Master, 
With  humble  duty,  and  my  souKs  best  thanks 
To  you,  and  all  this*  famous  conventicle. 
Let  me  <vitii  modesty  refuse  acceptance 

*  New  Jfghting  for  ValeUa.]  Sympson  asks,  *  But'  was  Nornndine  then  fighting  only  for 

*  the  Grand-master?*  Answering  hnnself  in  the  negative,  he  supposes  i  corruption, and  reads, 

*  lighting  'fore  Valetta.'    We  see  no  need  for  variation,  the  sense  being,  tliat  he  is  fighting 
for  Valctta,  upon  the  safety  of  which  town  their  own  security  depends. 

9  Head-bound.]  i.  e.  turban  d,  as  in  Othello.       Theobald. 

•  Valiant  as  War.]  Sympson  thinks  this  corrupt,  and  says,  <  We  must  turn  the  W  upside 
down,  and  add  an  i,  and  so  substitute  Mars  fur  Wars;  or  else  read,  Valiant  in  rvar;  *  or,  if 
such  a  liberty  may  be  allowed,  a  valiant  ptur.'  Tbere  needs  no  variation^  since  by  W'ur  is 
understood  the  genius  or  god  of  war. 

*  7'A«iV. worthies.]  Firskfolio.    Probably  wrote,  *  iluse  worthies." 
''  '  The  dignity  then  dij;nifie,  by  them 

Js  their  reuiurd,]  So  first  folio.    Sympson  proposes  reading,  ^ 

*  — then  dignified  by  them, 

*  h  their  reward.* 

•  A  frizzled  huirj  powder'd,  perfumes,  &c.]  Mr.  Seward  reads  with  me  thus, 

<  A  frizled  hair,  powder,  perfumes,'  &c.        Sympson. 
Vol.  IL  4  G 


Of  this  high  order!  I,  alas,  am  yet 

Unworthy,  and  uncapable  of  such  honour; 
That  merit,  which  with  favour  you  enlarge, 
Is  far,  far  short,  of  this  propos*d  reward. 
Who  takes  upon  him  such  a  charge  as  this, 
Must  come  with  pure  thoughts,  and  a  gatbcr'd 
That  time  nor  all  occasions  ever  may  TmiDd, 
After  disperse,  or  stain.    Did  this  title  here 
Of  knighthood,  ask  no  other  ornaments 
Than  other  countries  glittVing  show,  poor 

pride, 
A  jingling  spar,  a  feather,  a  white  hand, 
A  frizzled  hair,  powder^,  perfumes,  and  lust. 
Drinking  sweet  wines,  surfeits,  and  ignorance, 
Raslily  and  eas'ly  should  I  venture  on't ; 
But  this  requires  another  kind  of  man. 

Mount/.  A  staid  and  mature  judgmenti 
speak  on,  sir. 

JIfir.  May't  please  you  then  t' allow  me 
some  small  time 
To  rectify  myself  for  that  high  seat. 
Or  vive  my  reastms  to  the  contrary, 
r  til  mean  space,  to  dismiss  me  to  the  aid 
(){  Norandine :  My  ships  ride  in  the  bay 
Ready  to  disembogue,  tackled,  and  mann'd 
Kven  to  my  wishes. 

Mtmntf.  ilis  request 
Is  fair  and  honest. 

Val.  At  your  pleasure  go.  [j^^t 

Mir,  I  humbly  take  my  leave  of  all :  Of 

My  noble  friend   Mountferrat!     Gracious 

mistress—  [dier ! 

Oh,  tliat  aus|)icious  smile  doth  arm  your  sol- 

Who  fights  for  those  eyes,  and  this  sacred 

cross. 
Can  neither  meet  sad  accident,  nor  loss ! 

[Exit. 

Ori.  The  mighty  master  of  that  livery,' 
Conduct  tiiee  safely  to  these  eyes  again  ! 

Aloun (/I  Blows  the  wind  that  way? 

Val*  Equally  belov*d, 
Equally  meriting,  Gomera,  yon 
Witiiout  ciicuse  receive  that  dignity,     [you. 
Which  our  provincial  chapter  hath  decreed 

Gom.  Greatrmasterof  Jerus'lem's  Hospital, 
From  whence  toHhodes  this  blest  fraternity 
Was  driven,   but  now  among  the  Maltese 
stands, 
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I/>ng  may  itflovrwh,  frhilat  Gomera  serves  it. 
But  dares  not  enter  further ! 

AfL  This  is  strange ! 

Val,  What  do  you  object  ? 

Gfnn,  Nothing  ngninst  it,  but  myself,  fair 
I  may  not  wear  this  robe.  [knights; 

Ktf^  Express  your  reasons: 
Doth  any  hid  sin  goar  your  conscience  ? 

Asto,  Are  you  mistedfabt  in  religion? 

Ca$t,  Or  do  you  intend  to  forsake  Malta 

BOW, 

And  visit  your  own  country,  fruitful  Spain  ? 

Com,  Neither,  good  sir  9. 

Vol.  Then  ei plicate  your  thoughts. 

Com,  This  then :  I  should  be  perjured  to 
receive  it. 
Once  in  Malta,  your  ncit  city  here, 
"When  I  was  younger,  read  I  the  decrees 
Touching  this  point,  being  ambitious  tlien 
T'  approach  it  once.    None  but  a  gcutieuian 
Can  be  admitted 

Ffl^^Tliat's  no  obstacle 
In  voa. 

G(an,  I  should  be  sorry  that  were  it. — 
No  married  man— • 

Mountf.  You  never  felt  that  yoke. 

Com.  None  that  hath  been  contracted 

Cast.  Were  you  ever  ? 

Com,  Nor   married,    qor   contracted. — 
None  that  ever 
Hath  vQw*d  his  love  to  any  womankind, 
Or  finds  that  secret  fire  witlun  his  thoughts: 
Here  I  am  ca^t;  this  article  my  heart 
Objects  agaiu$(  the  title  of  my  fame ; 
I  am  in  love.  Laugh  not !  tho*Tuiie  hath  set 
Some  wrinkles  in  th^s  face,  and  these  curl'd 
Will  shortly  dye  into  another  hue,        [Jocks 
Yet,  ytt  I  am  m  love:  (1 'faith,  you  sinile!; 
What  age,  what  sex,  or  what  pi  ofesbion. 
Divine  or  humane  from  the  man  that  cries 
For  alms  in  (he  highway,  to  him  tlmt  sings 
At  the  high  altar,  and  duth  sacrifice, 
fDan  truly  say  he  knows  not  what  is  love  ? 

VaL  Tis  honestly  profe^*d.  With  wliom, 
Gomera? 
Name  the  lady,  that  with  all  advantage 
Y'e  may  advance  your  suit. 

Com,  But  will  you,  sir? 

Vol  Now  by  our  holy  rock,  were  it  our 

fljister,  fher. 

Spaniard,  I  hold  thee  worthy ;  freely  name 

Com,  Be  master  of  your  word :  It  is  she, 
The  matchless  Oriaua*  [sir, 

Vitl.  Come  down,  lady. 
YouVe  made  her  blush:  Let  her  consent,  I 
liiake  good  my  oath.  [will 

J^lountf,  U\  so?— Suy!  I  do  love 

9  Never,  good  sir.]  The  variation  proposed  by  Seward, 

»•  Yourbriah{  flame.]  Corrected  in  1760. 

«*  Auberge^  In  the  Ancitns  et  Nouveaux  S^atttt^  dt  VOrdrt  de  Saint  Jean  de  Jerv$alem^ 
the  word  Auberge  frequently  occurs;  and,  i^  the  chapter  De  h  Signification  des  Termes,  is 
thns  explained :  *■  AuUrge  est  un  nom  conuu  des  Francois  dcs  Espagnols,  et  des  Italieus, 
'  pour  signifies  un  lieu,  ou  Ton  mange,  et  o{i  Ton  s' assemble  ^Nation  par  Nation.'  Vertoi*s 
^i$ioire  de»  Ckevalien  d€  M^lthe,  fome  vL  p.  2/66,  ^diu  Parisy  17(11. 


So  tenderly,  Gomem,  your  bright  fame**. 
As  not  to  suffer  your  perdition. 

Com,  What  means  Momitferrat? 

Muutitf,  This  whole  A ulierge  hath'*— 
(A  guard  upon  this  lady !)  Wonder  not!** 

T.nter  Guard, 

Ta*en  puhlick  notice  of  the  basba*s  love 
Of  Tripfjii  unto  her,  and  consented 
She  should  return  tltis  answer,  (as  he  writ 
For  hi^r  conversion,  and  betraying  Malta) 
Sr>e  sitould  advise  him  betray  Tripoly, 
And,  turning  Cbriatian,  he  slioold  marry  her. 

Ail.  All  this  was  so. 

j\ fount/.  How  weakly  does  this  court  then 
Send  vessels  forlli  Ut  sea,  t<j  guard  tlie  inady 
Takinv  such  special  care  to  save  one  bark» 
Or  strive^ to  add  faui*d  men  unto  our  cloak^ 
Wiien  they  lurk  in  our  bosoms  would  subvert 
lliis  state  and  us,  presuming  on  tlieir  blocxiy 
And  partial  indulgence  to  tlit;ir  sex? 

VaL  \y  ho  can  tiiis  be  ? 

Mtmntf,  Your  sister,  great  Valetta! 
Which  thus  I  prove:   Demand  the  basha*s 
letter.  [been  wov'd 

Ori,  Tis  here ;  nor  from  this  pocket  bath 
Nor  answer  d,  nor  pcrus*d»  by— 

Mount/,  Do  not  swear; 
Cast  not  away  your  fair  soul ;  to  your  treasob 
Add  not  foul  perjury ! — Is  tiiis  your  baud  ? 

On.  Tis  very  like  it. 

Mount/  AJay  it  please  the  Master, 
Confer  these  lettcrs,Hnd  then  read  her  answer. 
Which  I  have  intercepted.     Pai'don  me. 
Reverend  Valetta,  that  am  made  tiie  mean* 
To  punish  this  must  bt-auieous  treachery, 
£*en  in  your  siatcr,  since  in  it  1  save 
Malta  from  ruin  :  1  «m  bolder  in*t. 
Because  it  ib  so  palpable,  aud  withal 
Know  our  Grcat-uiaster  to  this  country  firm 
As  was  theKonian  Marcus,  who  spar'd  nut 
As  dear  a  sister  in  tiie  publick  cause. 

Vat,  I  am  aniaz*d !  attend  me. 
[  !?€«</».]  *  Let  your  forces  by  the  next  even 
'  be  ready ^  my  brother  feasts  then;  put  in 

*  at  St.  IViichaelb;  the  ascent  at  that  pure  is 

*  easiest;  the  keys  of  the  castle  you  sliall 

*  receive  at  my  hands,    lliat  por>sess*d,  you 

*  arelordof  AJalta,  and  may  so<m  destroy  all 

*  by  fire;  than  whicfj  I  am  hotter,  'till  1  etu- 
'  brace  you.  Fsrewell!  Your  wife,  Oriana.' 
From  this  time  let  me  never  read  again. 

Cenliew,  Tis,  certain,  her  liandb 

VaL  1  his  letter  too. 
Si)  close  kept  by  herself,  could  not  be  auswer'd 
To  every  period  thos,  but  by  herself. 

Ori,  Sir,  hear  me ! 
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FaL    Peace!    tlioo  fair  sweet  bank  of 
flowers. 
Under  wbu!»e  beauty  scorpions  lie,  and  kill ! 
Wert  thou  akin  to  me  in  some  new  name 
l>earcr  than  sister,  mother,  or  all  blooH, 
I  would  nut  liear  tlice  spvuk. — ikar  her  to 

prison ! 
So  gross  is  this,  it  needs  no  formal  course. 
Prepare  tiiyself ;  toroorrow  thou  slmlt  die. 

Oi'L  I  die  a  martyr  then,  and  a  poor  maid, 
Almost  i*  faith  as  innocent  as  born  ! 
Tliou  know  St  thou'rt  wicked,  Frenchman ; 
lieav*n  forgive  thct; !  [EsU. 

All.  This  scene  is  strangely  turned. 
Fei/.  Yet  can  nature  be 
80  dead  in  me !— 1  wouM  my  charge  were  off! 
Mouotferrat  should  perceive  my  bister  had 
A  brother,  would  not  live  to  see  her  die 
Unfouvht  for,  since  the  statutes  of  our  state 
Al]ou%  in  case  of  accusations, 
A  cliarapion  to  defend  a  lady's  truth.— 
Peter  Gomera,  th«)U  hast  lost  tliy  wife: 
Death  pleads  a  precontract. 
Com.  i  ve  lost  my  tongue, 
My  sense,  my  heart,  and  every  faculty ! 
Mouiitferrat,  go  not  up !  With  reverence 
fo  our  Great^njaster,  and  this  consistory, 
(I  have  considered  it,  it  cannot  be) 
Tliou  art  a  villain  and  a  forger, 
A  blood-sucker  of  innocence,  an  hypocrite, 
A  intist  unworthy  wearer  of  our  cross; 
To  make  which  gpod,  take,  if  thou  dar'st, 

tliat  gas^e, 
And,  arm  (i  at  all  points  like  a  gentleman, 
Meet  me  tomorrow  morning,  where  the  Mas* 

ter 
And  this  fraternity  shall  design  »•  5  where  J 
Will  cram  this  slander  back  into  thy  throat, 
And  with  my  sword's  point  thrust  it  to  tity 

heart. 
The  very  nest  where  lust  and  slander  breeds. 
(Pardon  my  passion  !)  1  will  tear  those  spurs 
Off  from  thy  heels,  and  stick  *em  in  ihy  front, 
As  a  mark*b  villam ! 

Mount/,  This  I  look*d  not  for. — 
Ten  times  more  vLhiin,  (  return  my  gage, 
And  crave  the  law  of  arms  I 
Goiii.  Tis  that  1  crave! 
AIL,  It  cannot  be  denied. 
Gom/Vo  not  I  know. 
With  thousand  gifts  and  importunacles, 
I'hou  often  hnst  solicited  tins  lady  ? 
(Contniry  to  thy  oath  of  chastity  I) 
Who  ue'cr  disclosing  this  tliy  hot-rein*d  lust'3. 


Yet  tender  to  prevent  a  publick  scandal, 
That  Cbristcnnoin  might  justly  have  impos*d 
Up<m  tliis  liuly  institution, 
I'hou  now  hast  drawn  this  practice  'gainst  her 
To  quit  her  cluu'ity.  [life« 

^iottM//.  Spaniard,  thou  liest! 

Aiio.  No  mure,  Gomera !  tliou  art  granted 
couibat.  , 

And  you,  Mountferrat,  must  prepare  against 
Tomorrow  moruing,  in  the  valley  here. 
Adjoining  to  St.  George's  PurL    A  lady, 
1  n  case  0I:  life,  'gainst  whom  one  witness 
May  hu«'e  her  champiuo.  [comes^ 

Vui,  And  who  hath  most  right. 
With,  or  against  our  sister,  speed  in  fight ! 
[FintrUh,  ExcanU 

Manet  Mountftrrat,     EnterRncca. 

Mtninif.  Rocca,  the  first  news  of  MiruDi* 
da's*  service 
Let  me  have  notice  of. 

Rofca,  You  shall.    The  Moor 
Waits  you  without. 

Mounlf,  Admit  her.— Ha,  ha,  Iia  ? 
Oh,  liow  my  fancies  run  at  tilt !  Gomera 
Loves  (Iriana;  she,  as  I  should  gues^. 
Affects  Miranda;  these  are  two  dear  friends^ 
As  firm,  and  full  of  fire,  as  sttel  and  fiint. 
To  make  'em  so  now,  one  against  the  other-^ 

Enter  Zunthia, 
Stay ;  let  me  like  it  better.-*Zanthia, 
First  tell  me  this;  did  don  Gomera  u^ 
To  &;ive  his  visits  to  your  mistress.^ 

Zmt.  Yes, 
And  Miranda  too,  but  severally. 

Muuntf.  Which  did  she  most  apply  Xof 

Zaut,  'Faith,  to  neither : 
Yet  infinitely  I've  heard  iier  praise  themboth» 
And  in  that  manner,  that,  were  both  one  man^ 
I  tliink  she  was  in  lo\'e  with't. 

Mount/.  Zanthia, 
Another  letter  you  must  frame  for  me 
Instantly,  in  your  lady's  character. 
To  such  a  purpose  us'l*ll  uW  tlu«  straight. 
Go  in,  and  SUiy  me!  Go,  niv  tinder^boiL ! 
Cross  lines  Til  cross.  So,  ao !  my  after-^am* 
i  must  play  uetter  t  Woman,  1  will  spread 
My  vengeance  over  Malta,  for  tliy  sake ! 
Spaniard,  Italian,  hke  my  steel  and  stone, 
ril  knock  ye  thus  together,  wear  ye  out 
To  iigiit  my  dark  deeds,  whilst  I  seem  precise. 
And  wink,  to  save  the  sparkles  from  miiMT 
eyes.  llueunti. 


»•  And  tha/ratemitff  shall  design.]  This  word  has  its  original  signification  to  appoint  ^r 
decree,  in  Latin,  dciignarr,  from  wfience  designator,  an  herald.        Setturd.  ^ 

>»  Thjf  hot  reign'd  lust.]  fieward  pr«>posc»  reading,  *  ll»y  not  rrgn  d  lust.  I  he  variatwm 
is  from  $yuipson*s  conjcctua*  , 
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ACT   IL 


SCENR  L 
A  Seo'fight  within^  Alamu 

Enter  Norondine,  Miranda,  Soldiers,  and 
Gentiemen* 
Mr.  UOW  is  it,  sir? 

^^   Nor.  'Pray  set  me  down  !  I  cool, 
And  my  wounds  smart. 

Afir.  I  hope  yet, 
Tbo*  there  be  many,  there's  none  dangerous. 
Nor,  I  know  not,  nor  I  care  not  much  ;  I 
got  *em  [geons 

Like  a  too-forward  fool ;  but  I  hope  the  sur- 
Will  take  an  order  I  sha'n't  leave  'era  so. 
I  make  the  rogues  more  work  than  all  the 

island, 
And  yet  they  give  me  th*  hardest  words  for 
my  money. 
JMir.  Vm  glad  ye  are  so  sprightly!  Ye 
fou<;ht  bravely,  [nobly ; 

(Go  call  the  surgeons,  soldiers :)  wondrous 
Upon  my  life,  J  have  not  seen  such  valour. 
Maintained  so  long,  and  to  so  large  a  ruin. 
The  odds  so  strong  against  ye. 

Nor,  I  thank  ye,  ^      fcour! 

And  thank  ye  for  your  help,  your  timely  sur- 
By  th'  mass,  it  came  i*  th'  nick,  sir,  ana  well 
handled,  [else ; 

Stoutly,  and  strongly  handled ;  we  had  ducked 
My  Turk  had  turk*d  me  else :  But  h'has  well 
paid  foret.  [me ! 

Why,  what  a  sign  for  an  almanack  b'  has  made 

Enter  Astorius. 

Asto.  I'm  glad  to  find  you  here,  sir;  of 
necessity  [captain, 

I  must  have  come  aboard  else.    And,  brave 
We  all  joy  much  in  your  fair  victory, 
And  all  the  isl^pd  speaks  your  valour  nobly. 
Have  you  brought  the  Turk  in  that  you  toolL  ? 
'    Jlfi'r.  He  ride^  there. 

Nor.  If  he  were  out  again,  the  devil  should 
bring  him : 
H'  has  truly  circumcis'd  me, 

AMto,  I've  a  business 
Which  much  concerns  you,  presently  con* 

cerns  you ; 
But  not  this  place  nor  people :  Tray  ye  draw 

off,  sir ! 
For  'tis  of  that  weight  to  you— — 

Mir,  I'll  wait  on  you.^ 
I.mast  crave  leave  awhile;  my  care  dwells 

with  you, 
And  I  must  wait  myself-^^ 
Nor.  Your  servaiit,  sir. 
Mir.  Believe  I  shall,  and  what  my  love 
can  minister*—   . 

Keep,  your  stout  heart  still 

^or,  Thai's  my  best  physician  ! 

[Exit  Asto. 


Mir,  And  I  shall  keep  vour  fame  fair. 

[ExU. 
Nor.  You're  too  noble. 
A  brave  young  fellow,  of  a  matchless  spirit! 
He  brought  me  off  like  thunder,  charged  and 

boarded. 
As  if  he  had  been  shot  to  save  mine  honour: 
And  when  my  fainting  men,  tir'd  with  their 

labour 
And  lack  of  blood,  gave  to  the  Turk  assu- 
rance [thus, 
The  day  was  his  ;  when  I  was  cut  in  shreds 
And  not  a  corn  of  powder  left  to  bless  us; 
Then  flew  his  sword  in,  then  his  cannon  roai'd, 
And  let  fly  blood  and  death,  in  storms  »- 
mongst  'em.  [too; 
Then  mi^ht  I  hear  their  sleepy  prophet  bowl 
And  all  their  silver  crescents  "then  I  saw 
Like  falling  meteors  spent,  and  set  forever 
Under  the  cross  of  Malta:  Death  so  wautoa 
I  never  look'd  upon,  so  full  of  revel. — 

Enter  Surgeon, 
I  will  not  be  dress'd  yet.-^Methought  tfadt 

fellow  • 

Was  fit  for  no  conversation,  nor  no  Christian,       | 
That  had  not  half  his  brains  knock 'd  out,  no 

soldier. 
Oh,  valiant  young  man,  how  I  love  diy  virtue  I 
1  Siild.  'Pray  you,  sir,  be  drcss'd  !  alas,  yoo 

blctd  apace  yet. 

Nor.  Tis  but  the  sweat  of  honour.  Alas! 

thou  milksop. 

Thou  man  of  marchpane,  canst  tbou  fear  to 

see  [ger? 

A  few  light  hurts,  that  blush  they  are  no  bifr 

A  few  small  scratches?  Get  ye  a  caudie,sirrah, 

(Your  finger  aches)  and  let  the  old  wives 

watch  thee ! 
Bring  in  the  booty,  and  the  prisoners : 
By  Heav'n,  I'll  see  'em,  and  dispose  'em  first, 
Before!  have  a  drop  of  blood  wip'd  fruni 
nie !  go. 
Surg,  You'll  faint,  sir.    [Exeunt  Soldiers. 
Nor.  No,  you  lie,  sir,  like  an  ass,  sir ! 
I  have  no  such  pig's  heart  in  my  bell^  ^*. 

Surg.  By  my  life,  captain,  ' 

These  hurts  are  not  to  be  jested  with. 

Nor.  If  thou  hadst  'em ; 
They're  my  companions,  fool)  my  family:       . 
I  cannot  eat  nor  sleep  without  their  company. 
Dost  take  me  for  St.  Davy,  that  fell  dead 
With  seeing  of  his  nose  bleed  ? 

'  Enter  Soldiers  with  booty. 

Surg.  Here  they  come,  sir : 
But  'would  you  would  be  dress'di 

Nor.  Pox,  dress  thyself  first ! 
Thou  faint'st  a  great  deal  faster.  What's  all 
this  ? 


}*  I  have  no  such]tigs  hurt  in  mj^  belfy.]  The  correction  is  from  Sympson's  conjecture. 
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1  Sold.  The  money  ftnd  the  merchandize 

ye  took,  sir.  [venture 

Nor.  A  goodly  purchase!   Is't  for  this  we 

Our  liberties  and  live*  I  What  can  all  this  do  ? 

Get  me  some  dozen  surfeits,  some  seven 

fresh  whores  »*> 
And  twenty  pot-allies,  and  then  I'm  virtuous. 
Lay  the  knights' part  by,  and  that  to  pay  the 

soldier: 
Tliis  is  mine  own ;  I  think  T  havedeserv'd  it- 
Come  ;  now  look  to  me,  and  grope  me  like  a 

chambermaid; 
ni  neither  start  nor  squeak.— What's  that 
V  th*  truss  there? 
U  Sold*  Tis  cloth  of  tissue,  sir;  and  diis 

is  scarlet. 
Nor,  I  shall  look  redder  shortly  then,  I 
fear  me, 
And  as  a  captain  ooj^ht,  a  great  deal  prouder. 
Can  ye  cure  me  of  that  ciack,  sur^^eon  ? 
Snr^,    Y<>5,  when  your  suit's  nt  pawn,  sir. 
AW.  lliere's  for  your  plai^iter. 
A  very  learned  surgeon! — What's  in  that  pack 
1  Sold.  Tis  En«;lish  cloth.  (there? 

Nor.  Tfiat's  a  jjood  wear  indeed. 
Both  strong  and  rich ;  but  it  has  a  virtue, 
A  twauv  of  the  own  country,  that  spoils  all; 
A  man  shall  ne*er  be  sober  in*t.    Where  are 
the  gentlemen  [fortunes? 

That  ventured  with  me,  both  their  lives  and 
Come  forward,  my  fair  spirits !  Norandine 
Forgets  his  worth,  when  he  forgets  your  va- 
lours. 
YouVe  loiit  an  eye ;  I  saw  you  face  all  hazards; 
YouVe  one  left  yet,  to  chust*  your  mistrests. 
You  have  your  leg  broke  with  a  shot ;  yet, 
sitting,  [btiil. 

I  saw  you  make  the  place  c;ood  with  your  pike 
And  your  hand*s  gone;  a  good  heart  wnnts 
no  instruments.  [arm ; 

Slmre  that  amongst  ye :  There's  an  eye ;  an 
And  that  will  bear  you  up,  when  your  let;s 
cannot. —  [hw> 

Oh.  Where's  the  honest  sailor?  that  poor  fel- 
Indeed  tliat  bold  brave  fellow,  that  with  his 
niubquet  [off. 

Taught  them  new  ways  how  to  put  tljeir  caps 
That  stood  the  fire  of  all  the  fiii:ht,twice  blown, 
And  twice  I  gave  him  drown'd?— Welcome 

ashore,  knave !  > 

Give  me  thy  hand,  if  they  be  not  both  lost, 
'faith,  th«)u  art  welcome !  my  tough  knave, 

welcome ! 
Thou  wilt  not  shrink  i'  th'  washing. 


Hold,  there's  a  piece  ofscnrlet ;  g6t  thee  hand- 
And  this  to  buy  tht^e  buttons.  [some; 

Sailer.  Thank  you,  captain. 
Command  my  life  at  all  hours. 

Nor.  Thou  durst  !»ive  it. — 
You  have  deservM  too  ? 
8  Sold.  We  have  seen  the  fight,  sir.  [eels. 
Nor.  Yes;  coil'd  up  in  a  cable,  like  salt 
Or  buned  low  i*  th*  ballast :  Do  you  call  that 

fiirhting? 
Where  be  your  wounds?  your  knocks?  your 

want  of  limbs,  n>i:u€S  ? 
Art  not  thou  he  thatask'd  the  master-gunner 
Where  thou  might'sliie  safest?  and  he  strait 
answer'ti,  [cannon, 

Put  thy  head  in  that  hole,  new  bor  d  with  a 
For  it  was  an  hundred  to  one,  another  shot 

would  not  hit  there? 
Your  wages  you  shall  have ;  but  for  rewards 
Take  your  owif  ways,  and  get  ye  to  the  ta* 

verns ; 

There,   when  yeVe  hot  with  wine,  'mongst 

your  admiroi*s,  [pleasures, 

Take  ships,  and  towns,  and  castles  at  your 

And  make  the  Great  Turk  shake  at  your 

valours.— Bring  in 
The  prisoners.  Now,  my  brave  Mussulmans, 

Enter  Prisoner*  and  Lucinda. 
You  that  are  lords  o'  th*  sea,  and  scorn  us 

Christians,  [here? 

Which  of  your  niam;y  lives  is  worth  this  hurt 
Away  to  prison  with  *em,  see  *em  safe ! 
You  shall  IJnd  we  have  gal  lies  too,  and  slaves 

too.  [sir? 

1  Sold.  What  shall  be  donewith  this  woman, 

iVwr.  Pox  take  her !    [Surgeons  dress  him', 

Twas  she  that  set  me  on  to  fight  with  these 

rogues!—  [now. 

That  rinjsj-worm,  rot  it ! — What  can  you  do 
With  all  your  paintings,  and  your  pouncines, 

lady,  [Cupid, 

To  restore  my  blood  again  ?  you,  and  your 
That  have  made  a  carbonado  of  me — Plague 

take  you. 
You  are  too  deep,  you  rogue ! — This  is  thy 

work,  woman,  [still  !^ 

Thou  lousy  woman  !— Death,  you  go  too  deep 
The  seeing  of  your  simpering  sweetneess.  you 

filly,  [j'nKiing, 

You  tit,  you  tomboy !  what  can  one  night's 
Or  two,  or  ten,  sweetheart,  and  *  oh,  ray  dear 

chicken,^  [foremast, 

Scratching  my  bead,  or  fumbling  with  my 

**  Get  me tome  seven  fresh  whoreSy 

And  tventy  pot-ul lies,' and  then  Tm  virtuous.']  The  oldest  copy  reads  thus: 

*  And  twenty  pot  allies  and  to:  and  then,'&c. 
Which  would  induce  one  to  think  tlie  original  might  run  so: 

*  And  twenty  pot  allies,  and  two.* 

ToHi  is  often  mistakenly  wrote  tiw  in  the  oldest  edition,  and  possibly  might  have  been  so 
here.        Sympson. 

The  meaning  of  the  whole  passage,  we  think,  is  this:  *  What  can  all  this  money  do?  Gel 
*  me  surfeits,  whores,  and  a  score  of  pot-companions  to  cry  me  up!'  And  to,  we  think,  is 
corrupt,  but  not  explained  properly  by  Sympson. , 
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[Act  S.  Scene  f. 


Do  me  good  now  ?  YouVc  poWder*d  luc  for 

one  year :  [beauty, 

I  am  io  souce,  I  thank   vou ;    thank  your 

Your  inobt  ^weet  beauty  f  Pox  upon  thoM 

f^Ofrglev! 

We  cannot  fijslit  like  honest  men,  for  honour^ 
And  qnietly  kiil  one  nnother  as  we  ooght, 
But  in  steps  one  uf  you ;  the  dcvirs  holiness 
And  you  must  have  a  dance.  Away  with  her ! 
Slie  <itinks  ro  n\e  now. 

1  Sold.  Shall  [  have  her,  captain? 
ft&iid.  Or  I? 

3  Sitld.  ril  niarry  her 

4  Sold.  G«M)d  captain,  F - 

3  SiUd,  And  make  her  a  good  Christian. 
Lay  hands  on  her ; 
I  know  bhe's  nunc. 

2  Sold,  ni  give  my  full  share  for  her ! 
Have  ye  no  manners  u*  thrust  the  woman  so  ? 

AW.  Share  her  au)on$[  ye ; 
And  may  she  jiiveyeasjmany  hurts  as  I  have. 
And  twice  as  many  aches ! 

Luc,  Noble  captain,  fwildness. 

Be  pleas'd  to  free  me  from  these  soldiers* 
Till  I  but  speak  two  words*. 

Nt^r,  Now  for  your  maidenhead  ! 
You  have  your  book ;  proceed. 

Imc.  Victorious  sir. 
Seldom  are  seen  in  men  so  valiant,  fquer, 
Mil  ds  so  devoid  of  virtue;  he  that  can  con- 
Should  ever  know  how  to  preserve  his  con- 
quest ; 
Tis  but  a  base  theft  else  t  Valour's  a  virtue, 
Crownofmeu*&  actions  hu-e;  youi's,  as  you 

make  it. 
And  can  yuu  put  so  rough  a  foil  as  violence. 
As  wrungrn*;  of  weak  woman,  to  your  triumph? 

Nor,  Let  her  alone ! 

Luc.  I've  lo8t  my  husband,  sir;  [not : 
Ycni  feel  not  th«it:  iliin  that  I  love;  you  care 
When  fortune  falls  on  you  thus,  you  may 

grieve  ttw.      , 
My  liberty  I  kneel  not  for;  mine  honour 
(i  t  ever  virtuous  honour  touchVt  your  heart 

yet)  [mother 

Make  dear  and  precious,  sir.     Vou  had  a 

JV!r>r.   The  ro^uy  thing  speaks  finely,  neat. 
Who  t<N*k  you  r 
For  he  must  be  v our  ftuard. 

Lac.  i  wish  no  better  : 
A  noble  gentleman,  and  nobly  us*d  me* 
They  call  d  his  name  Miranda. 

Nor.  You  are  his  then :  [vice. 

You've  lit  upon  a  yoong  man  worth  your  str- 
1  free  yuu  from  all  liie  re4>t,  and   t'roin  all 
vifWence;  ffor't! 

He  tlmt  doih  offir't,  by  my  heail,  he  liaiius 
Go  see  lier  safe  kept,  till  tiio  noble  gtutleumn 
Be  ready  to  di&po«>eher.  iliaitk  yuurtun-^ut. 


Yoo  have  a  good  one,  and  preserve  it  good  atilL 

Soldiers,  come  wait  on  mc;  111  see  ve  pud 

all.  I'Egemta. 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Afirunda  and  Aitorius, 
A$io.  I  knew  you  lov'd  bcr,  virtuoinlj  jom 
lov*d  hta". 
Which  made  me  make  that  baste:  I  knetr 

you  priz*d  lier, 
As  all  fair  minds  do  goodness. 

Ulir.  Good  Astorius, 
r  must  confess  I  do  much  honour  her. 
And  worthily  1  liope  stilL 

Aito.  Tis  no  doubt,  sir ; 
For  on  my  life  she*s  much  wrong*d. 

Mir-,  Very  likely, 
And  I  as  umch  tormented  I  was  absent. 

Asio.  Vou  need  iMt  fear;  Peter  Gouiem*s 

Of  a  tried  faith  and  valour.  [noble, 

Mir,  'i'his  I  know  too :  [sudler'd. 

But  whilst  I  was  not  there,  and  whilst  she 

Whilst  Virtue  suOer'di  friend— Oh,  how  ii 

loads  me  !  [gethcr 

Whilst  Innocence  and  Sweetness  sunk  tu- 
How  cold  it  sits  here  I  If  my  arm  liad  foogbfi 
for  lier,  [s<nis 

My  youth,  tiio'  naked,  stood  af;ainst  all  trut- 
My  sword  here  grasp'd.  Love  ou  tlie  edge, 

and  Honour, 
And  but  a  signal  from  her  eye  to  steel  'W^f 
If  then  she  had  been  lost— 1  brag  too  late. 
And  too  much  I  decline  the  noble  Peter. 
Yet  souke  poor  seiTice  1  would  do  her  sw«)ci« 
Alas,  she  needs  it,  my  Astorius,  [i«ess; 

The  iij^entle  lady  needs  id 
y|«/</.  Noble  spirit!  [this  weakm^ss ! 

Mir.  And  what  1  can— Tnihee,  bear  with 
Often  I  do  n.>t  use  these  women's  weiipuo^ 
But  wheie  tirue  pity  is— I  am  much  troubled. 
And  something  have  to  do,  1  cannot  form  yei! 
Asto    I'll  take  my  leave,  sir;  I  shall  but 

disturb  you. 
Mir.  An'i  please  you,  for  a  wliile;  mod 
pray  ti»  Fortune 
To  snulc  upOf>  this  lady. 
,^«/u.  Allmy  heip,8ir.  [£nV. 

Mir.  Goniera*s  old  and  sti^  and  he  may 
lose  her. 
The  winter  of  his  years  and  wounds  upoo  Uiin; 
And  yet  he  has  done  bravely  hillierto : 
Mouatferrat's  1  ury  io  his  lic-ut  of  smuiner. 
The  whisiliug  of  his  sword  like  angry  stomas, 
Renting  up  life  by  tli'  roots:  JVe  srtfn  hiw 
A!»  if  a  falcon  hud  run  up  a  train,  [scale 

Clashing  his   warlike    pinions^  bis    steel'd 

cuirass, 
And  at  his  pit(-h  inniew  the  town  below  him  <*• 
I  must  do  soujeiinug! 


*'  From  her  ej/e  io  seal  it.]  To  seal  a  sword  seems  a  very  odd  metaphor.  I  tlitnk  it  there- 
fore highly  probable  tliat  tiie  true  woni  was  itecL  The  propriety  and  elegauie  of  which 
miuht  be  proved  by  forty  passages  in  Shalespear  and  our  Autliors,  where  it  is  used  in  the 
fUme  sense ;  and  the  reader  win  find  it  twice  before  tht;  end  of  this  act.        iiCiMiurd. 

■7  Inmeof  the  town  ('i;WA.m.j  Theobald  would  read, '  Uie^uii/ below  hiui/  but  sauU  i 
to  coniriB  town. 


Act  2.  Scene  8.] 
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Enter  Coionna. 
CoL  Noble  sir,  for  Jieav'u  sake. 
Take  pity  of  a  poor  afflicted  Christian, 
Kedeem^l  from  one  affliction  to  another ! 
Jdir,  Boldly  you  ask  that;  we  are  bound 
to  eive  it. 
From  what  affliction^  sir? 

CoL  From  cold  and  hunger, 
From  nakedness  and  stripes. 

Mir.  A  prisoiler^  [tnken; 

Col.  A  slave,  sir,  in  the  Turkish  prize,  new 

That,  in  the  beat  of  fight,  when  your  br^ve 

hand 
Brought  the  Dane  succour,  got  my  irons  off, 
And  put  myself  to  mercy  of  the  ocean. 
Jliir.  And  swam  to  land  ? 
Col.  I  did,  sir;  Heav*D  was  gracious! 
But  now  a  stranger,  and  my  wants  upon  me, 
(Tho*  willingly  I  would  preserve  this  life,  sir. 
With  honesty  and  truth)  I  am  not  look*d  on  ; 
The  band  of  pity,  that  slionld  give  for  Ueavn's 

sake. 
And  charitable  hearts,  are  grown  so  cold,  sir. 
Never  remembriug  what  tlieir  fortunes  may 
be. 
Mir,  Thou  say'sttoo  true.    Of  what  pro- 
fession art  thou  ? 
CoL  I  have  been  better  train'd,  and  can 
serve  truly, 
Where  trust  is  laid  upon  me. 
Alir.  A  handsome  fellow  ! 
Ha&t  thou  e*er  bore  arms  ? 

CoL  I've  trod  full  niuny  a  march,  sir, 
And  some  hurts  have  to  shew ;  before  me  too, 
sir. 
Mir,  Pity  this  thing  should  starve,  or,  forc*d 
for  want. 
Come  to  a  worse  end. — I  know  not  what 

thou  mavst  be, 
But  if  thou  tFiink'st  it  fit  to  be  a  servant, 
I'll  be  a  master,  and  a  good  one  to  ihee, 
If  you  deserve,  sir. 

Cr>/.  £lse  I  ask  no  favour. 
Mir,  Then,  sir,  to  try  your  trust,  b€M;ause 
I  like  you, 
Go  to  the  Dane;  of  him  receive. a  woman, 
A  Turkish  prisoner,  for  roe  receive  her; 
I  hear  she  is  my  prizet  Look  fairly  to  her, 
For  1  would  nave  her  kuow,  thu*  now  my 
prisoner,  [honour. 

The  Christians  need  no  schoolmasters  for 
Take  this  to  buy  thee  cloutlis;  thiH  ring,  to 
help  thee  [straii£;er, 

Into  the  fellowship  of  my  lioose;  you  are  a 
And  my  servants  will  not  kuow  you  else; 

there  keep  her, 
And  with  all  modesty  preserve  your  service ! 
CoL  A  foul  example  Hud  me  else !  licav'n 
thank  ye ! 
Of  captain  Norandine  ? 
Mir,  I'he  same. 

CoL  Tis  done,  sir:  [you ! 

And  may  lleav'n's  goodness  ever  dwell  alxiut 
Mir,  Wait  there  'till  I  come  liome. 
CoL  I  shall  not  fail,  sir.  [Ejtunt, 


SCEKE  in. 


Enter  Mouni/errat  and  Ahdella, 
Ahd,  Tis  strange  it  should  be  so,  that  your 
high  mettle 
Should  check  thus  poorly,  dully,  most  un- 

Mtmnif,  Let  me  alone.  [manly '- 

Ahd.  Thus  leadetily— — 
Mimntf.  Pox  take  you  !  [dow  i 

Abd.  At  every  childish  fear,  at  every  sha- 
Are  you  Mountferrat,  that  have  done  such 

deeds? 
Wrought  thro*  such  bloody  fields  men  shake 

to  speak  of? 
Can  you  ^o  buck?  is  there  a  safety  left  yet, 
But  fore-right?  is  not  ruin  round  about  you  ? 
Have  yon  not  stiii  these  arms,  that  sword, 

that  heart  whole  ? 
Is't  not  a  man  vou  fight  with,  and  an  old  man, 
A  mnn  lialf-kilrd  already?  am  not  I  here? 
As  luvely  in  my  black  to  entertain  thee. 
As  high  and  full  of  heat  to  meet  thy  plea« 
Mount/,  I'll  be  alone.  [sur'es— - 

Abd,  You  shall :  Farewell,  sir ! 
And  do  it  bravely !  never  think  of  conscience ; 
There  is  none  to  a  man  resolv'd.  De  happy ! 

[Til. 

Enter  Miranda, 
Mountf.    No,  most  uuluippy  wretch,  as 
thou  hast  nmde  me. 
More  devil  than  thyself,  I  am. 

Mir,  Alone, 
And  troubled  too,  I  take  it.  How  he  starts  I 
All  is  not  handsome  in  thy  heart,   Mount- 
ferrat— 
God  speed  you,  sir !  1  have  been  seeking  of 
They  say  you  are  to  fight  to-day.  |"you : 

Jlioun//*  What  then? 
Mir.  Nay,  nothing,  but  good  fortune  to 
your  sword,  sir  I 
You  have  a  cause  requires  it ;  the  island's 
'I'he  order's,  and  your  honour's.         [safety, 

Mount/.  And  do  you  make  a  quebtiun 
I  will  not  fight  it  nobly  ? 

Mir,  You  dare  fight;  [justice, 

You  have;  and  with  as  great  a  confidence  as 
IVe  seen  you  strike  as  home,  and  hit  as  deadly. 
Mountf,  Why  are  these  questions  ttfen  ? 
Mir.  ril  tell  you  quickly. 
You  have  a  lady  iu  vour  cause,  a  fair  one, 

A  gentler  never  trocf  on  ground,  a  nobler 

Mountf,  Do  you  come  on  bO  fai>t?  I  have 
it  for  you.  [Aiide* 

Mir,  The  sun  ne*er  saw  a  sweeter. 
Mount/  I'hese  1  grant  you ; 
Nor  dare!  against  beauty  heave  my  hand  up, 
Jt  were  unmanly,  sir,  too  nmch  unmanly : 
But  when  these  excellencies  turn  to  ruin. 
To  ruin  of  themselves,  and  those  protect  *em ; 
When  virtue's  lost,  lust  and  dishonour  enter'd; 
Loss  of  ourselves  and  souls  basely  pcojected— 
Alir.  Do  you  think  *tis  so  ? 
Mount/  Too  sure. 

Mir.  And  can  it  be?  [sweetness, 

Can  il  be  thought;  Mountferrat,  so  much 
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So  great  a  magazine  of  all  things  precwus, 
/  A  mind  so  heavenly  made —'Prithee  observe 

Mottntf.  I  thought  so  too :  Now,  by  niy 

holy  order, 
He  that  iiad  told  me,  ('till  experience  found  it. 
Too  bold  a  proof)  this  lady  had  been  vicious— 
1  wear  no  dull  sword,  sir,  nor  hate  I  virtue. 
Mir.  Against  her  brother  ?  to  the  man  has 

bred  her  ? 
Her  blood  and  honour? 

Mounlf.  Where  ambitious  Lust 
Desires  to  be  above  the  rule  prebcrib'd  her, 
Takes  hold,  and  wins,  poor  Chastity,  cold 

Duty, 
Like  fashions  old  forgot,  she  flings  behind  her, 
And  puts  on  blood  and  mischief,  death  aud 

ruin. 
To  raise  her  new-built  hopes,  new  faith  to 

fasten  her: 
Ma*foy,  she  is  as  foul  as  Heav^i  is  beauteous! 
Mir,  Thouliest,  thou  liest,  Mountfcrrat, 

thou  liest  basely ! 
Stare  not,  nor  swell  not  with  thy  pride !  thou 
And  this  shall  make  it  good.  [liest; 

Mountf,  Out  with  your  heat  first ! 
You  shall  be  fought  wiihal. 

Mir,  By  Heav'n,  that  lady,  [deeds. 

The  virtue  of  that  woman,  were  all  th6  good 
Of  all  thy  families  bound  iti  one  faggot, 
From  Adam  to  this  hour,  but  with  onesparkle 
Would  fire  that  wisp,  and  turn  it  to  ii[;ht 

ashes. 
Mo*iutf,  Oh,  pitiful  young  roan,    struck 

blind  with  beauty  !  [randa ! 

Shot  with  a  woman's  smile !  Poor,  poor  Mi- 
I'hou  hopeful  yoong  roan  once,  but  now  thou 

lost  man. 
Thou  naked  roan  of  all  that  we  call  noble, 
How  art  thou  cozcn'd  !  Didat  thou  know  what 

I  do. 
And  how  far  thydearhommr, (mark  me, fool!) 
Which  like  a  father  1  have  kept  from  blasting, 
Thy  tender  honour,  is  abus'd — But  fight  first. 
And  then,  too  late,  thou  shalt  know  all. 
Mir,  Thou  liest  still ! 
Mounff.  Stay!  now  I'll  shew  tbee  all,  and 

then  I'll  kill  thee :  [thee. 

1  love  thee  so  dear,  time  shall  not  disgrace 
Read  that  I  yjines  him  a  letter, 

Mir,  It  is  her  hand,  it  is  most  certain. 
Good  angels,  keep  me !  that  1  should  be  her 

agent 
To  betray  Malta,  aud  bring  her  to  the  basha ! 
That  on  my  tejidtr  love  lay  all  her  project ! 
Eyt  s  never  see  again,  melt  out  for  sorrow ! 
Did  the  devil  do  this? 


[Act  2.  Scene  9. 

Mmtntf,  No,  but  his  diim  did  it. 
The  virtuous  ladv  that  you  love  80  dearly: 
Come,  will  you  tight  again  ? 

Mir,  No*;  'prithee  kill  me. 
For  Heav'n's  sake,  and  for  goodness*  sake, 

dispatch  me ! 
For  the  disgrace  sake  that  T  gave  thee,  kill 

Alountf.  Why,  are  you  guilty?  [me! 

Mir.  I  have  liv*d,  IVIountferrat, 
To  see  Dishonour  swallow  up  all  Virtae, 
And  now  would  die.     By  iieav'n's  eternal 

brightness, 
I  am  as  clear  as  Innocence ! 

Mount/.  I  knew  it,  P^(^9 

And  therefore  kept  this  letter  from  all  know* 
And  this  sword  from  anger;  you  had  died  ebe. 
And  yet  I  lie,  and  basely  lie. 

Mir.  Oh,  Virtue, 
Unspotted  Virtue,  whither  art  thoa  vanisVd? 
W  hat  hast  thou  left  ui  to  abuse  our  frailties^ 
In  shape  of  goodness  ? 

Mount/.  Come,  take  courage,  man ! 
I  have  forgiven  and  forgot  your  rashness. 
And  hold  you  fair  as  l^lit  iu  all  youracciors; 
And  by  my  troth  1  griev'd  your  love.    Take 

comfort! 
There  be  more  women. 

Mir,  And  more  miNchief  in  *em  ! 

Mount/.  The  justice  I  shall  do,   to  ris;ht 

these  villainies,  (*ir. 

Shall  make  you  man  again:  1*11  strike  it  sure. 

Come,  look  up  bravely ;  put  this pul ins  pa^Kja  « 

Out  of  your  mind.  One  knock  for  thee,  51i- 

randa. 
And  for  the  toy  the  grave  Gomera  gave  thee. 
When  she  accepted  thee  her  champion. 
And  in  thy  absence,  like  a  valiant  gentleman; 
I  yet  rcmcM.iKer  it:  *  He  is  too  young, 
*  Too  bi.^iihy  and  too  tendei",  to  adventare:' 
111  give  him  one  sound  rap  for  thtO,:  I  luve 
Thou  art  a  bravo  young  spark.  [lliec; 

Mir,  B(it/y  did  he  call  me? 
Gonicracall  niot'iyy 

Mount/.  It  pleas'd  his  gravity,  [vice. 

To  think  so  of  you  then:   They  that  do  scr- 
And  honest  service,  such  as  thou  and  I  do. 
Are  either  knaves  or  boys. 

Mir,  Boy,  by  Gomera? 
How  looked  he  when  he  said  it  ?  for  Gomera 
Was  ever  wont  to  be  a  virtuous  geutleiuaii, 
Hanmne  and  sweet.  ^ 

AJounf/  Yfs,  when  he  will,  be  can  he. 
Rut,  let  It  go;  I  would  not.  breed  dissonti.m; 
*lis  an  unfriendly  othce.^.  And  had  it  l.eea 
To  any  of  a  higher  strain  than  you,  s»ir  '*, 
The  wcli-knowu,  weU-upprovd,  aud  lov*d 
Mnanda, 


**  To  ant/ of  an  Wither  strain  than  yon  ar«.]  At  first  glance,  the  reader  may  think,  as  I  oiKse 
did  with  Mr.  Scwanl,  that  lighter,  or  laroer,  or  some  such  word  should  supply  the  place  of 
higher.  But  possibly  the  passage  is  right  as  it  is,  and  refers  only  to  tiie  even  temper  and  €Us» 
position  of  Mirnnda,and  means  that,  had  he  been  of  an  hot  fiery  temper  prone  to  passion,  4  r. 
ne  should  not  have  discovered  a  secret,  which  might  possibly  breed  dissension  betwixt  Go* 
mera  and  him.  T  his  1  only  olFer  the  reader,  in  order^o  give  the  text  i'tdt  play :  if  he  does  not 
approve  of  die  explanation,  lighter  or  Lovser  are  sliil  at  nis  service.        S^mptinu 
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I  had  not  tboo^t  on't?  Twa$  happil/  bis 

haste  too. 
And  zeal  Vj  her. 

Mir.  A  trailor  and  a  boy  too  ? 
Shame  take  me,  if  I  suffer  iti— Puff  I  fare- 
well, love ! 
Mount f.  You  know  my  business  |  I  must 
leave  jou,  sir ; 
My  hour  grows  on  apace. 

Mir.  I  must  not  icare  you, 
I  dare  not,  nor  1  wL'l  wtU  'till  your  goodness 
lia%'e  granted  me  one  courtesy :  You  say  you 
love  me  f 
Mtmntf,  I  do,  and  dearly;  ask,  and  let 
that  courtesy 

Nothing  concern  mine  honour 

Mir.  You  mast  do  it, 
Or  you  will  never  see  me  more. 

Mount/.  What  is  it?  [it. 

It  shall  be  great  that  pgts  you  off:  Tray  speak 
Mir»  Tray  l^t  me  light  to-day,  good,  dear 
Monntferrat ! 

Let  me,  aod  bold  Gomera 

Mount f.  Fy, Miranda! 
tyye  weigh  my  worth  so  little  ? 

Mir,  On  my  knees! 
As  ever  thou  had!>t  true  touch  of  a  sorrow 
Thy  friend  conceiv'd,  as  ever  honour  iov'd 

thee 

Mounif.  Shall  I  turn  recreant  now? 
Mir.  'Tis  not  thy  cause; 
Thou  hast  no  reputation  wounded  in  it; 
Thine's  but  a  genend  z^:   'Death!  I  am 

taintr  d ; 
Tlic  dearest  twin  to  life,  my  credit's  murdcr*d, 
Batfled  and  boy'd. 

Mountf.  I'm  glad  you've  swallow'd  it  — 

[Aiide. 
I  must  confess  I  pity  you ;  and  'tis  a  justice, 
A  great  one  to<i,  you  should  revenge  these 

injuries; 
I  know  it,  and  I  know  you  fit  and  hold  to  do't, 
And  man  as  much  as  man  may:  But,  Mi- 
randa— f 
Why  do  you  kneel? 

Slir.  By  lleav'n,  Til  grow  to  the  ground 

here,'  [is/t, 

And  with  my  sword  cli;;  up  my  grave,  and  fall 

Unless  thou  grant  mc — Dear  Mouotferrat  I 

friend  I 
Is  any  thin^  in  my  power?  to  my  life,  sir ! 
The  iionour  shall  be  yours. 
Mountf.  I  love  you  dearly ; 

Yet  so  much  I  should  tender 

Mir.  rii  pro^crve  all ; 
By  Heav'n,  I  will,  or  all  the  sin  fall  with  me ! 
Tray  let  me. 

Mountf.  You  have  won ;  1*11  once  be  coward 
To  pleasure  you. 

Mir.  I  kiss  your  hands,  and  thank  you. 
Mountf.  Be  tender  of  my  credit,  and  fight 

bravely. 
Mir.  Blow  not  the  fire  that  flames. 
Mountf.  rU  send  mine  armour ; 
Mv  man  shall  presently  attend  vou  with  iC; 
VuL.  II.  '  4 


a 


(For  you  must  arm  immediately;  the  hour 

c^s)  [crci, 

I  know  'twill  fit  you  rit^ht.    Be  sure,  and  se- 

And  last  be  fortunate !  farewell ! — You  are 

fitted : 
Tm  elad  the  ]oad*s  off  me. 
Mir,  My  be&t  Mountferrat!        [£xrii)if. 

SCENE  rv\ 

Enter  Norandine  and  Doctor, 
Nor.  Doctor,  I'll  see  tlie  combat,   that's 
the  truth  on't ; 
If  I  had  ne'er  a  leg,  Td  crawl  to  see  it. 
Doctor.  You're  most  unfit,  if  I  might  coqip* 
set  you. 

Your  wounds  so  many,  and  the  air > 

Njr.  The  halter ! 
The  air*s  as  goo<l  an  air,  as  fine  an  air — 
Wouldbt  thmi  have  me  live  in  an  oven  ? 
Doctor.  Beside,  the  noise,  sir; 

Which,  to  a  tender  body 

A\T.  That's  it.  Doctor, 
My  body  must  be  cur'd  withal;  if  youll  heat 

mc  quickly,  , 

Boil  a  drum-head  in  my  broth ;  I  never  prosper 
With  knuckleso* veal,  and  birds  in  sorrel  sops, 
Caudles  and  culliccs ;  they  wash  me  away 
Like  a  horse  had  eaten  grains :  If  thou  wilt 

cure  nic, 
A  pickled  herring,  and  a  pottle  of  sack,  Doc- 
And  half  a  dozen  trumpets !  [tor, 

DiKtor,  You're  a  stranoe  grntleman 

Kor.  As  e*er  thou  kncw'st.  Wilt  tliou  give 

lue  another  clister,  [lady. 

That  J  may  sit  cleanly  tliere  like  a  Frencli 

When  she  goes  to  a  masque  at  court  ?  \Vjicre's 

thy  hoboy? 

Doctor.  I'm  glad  you're  grown  so  merry. 

Enter  Astorius  and  Casiriot, 
N(ir,  Welcome,  gentlemen ! 
Asto.  Wc  come  to  see  you,  sir;  and  glad 
we  are 
To  see  you  thus,  thus  forward  to  your  health, 
N'tr.  I  thank  my  Doctor  here.  [sir. 

Doctor.  Nay,  thank  yourself,  sir; 
For,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not  how  he's  cur'd! 
He  ne'er  observes  any  of  our  prescriptions. 
Nor.  Give  me  my  uioney  again  then,  good  * 
sweet  Doctor ! 
Wilt  thou  have  twenty  shillings  a-day  for 
vexing  me? 
Doctor.  That  shall  not  serve  yoa,  sir. 
Sor.  Then  forty  slmll,  sir, 
And  that  will  make  you  •speak  well.    Hark, 
the  drums ! 

[Drums  afar  o,T:  A  low  tftarck* 
Cust.  They  begiu  to  beat  lo  th*  field.    OIj, 
noble  Dane, 
Never  was  such  a  stake,  I  hope,of  innocence, 
Play'd  for  in  Malta,  and  in  blood,  before. 
Asto,  It  makes  us  hang  our  heads  all. 
Kor.  A  bold  villain ! 
If  there  be  treason  in  ic— Accuse  poorladies? 
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And  ypt  they  may  do  mischief  too.    1*11  be 

with  ye: 
If  she  be  innocent  T  sh:ill  find  it  quickly, 
And  something  then  1*11  say- 

Jsto,  Come,  lean  on  us,  sir. 

Nor,  I  thank  ye^  gentlemen  \  and^  domine 
Doctor,  fpockec, 

'Pray  bring  a  little  sneezing  powder  m  your 
For  fear  I  swoon  when  I  see  blood. 

Doctor.  You*re  pleasnut.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  two  MarshaU. 

i  Marsh,  Are  the  combatants  come  io?  . 
2  Marsh.  Yes. 

[The  scaffold  set  014 1,  and  the  stairs. 
.1  Marsh.  Make  the  field  clear  there! 

2  Marsh.  Tl^at's  done  too. 

1  Mursh.  Then  to  the  prisoner;  theOrand'^ 
master's  coniin>:. 
Lct*s  see  that  all  be  ready  there. 

3  Mtirsh.  Too  ready-. 

How  ceremonious  our  very  ends  are ! 
Alas^  sweet  lady,  if  she  be  innocent, 

[Flovrish. 
No  doubt  but  justice  will  direct  her  champion. 
Awav  !  1  hear  'em  come. 

1  ilarsh.  Tray  Heav'n  she  prosper  f 

Enter  Valet ta,  Norandine,AstariuSf  Cast  riot, 

Val.  Give  captain  Norandine  a  chair. 
Nor.  I  thank  your  lordship. 
t^al.  Sic,  sir^  and  take  your  ease  ;  your 
horts  require  it : 
You  come  to  see  a  woman's  cause  decided  i 
(That's  all  the  knowledge  now,  or  inuue,  I've 

for  her) 
They  say  a  false,  a  base,  and  treach'rous  wo- 
And  partly  prnv'd  too.  [man, 

Nor,  Pity  it  should  be  so; 
And,  if  your  lordship  durst  ask  mv  opmion, 
Sure  I  should  answer  No,.(so  much  I  houour 

hor) 
And  answer't  with  my  life  too.    Dut  Gnmcra 
•  Is  a  brave  gentlcinan;  the  other  valiant, 
And  if  he  be  not,  good,  dogs  gnaw  his  flesh 

off! 
And  one  above  ^em  both  will  find  the  truth 
He  never  faiU,  sir.  [out; 

Val.  That's  the  hope  rests  with  me. 
Nor.  How  nature  and  his  houour  struggle 
in  him !  ^ 

A  sweet,  clear,  nolle  gentleman  ! 
[Guard  within.]  Make  room  there  t 

Enter  Oriana,  Ladies,  Executioner^  Abdelld, 
and  Guard, 

Val.  Go  up,  and  what  you  have  to  say, 

say  there. 
0//.  'H»ui.  I  ascend;  nearer,  I  hope,  to 

Ikuvu! 


Nor  do  I  fear  to  trend  thb  dark  black 


The  image  of  my  grave ;  each  foot  we  mow 
Goes  to  it  still,  each  hour  we  leave  behind  us 
Knolls  sadly  toward  it.    My  noble  brother, 
(For  yet  mine  innocence  dares  call  you  so) 
And  you  tjic  friends  to  virtue,  that  come  hi- 

tlier, 
The  chorus  to  this  trap;ick  scene,  behold  roe. 
Behold  me  with  your  justice,  not  with  pitv, 
(My  cause  was  ne'er  90  poor  to  aak  couipns* 

sion) 
Behold  me  in  this  spofless  white  I  wear, 
I'he  emblem  of  my  life,  of  all  my  actions; 
So  ye  shall  find  my  stor^,  thu'  I  perish. 
Behold  me  in  my  sei ;  1  aui  no  soldier; 
Tender  amf  full  of  fears  our  blushing;  sex  is, 
Uuharden'd  with  relentless  thoughts;   un* 
hatcht  19  .  [tremble 

With  blood  and  bloody  practice :  Alas,  wc 
But  when  an  angry  dream  afflicts  our  fancies. 
Die  with  a  tale  well  told.    Had  I  been  prac- 
tis'd,  fit; 

And  known  the  way  of  mischief,  traveD'd  in 
And  giv'n  my  blood  and  honour  up  to  reach  it^ 
Forjcot  religion,  and  the  line  I  sprung;  on  ;' 
Oh,  Heav'n  i  1  had  been  fit  then  for  tliy  jus- 
.  tice,  [here. 

And  then  in  blacky  as  dark  as  hell,  I'd  howTd 
L;ist,  in  your  own  opinions  weigh  mine  iuno« 

ccnce : 
Amooest  ye  I  was  planted  from  an  infant, 
('Would  then,  if  Heav'n  had  so  b<ten  plea&'d, 

I'd  perished !) 
Grew  up,  and  goodly,  ready  to  bear  fruit. 
The  houourahle  fruit  of  marriage: 
And  am  I  blasted  in  my  bud,  with  treason  ? 
Boldly  and  basely  of  my  fair  name  ravisli'd. 
And  l)itl>er  brouglK  to  find  my  rest  in  ruiii  } 
But  he  that  knows  all,  he  that  rights  ail 

-   wrongs,  [bpokeii. 

And  in  his  time  restores,  knows  rue  f — IVc 

Val.  If  ye  be  innocent,   Heav'n  will  pro« 
tcct-ye, 
And  so  I  leave  ye  to  hissword  strikes  for  ye; 
Farcw  ell !  [  broil  kt, 

Ori.  Oh,  that  went  deep !  Farewt:ll,  dear 
And  housoe'cr  my  cause  uoes,  see  my  bo«i^ 
(Upon  my  knees  1  ask  it;  buried  elmstely; 
For  yet,  l>y  holy  truth,  it  iicitr  trespass  d. 

uisto.  Justice  sit  on  your  cau^,  and  Heav'n 
fight  \\ji  ye  1  [honour 

Nor.  'W\  o  ui'  ye,  gentlemea,  do  rac  hut  the 
To  lead  me  to  her;  goi>d  my  lord,  yourlcav« 

Vul.  Vou  have  it,  sir.  [too* 

Nor.  Give  me  your  fair  hands  fearless : 
As  white  as  this  1  see  your  innocence. 
As  spotless,  and  as  pure ;  be  not  afraid,  lady  I 
You  are  but  here  brought  to  your  uobkr 

fortune. 
To  arid  uuto  your  life  immortal  story: 
Viriuc  ihro*  hardcac  tilings  arrives  ul  happi- 
ness. 


»•  See  uotc  5«  on  The  Custom  of  the  Country.        Sj/mpsoH. 
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Shame  follow  that  blant  sword  that  loses  you ! 
And  he  that  strikes  ni^ainst  you,  I  shall  study 
A  curse  or  two  for  liim.    Once  more,  your 

fair  hands ! 
I  ne'er  brout^ht  ill  luck  vet;  be  fearless,  hap- , 

On'.  I  thaok  ye,  noble  captain.  [py. 

JVrw^  So  1  leave  ye. 

Vol,  Call  in  the  knights  severally. 

Enter  ieveralfy,  Gomera  and  Miranda, 

Ort.  But  two  words  to  my  champion  ; 
And  then  to  Hcav*n  and  him  I  give  my  cause 

Val.  Speak  quickly,  and  speak  short,  [up. 

Ori.  I  nave  not  much,  sir. 
Noble  Gomera,  from  your  own  free  virtue 
YouVe  undertaken  here  a  poor  miiid^s  honour, 
And  with  the  hazard  uf  your  life;  and  happily 
You  may  suspect  the  cause,  tho*  iu  your  true 
worth  [tim©ny, 

You  will  not  shew  it ;  therefore  take  this  tes- 
(And,  as  1  hope  for  happiues«,  »i  true  one !) 
And  may  it  steel  your  heart,  and  edge  your 

good  sword !  i 

You  fit^ht  for  her,  as spotlev  of  these  mischiefs 
As  Heav'n  is  of  our  sins,  or  Truth  of  errors; 
And  so  defy  that  treacherr>ns  man,  and  pro- 

Nor,  Blessing  o'  thy  heart,  lad v  !     f  sper ! 

VaL  Give  the  MgnaJ  lo  *em.  [Low  ularni%. 

JS\7C,  Tis  bravely  fought  I  Gomora,  follow 
that  blow — 
Welt  struck  again,  boy !— look  upon  the  lady, 
And  gather  spirit !  hmve  again  !  lie  close, 
}je  clove,  [sa/!  he  fights  aloft,  and  stront^ly  ; 
Close  for  th^  lite!— A  pox  o'  that  fell  butfet ! 
Retire  and  gather  breath;  ye've  day  enough, 

knights — 
Look  lovely  on  him,  lady !  to't  again  now  I 
Stand,  stand,  Gomera,  stand — one  blow  for 
all  now  !  [iv'oman  ! 

Gatlicr  thy  strength  together ;  God  bless  the 
Why,  wherc's  thy  noble  heart )  lieav*n  bless 
the  lady ! 

AIL  Oh,  oh ! 

Ka/.  She  is  gone,  she  is  gone. 

Nor,  Now  strike  it. 
Hold,  hold— he  yields :  Hold  thy  brave  sword, 

he's  conqoer'd  — 
He's  thine,  Gomera.     Now  be  joyful,  lady  ! 
What  could  this  thief  have  done,  had  his 

cause  l^cn  equal ! 
He  made  my  heartrstrings  tremble. 

VaL  Off  with's  casque  there*®; 
And,  executioner,  take  you  his  head  next. 

Abd,  Oh,  cursed  Fortuue  I  ^  [Aside, 


Gom,  Stay,  I  beseech  you,  sir !  and  thl» 
one  honour 
Grant  me,  I  havedeserv'd  it;  that  this  villain 
May  live  one  day,  to  envy  at  my  justice ; 
That  he  may  pine  and  die,  before  the  sw^rd 

fall. 
Viewing  die  glory  I  have  jvon,  her  goodness. 

VaL  He  shall ;  and  you  the  harvest  of  your 
valour 
Shall  reap,  brave  sir,  abundantly. 

Gom.  I've  sav'd  her,  [structioo  '•, 

Preserved  her  spotless  worth  from  black  de« 
(Her  white  name  to  eternity  delivered)     [in. 
Her  youth  and  sweetness  from  a  timeless  ru^ 
Now,  lord  Valetta,  if  this  bloody  labour 
May  but  deserve  her  favour — — 

Ajir,  Stay,  and  hear  me  6rst. 

VaL  Off  with  his  casque !  This  is  Miran'* 
da's  voice. 

Nor,  'Tis  he  indeed,  or  else  mine  eye» 
abuse  me: 
What  makes  he  here  thus.^ 

On,  The  young  Miranda? 
Is  he  mine  enemy  too  ?      ^ 

Mir.  None  has  deaerv'd  her. 
If  worth  must  carry  it,  and  service  seek  her, 
But  he  that  sav*d  her  honour^ 

Gom.  That  is  I,  Miranda.  [forward ! 

Mir,  No,  no ;  that'b  I,  Gomera ;  be  not  so 
In  bargain  for  my  love  you  cannot  cozen  me* 

Gom.  I  fought  it. 

Alir,  And  1  gave  it,  which  is  nobler. 

Why,  every  gentleman  would  have  done  as 

much  [sir; 

As  you  did:  Fought  it }  that's  a  poor  desert, 

TheyVe  bound  to  that.     But  then  to  mak« 

that  tight  sure, 
To  do  as  I  did,  take  all  danger  from  it, 
buffer  that  coldness  that  must  call  me  now 
Into  disgrace  for  ever,  into  pity 

Gom,  1  undertook  first,  to  preset ve  her 
from  hazard. 

Mir.  And  I  made  sure  no  hazard  should 
come  near  her. 

Gow.  'Twas  I  defied  Mountfcrrat. 

Mir,  Twas  I  wrought  him, 
(^u*d  had  a  dark  day  else)  'twas  I  defied 
His  consciruce  first,   'twas  [  that  shook  him 
Which  is  tlie  brave  defiance.  [the|-e, 

Gom.  My  life  and  honour 
At  stake  I  laid. 

Mir,  My  care  and  truth  lay  by  it. 
Lest  that  stake  might  be  lost,    i  have  de» 
serv'd  her, 


**  Cask,]  This  word  is  generally  spelt  casque.    It  signifies  here  a  helmet,  and  sometimes  is 
^sed  only  for  a  beaver^  or  hat,        K. 

■•  Preserved  her  spotless  wvfth  from  bUick  destruction.]  If  by  wn-th  the  Poets  mean  her 
worthy  self,  to  save  that  fro»i  destruction,  would  be  only  saying  the  same  thing,  with  pre- 
serving *  Her  youth,  and  sweetness,  from  a  timeless  ruin,' 
three  Hues  below.     But  if  by  worth  be  meant  her  fame  and  character,  I  then  should  think 
destruction  a  corruption,  and  would  propose  reading  the  line  so: 

'  Preserved  her  spotless  worth  from  black  detract  ion.         Sympson« 

Petracti^  would  be  best,  were  there  authority  for  the  chanee^ 
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And  none  bat  I :  The  lady  might  have  pe- 
rished [mohce, 
Had  fell  Mountferrat  strack  it,  from  wliose 
With  cunning  and  bold  cuntidciicey  I  calch*d 

And  'twas  high  time.     And  such  a  service, 
lady,  [knows 

For  you,  and  for  your  innocence — wr  wiio 
Not  til*  all-devouring  sword  of  tierce  Mount- 
ferrat? ^  [spiteful, 
I  shew'd  you  what  I  could  do,  had  1  been 
Or  master  but  of  half  the  poison  he  bears  : 
(liell  take  his  heart  for^t!)  And  beshrew 

these  hands,  madnm, 
With  all  my  heart,  I  wish  a  mischief  on  Vm  ! 
They  made  you  once  look  sud :  Such  another 

fright 
I  would  not  put  you  in,  to  own  the  island : 
Yet,  pardon  me  ;  'twas  but  U)  .^liew  a  boldier, 
Which   when  I'd  done,  I  ended  your  pour 
coward. 
VaL  Let  some  look  out,  for  the  base  knight 

Mountferrat [trusty. 

Abd.  I  hope  he's  far  enough,  if  his  man  be 
This  was  a  strange  misfortune;   I  uiust  not 

know  it. 
,  Val.  That  most  deboshed  knight.    Come 
down,  sweet  sister. 
My  spotless  sister  now  !  'Pray,  thank  these 

gentlemen ;  • 
They  have  dest^rv'd  both  truly,  nob'y  o^you, 
Botli  excellently,  dearly,  both  ail  t\\tf  honour, 
All  the  respect  and  favour—  — 

Ori,  Both  shall  have  it; 
And  as  my  life  their  memories  I'll  nourish. 
VaL  VeVe  both  true  knights,   and  both 
mobt  worthy  lovers ; 
Here  standi  a  lady  ripen'd  with  your  service, 
Young,  fair,  and  (now  I  dare  say)  truJy  ho- 
nourable : 
'Tis  my  will  she  shall  marry,  marry  now, 
And  one  of  you  (she  cannot  take  more  nobly): 

Your  deserts 
Begot  this  v\  ill,  and  bred  it.  Both  her  beauty 
Cannot  enjoy ;  dare  you  make  mc  your  um- 
'  Com.  ]\iir.  With  all  our  souls.         [pire? 
VaL  Jlc  must  not  then  be  angry 
That  loses  her. 

Gotn,  Oh,  that  were,  sir,  unworthy,  x 
Mir.  A  little  sorrow  he  may  find. 
VaL  'Tis  manly.  [man ; 

Gomera,  you're  a  brave  accompli!»h'd  gentle- 
A  braver  no  ^where  lives  than  is  Miranda. 
In  the  white  way  of  virtue,  and  true  valour, 
You've  been  a  pilgrim  long ;  yet  no  man  fur- 
ther 
|Ias  trod  those  thorny  steps  than  young  Mi- 
'  ■'     randa : 


You're  gentle,  he  is  gentleness  itself :  Ex« 

pci'ience 
Calls  you  her  brother ;  this  her  hopeful  heir. 
JNor.  The  young  man  now,  an't  b«  thy  will ! 
VaL  Your  hand,  sir  ! 
You  undertook  first,  uobly  undertook. 
This  lady's  cause;  you  made  it  good,  and 
fought  it ;  [her ! 

You  must  be  serv'd  fir^t,  take  her  and  enjoy 
I  give  her  to  you :  Kiss  her !  Are  you  plea>*d 
now  ? 
Com.  My  joy's  so  much  I  cannot  speak. 
VaL  Nay,  fjiiiest  sir,  [pronuse. 

You  must  not  be  displeas'd  ;  you  break  your 
Mir.  I  never  griev'd  at  good;  nor  dare  £ 
now,  sir, 
Tho'  something  seem  strange  to  me- 

VaL  I've  provided 
A  better  match  for  you,  more  full  of  beauty  ; 
I'll  wed  you  to  our  order:  There's  a  mistress 
Whose  beauty  ne'er  decays  (Time  stauds  be- 
low her) ; 
Whose  honour,  ermin-like,  can  never  suffer 
Spot  or  black  soil;  whose  eternal  issue 
Fame  brirtgs  up  at  her  breasts,  and  leaves  'em 
Her  you  shall  marry.  [sainted; 

Aiir.  I  must  humbly  thank  you. 
y^L  Saint  Thomas'  Fort,  a  charge  of  no 
small  value, 
I  give  you  too,  in  present,  to  keep  waking 
Your  ncTlile  spirits ;  and,  to  breed  you  pinns, 
I'll  send  you  a  prohiition-robe ;  wear  tnat, 
'fill  you  shall  please  to  be  our  brother.— 
How  now? 

Enter  Attoriui. 
Asto.  Mount ferrat's  fled,  sir. 
VaL  Let  hhn  go  a  while,  [coupled : 

'Till  we  have  done  these  rites,  and  seen  these 
His    mischief  now  lies  open.     Come,  all 

friends  now! 
And  so  let's  march  to  th*  temple.    Soun^ 

those  instruments, 
That  were  the  signal  to  a  day  of  blood! 
Evil  beginning  hours  may  end  in  good. 

.     [Fltmriik. 
Hot.  Come,  we'll  have  wencbeSy  man,  and 
all  brave  things. 
Pox  !  let  her  go;  we'll  want  no  mistresses; 
Good  swords,  and  good  strong  armours! 

Mir.  Those  are'  best,  captain. 
'  Nor,  And  fight  'till  queens  be  in  love  with 

us,  and  run  after  us. 
I'll  see  you  at  die  fort  within  these  two  days; 
And  let's  be  merry,  'prithee ! 
Min  By  that  time  I  shall. 
Nor.  Why,  tliat's  well  said  !  I  like  a  good 
heart  truly.  [Ereunt, 
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Enter  Narandine  and  Servant j  Corporal  and 

Soldiers  above. 
Serv,  nPHE  day  is  not  yet  broke,  sir. . 

"*■    Nor,  Tis  the  cooler  riding. 
I  must  gu  see  Miranda:  Bring  my  horse 
Round  to  theSoutii  popt;  TU  out'bere  at  the 

beach  y 
And  meet  you  at  the  end  o'  tb*  SYcamores: 
Tis  a  sweet  walk,  and  if  the  winj  be  stirring 
Serves  like  a  fan  to  cool. 
Serv.  Which  walk  ? 
Nor.  Why,  that,  sir. 
Where  the  tine  city-dames  meet  to  make 
matches. 
Se7^.  I  know  it.      [Exit,    Singing  above. 
Nor.  Speed  ye  then  «« ! — What  mirth  is  this? 
The  watches  are  6ot  yet  dischar^/d,  1  take  it : 
These  are  bra  Ye  cardess  rogaes !  Til  bear  the 

song  out, 
And  then  I'll  fit  ye  for't,  merry  companions ! 

.^        SONG,  bj/  the  Soldiers. 
1.    Sit,  soldiers,  sit  and  sing,  the  round  is  clear, 
And  cock-a-loodle-looe  tells  us  the  day  is 

near.  fraellow, 

Each  toss  his  cann,  until  his  throat  be 
Drink,  lauE;h,  and  sing;  the  soldier  has  no 

fellow ! 
9*   To  thee  a  full  pot,  my  little  lance-prisado, 
And  when  thou  hast  done^  a  pipe  of  Tri- 

nidado ! 
Our  glass  of  life  runs  wine,  the  vintner 

skinksit*3, 
'Whilst  witl)  his  wife  the  frolick  soldier 

drinks  it. 
S.   The  drums  beat,  ensigns  wave,  and  can- 
nons thump  it; «, 
Our  game  is  rulfe,and  the  bf.st  heart  doth 

trump  it :  [l*>w, 

Each  toss  his  cann,  until  his  throat  be  mel- 
Drink,  laugh,  and  siug;  the  soldier  has  no 

fellow. 
4.  Ill  pledge  thee,  my  Corporal,  were  it  a 

flagon ;  [dragon ; 

After,  watch  fiercer  than  George  did  the 
What  blood  we  lose  i'  th'  town,  we  gain 

i'  th'  tuns ; 
Furr'd  gowns,  and  flat  caps,,  give  the  wall 

to  guns.  [low, 

Each  tosihis  cann,  until  his  throat  be  mel- 
Prink,  laugh, and  sing;  the  soldier  has  no 

fellow. 


Nor.  Here's  notable  order  f  Now   for  A 
trick  to  tame  ye ! 
Owgh,  owgh ! 

1  Watch.  Hark,  hark  ?  what's  that  below 

us  ?  Who  goes  there  ? 
N(tr.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh  ! 
S  Watch.  Tis  a  bear  broke  loose ;  'pray 

call  the  Corporal. 
1  Watch.  The  Dutchman's  huge  fat  sow. 
S  Watch.  I  see  tier  now,' 
And  five  fine  pij;s. 
Nor.  Owgh,  owgh! 

EtiSer  Corporal. 
Cor/7.  Now,  what's  the  matter?  [ral, 

1  Watch.  Here's  the  great  fatsow,Corpo- 
The  Dutchman's  sow ;  and  all  thepiji^s,  brave 

fat  pigs : 
Yon  have  been  wishing  long,  she  would  break 
Nor,  Owgh,  owgh  I  [loose. 

Corp,  Tis  she  indeed;  there's  a  white  pi^ 
now  sucking : 
Look,  look !  d'you  see  it,  sirs? 

1  Watch.  Yes,  very  well,  sir. 

Corp.  A  notable  fat  whoreson !  Come,  two 
of  ye, 
Godown  with  me;  we'll  have  a  tick  ling  break- 

2  Watch.  Let's  eat 'em  at  the  Cross,  [fast. 
Corpl  There's  the  best  liquor. 

Nor.  I'll  liquor  some  of  ye,  ye  lazy  rogues  ! 
Your  minds  are  of  nothing  but  eating  and 

swilling. 
What  a  sweet  beast  they've  made  of  me !  A 
Hog  upon  hog !  I  hear  'em  come.         [sow  ? 

Enter  Corporal  below,  and  Watch, 
Corp.  Go  softly. 
And  fall  upon  'em  finely,  nimbly. 
1  Watch.  Bless  me ! 
Corp.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

1  Watch.  Oh,  the  devil !  the  devil, 
As  high  as  a  steeple ! 

2  Watch.  There  he  goes,  Corporal ! 
His  feet  are  cloven  too. 

Ot;?.  Stand,  stand,  I  say!  .    [kets? 

Death,  how  I  shake  !    Where  be  your  mus^ 

1  Watch.  There's 
No  good  of  them :  Where  be  our  prayers, 
man? 

3  Watch.  Lord,  how  he  stalks !  speak  to 
him,  Corporal. 

Corp.  Why,  what  a  devil  art  thou? 
Nor.  Owgh,  owgh ! 
Corp,  A  dumb  devil? 


«»  Nor.  Speed yt  then,  &c.]  This  and  the  three  following  lines  have  hitherto  been  placed 
after  the  Song,  which  they  should  undoubtedly  precede.     It  is  not  printed  in  the  first  folio. 

t>  The  wn«7i€r  slinks  it.\  As  we  can  affix  no  idea  to  the  word  sUnkM  here,  we  have  substi- 
tuted skinks.  A  skinker,  the  very  ingenious  Dr.  Percy  tells  us,  is  *  one  that  serves  drink.' 
The  word  occurs  as  late  as  Drydcu'a  Translation  of  the  First  Book  of  Homer. 
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The  worst  dcvtl  that  could  comey  a  dumb 

xlevii ! 
.Give  me  a  musket.    He  fathers  in  to  me ! 

}'  th'  name  of Spe^k!  what  art  thou? 

Speak,  devil,  or 
ril  put  a  plumb  in  your  belly. 

Jviffr.  Owph,  owgli,  owgh  f 

Corp,  Fy,  (y !  in  what  a  sweat  I  am !  Lord 
bless  me, 
My  rausket*s  gotie  too !  I  am  not  able  to  stir  it. 

Nor,  Who  goes  there?  Stand,  speak  ! 

Corp.  Sure  I  am  enchanted  f  ' 

Yet  here's  my  halbert  still.  Nay,  who  goes 

there,  sir? 
What,  have  1  lost  myself?  What  are  ye? . 

Nor.  The  guard. 

Corp,  Why,  what  are  we  then  ?  He's  not 
half  so  long  now, 
l^or  h*has  no  tail  at  all,     I  shake  still  dnm- 

Nor,  The  word!  [nably. 

Corp,  Have  mercy  op  me !  what  word  does 
he  mean  ? 
Tfithee,  devil,  if  thou  he'st  the  devil,  do  not 
Make  an  ass  of  me  !  for  I  remember  yet, 
As  well  as  I  am  here,  I  am  the  Corporal; 
I'll  lay  my  life  on't,  devil. 

Nor.  1  hou  art  damn'd  |  [Corporal  ? 

Corp.  That's  all  one;  but  am  not  I  the 
I'd  give  a  thousand  pound  to  be  resolv'd  now. 
Had  not  I  soldiers  here  ? 

Nor.  No,  not  n  man; 
Thou  art  do  bosh 'd,  and  cozen'd. 

Corp.  That  may  be,  [been  ? 

It  may  be  I  am  drunk. — Lord,  where  have  I 
Is  not  this  my  halbert  in  my  hand  ? 

Nor.  No,  'tis  a  May-pole. 

Corp.  Why  tlicu,  I  know  oot  who  I  am, 
por  what. 
Nor  whence  I  come. 

Nor.  You  are  an  arrant  rascal! 
You  corporal  of  a  watch  ? 

Corp,  'Tis  the  Dane's  voice.     You  are  no 
devil  then  ? 

Nor.  No,  nor  no  sow,  sir,  [ne'er 

Corp.  Of  that  I  am  right  glad,  sir ;  1  was 
So  frighted  in  my  life,  as  I  am  a  soldier. 

Nor.  Tall  watchmen  !  [ cep tries: 

A  guard  for  a  goose !  you  sing  away  your 
A  car<  ful  company !  Let  me  out  o'  the  port 

here, 
(r  was  a  little  ncrry  with  your  worships) 
And  keep  your  guards  btroug,  tho'  the  devil 
walk. 


Hold,  there's  to  b;ring  je  into  jour  wits  again. 
Go  off  no  more  to  hunt  pigs ;  such  another 
And  you  will  hunt  the  gallows.  [trick. 

Carp.  'Pray,  sir,  pardon  us! 
And,  let  the  devil  come  neict,  III  make  him 
Or  make  him  stink.  [stand, 

Nor.  Do,  do  your  duty  truly. 
Come,  let  me  out,  and  come  away  **. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Ahdtlla  with  a  tetter,  and  Roce^ 

JRocca.  No  more  rage. 

Abd.  Write  thus  to  me?  H'hath  fearfully 
andj)asely 
Betrayed  his  own  cause ;  yet,  to  free  himself, 
He  now  ascribes  the  fault  to  me. 

Rocca.  I  know  not 
What  he  hath  done ;  but  what  he  now  desires 
His  letters  have  inform*d  you. 

Jbii,  Yes ;  he  is 
Too  well  acquainted  with  the  |)Owcr  he  holds 
Over  my  mad  affections!' — I  want  time 
To  write  ;  bnt  'pray  you  tell  him,  if  1  were 
No  better  stcel'd  in  my  strong  resolutions 
Than  lie  hath  shewn  himself  in  his,  or  thought 
There  was  a  hell  hereafter,  or  a  Heaven 
But  in  cujoyini;  him,  I  should  stick  herv, 
And  move  no  further.  Bid  him  yet  take  con> 
fort;  [at, 

For  something  I  will  do  the  devil  would  9Ukke 
Bnt  ni  untie  this  nuptial  knot  ofilove, 
And  make  way  for  his  wishes.     In  the  roe&Q 

time 
Let  him  lie  close,  (for  he  is  strictly  sought  for) 
And  practise  to  love  her,  that  for  bis  ends 
Scorus  fear  and  danger ! 

Enter  Oriana  and  VeUeda, 

Racca.  All  this  I  will  tell  him.  [Erit. 

Abd,  Do  so.     Farewell ! — My  lady,  with 
my  fellow. 
So  earnest  in  discour^ !— Whate'er  it  be, 
I'll  second  it. 

VeL  Ui*»  5»»ch  a  noble  husband. 
In  every  circumstance  so  truly  lovino:. 
That  1  miuht  say,  and  without  flattery,  tna- 
The  sun  sees  not  a  lady  but  yourself     [dsun, 
That  can  deserve  him. 

Abd.  Of  all  men,  I  say, 
Tlmt  dare  (fvr  'tis  a  desperate  adventure) 
Wear  on  their  fr^c  necks  Uie  sweet  yoke  of 
woman. 


•♦  Come,  let  me  out,  and  come  away ;  no  more  rage. 

SCENE  U. 
Enter  Ahdelk  with  a  letter,  and  Rocca. 

Abd.  Write  thus  to  me  f]  If  this  latter  part  of  the  liiie  belong  to  Norandine,  'tis  strangely 
odd ;  for  why  mubt  he  say  no  more  rage  f  This  implies,  that  the  corporal  and  the  gnard  bad 
been  in  one  before,  which  the  render  knows  is  so  far  from  true,  tliat  they  were  frighted  with 
the  mimic  grunt  of  a  hog,  and  took  it  for  tlie  devil;  but  supposing  Abdella  had  been  storming 
at  Mouptferrat's  letter,  some  tipie  before  Kocca's  and  her  coming  upon  the  stage,  these 
mollifying  words  of  his  to  her,  viz.  no  more  roge,  will  be  exceedingly  in  diaracter,  and  highly 
proper  to  introduce  tlie  angry  speech  of  AbdeUa.        Sympsou. 
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<For  they  that  do  repine  are  no  true  husbands) 
Give  roe  a  soldier ! 

Ori.  Wiiy  ?  are  they  more  loving 
Than  other  men  ?  ^ 

Abti,  And  love  too  with  more  judgement: 
For,  but  observe,  your  courtier  is  more  curious 
To  set  himself  forth  richly,  than  his  lady; 
His  baths,  pcrfiunes,  nay  paintings  too,  more 

costly 
Than  his  frugality  will  allow  to  her; 
His  cloaths  as  chargeable ;  and  grant  him  but 
A  thing  without  a  beard,  and  he  may  pass 
At  all  times  for  a  woman,  and  with  some 
Have  better  welcome:    Now,  your  man  of 

lands 
Por  the  most  part  is  careful  to  manure  them, 
But  leaves  his  lady  fallow ;  your  great  mer- 
chant 
Breaks  oftner  for  the  debt  he  owes  his  wife, 
Than  with  his  creditors;  and  that's  the  reason 
8he  looks  elsewhere  for  payment:  Now,  your 

VeL  Ay,  marry,  do  him  right  I  [soldier — 

Ahd.  First,  wlio  has  one 
Has  a  perpetual  guard  upon  her  honour ; 
For  while  he  wears  a  sword.  Slander  herself 
Dares  not  bark  at  it ;  next,  she  sits  at  home 
Like  a  great  queen,  and  scuds  him  forth  to 

fetch  in 
Her   tribute  from  all  parts;  which,  being 

brought  home. 
He  lays  it  at  her  feet,  and  seeks  no  further 
For  his  reward  than  what  she  may  give  freely. 
And  with  delighttoo,  from  her  owu  exchequer, 
Which  he  finds  ever  open. 

Ori.  Be  more  modest ! 

Abd.  Why,  we  may  speak  of  titat    weVe 
glad  to  taste  of. 
Among  ourselves  1  mean. 

Ori.  Thou  Ulk'st  of  nothln*;. 

Alni.  Of  notliing,  madam  ?  You  have  found 
it  something ; 
Or,  with   the  raising-tip  this  pretty  mount 
My  lord  hath  dealt  with  spirits.  [here, 

Enter  Gomtra, 

Ori.  Two  long  hours  absent  ? 

Gom.  Thy  pardon,  sweet!    I  hate  been 

looking  on  [Daue, 

The  prize  that  was  brought  in  by  the  brave 

The  valiant  Norandiue,  uud  iiave   brought 

something  "' 

That  may  be  thou  wilt  like  of;  bnt  one  kiss. 
And  then  poi^ess  my  purchase :  There's  a 

piece 
Of  cloth  of  tissue,  this  of  purple  velvet. 
And  (as  they  swear)  of'  the  right  Tyriau  dye, 
Which  others  here  but  weakly  counterfeit : 
If  they  are  worth  thy  use,  wear  them ;  if  not. 
Bestow  tliem  on  thy  women. 

Abd.  Here's  the  husband !  [sea, 

Com.  While  there  is  any  trading  on  tho 

Thou  shalt  want  nothing.    Tts  a  soldier's 

However  he  neglect  himaclf,  to  keep   [glory, 

His  mistress  in  full  lustre* 


Oti.  You  exceed,  sir. 

Gam,  ^Yet  there  was  one  part  of  the  pn'zt 
dispos*d  of 
Before  I  came,  which  I  grieve  that  I  miss'd  of. 
Being  almost  assured,  it  would  have  been 
A  welcome  present. 

Ori,  'Pray  you  say,  what  was  it  ? 

Gom.  A  Turkish  captive,  of  incomparable 
beauty. 
And,  without  question,  in  her  country  noble; 
Which,  as  companion  to  thy  faithful  Moor, 
I  would  have  given  thee  for  tliy  slave. 

Ori*  Bat  was  she 
Of  such  au  exquisite  form  ? 

Gom.  Most  exquisite. 

Ori,  And  well  descended  ? 

Gom.  So  the  habit  promis'd^ 
In  which  she  was  ta'en. 

Ori,  Of  what  years? 

Gom.  Tissaicf 
A  virgin  of  fourteen. 

Ori,  I  pity  lier, 
And  wish  Jie  were  mine,  thflt  t  might  ha' 

the  means 
To  entertain  her  gently. 

Gom,  She  is  now  Miranda's ; 
And,  as  I've  beard,  made  it  her  suit  to  be  so* 

Ori,  Miranda's?   tlieo  her  fate  deserves 
not  pity. 
But  envy  ralhertf 

Gom.  Envy,  Oriana? 

Ori,  Yes,  and  their  envy  tliat  live  ftee. 

Oom.  How's  this?  [one, 

Ori.  Why,  she  is  fallen  into  the  hands  of 
So  full  of  that  which  in  men  we  stile  Good- 
ness, 
That,  in  her  being  his  slave,  she's  happier  far 
Tiian  if  she  were  confirmed  the  sultan's  mis^ 
tress. 

Gom,  Miranda  is  indeed  a  gentleman 
Of  fair  desert,  and  better  hopes;  but  yet 
He  hath  bis  equals. 

Ori.  Where  ?  I  would  go  far, 
As  1  am  now,  tho*  much  unfit  for  travels, 
But  to  see  one  that  witliout  injury 
Might  be  put  in  the  scale,  or  pamllel'd. 
In  any  thing  that's  noble,  with  JVliranda. 
His  knowledge  in  all  services  of  war, 
And  ready  courage  to  put  into  act 
'I'hat  knowing  judgment,  as  you  are  a  soldier^ 
Vou  best  may  speak  of;  nur  can  you  deliver. 
Nor  I  hear  with  delight,  a  better  subject. 
And  Heav'n  did  well,  in  buch  a  lovely  feature 
To  place  so  chaste  a  mind ;  for  l>e  is  of 
So  sweet  a  carriage,  such  a  wiuning  nature. 
And  such  a  bold,  yetwell-dispos'd  behaviour; 
And,  to  all  these,  b'has  such  a  charm ing^ 
tongue,  [colours. 

That,  it  he  would  serve  under  Love's  fresh 
What  monumental  trophies  might  he  raise 
OThis  free  conquests,  made  in  ladies'  favours! 

Gom,  Yet  yuu  did  resist  him,  when  h»  was 
An  earnest  suitor  to  you  ? 

Ori,  Yes,  I  did; 
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And,  if  I  tvere  a^ain  sought  to,  I  should; 
But  must  ascribe  it  rather  to  the  fate 
Thnt  did  appoint  me  yours,  than  any  power 
Which  T  can  call  mine  own. 

Gom.  F/en  so  ? 

Jbd.  Thanks,  Fortune ! 
The  plot  I  had  to  raise  in  him  doubts  of  her 
Thou  bast  effected. 

Ori.  I  could  tell  you  too, 
'What  cause  I  have  lo  love  him;  with  what 

reavon 
In  thankfulness  he  may  expect  from  me 
Ail  due  observance;  but  T  pass  that,  as 
A  benefit  for  which,  in  my  behalf. 
You  are  his  debtor. 

Abd,  I  perceive  it  takes, 
By  his  chan^'d  looks. 

Ori.  He  is  not  in  the  city, 
Is  he,  my  lord  ? 

Gom.  Who,  lady? 

Ori,  Why,  Miranda : 
Having  you  here,  can  there  be  any  else 
Worth  my  enquiry  ? 

Gatn.  This  is  somewhat  more  [Aside, 

Than  love  to  virtue ! 

Ori,  'Faith,  when  he  comes  hither, 
(As  sometimes,  without  question,  you  shall 

meet  him) 
Invite  him  home. 

Gofu.  To  what  end  ? 

Ori.  To  dine  with  us, 
Or  sup.  [you ; 

Gwu.  And  then  to  take  a  hard  bed  with 
Mean  you  not  so  ? 

Ori.  If  you  could  win  him  to  it, 
't"  would  le  the  better.  For  his  entertainment. 
Leave  that  to  mc  ;  he  slwlt  fmd  noUe  usaj^e, 
And  from  me  a  free  welcome.  ^ 

Gom.  Have  you  never 
Heard  of  a  lioman  lady,  Oriana, 
Rernember'd  as  a  precetlent  tor  matrons, 
(Chaste  ones,  I  prny  you  understand;  whose 

husband, 
Tax*d  for  his  sour  breath  by  his  enemy, 
CondenniM  his  v  ifc.for  not  acquainting  him 
_  With  bis  infiruiiry  ? 

Ori,  'lis  a  common  one: 
Her  answer  was,  having  kiss*d  none  but  him, 
She  thought  it  was  a  general  disease 
All  men  wore  suljeit  to.  But  what  infer  you 
From  that,  my  lord  ? 

Gowi.^Why,  that  this  virtuous  lady 
Had  all  her  thouulits  so  fix'd  uport  her  lord, 
Tiiat  she  could  iind  no  spare  time   to  siug 

praises 
Of  any  e;tlicr ;  nor  would  she  employ 
Her  husband  (tho'  pcrhaj.s  in  delit  to  years 
As  far  as  I  aiu)  for  an  mstrunuMit 
Tu  bring  home  younger  men,  that  might  de- 
light her 
With  their  discourse,  or 

Ori.  What,  my  lord? 

Gom.  Their  f>er sons; 
Or,  if  I  £h(iuld  -peak  plainer 

Ori.  Ao,  It  needs  not; 


YonVe  said  enough  to  make  mj  innocence 

It  is  suspected.  [know 

Gom.  You  betray  yourself 
To  more  than  a  suspicion  :  Could  you  else. 
To  me,  that  live  in  nothing  but  love  to  you. 
Make  such  a  gross  discov*ry,  that  your  lost 
Had  sold  tliat  heart,  I  thought  mine,  to  Mir 

randa? 
Or  rise  to  such  a  height  in  impudence* 
As  to  presume  to  work  my  yielding  weakness 
To  play,  for  your  bad  ends,  to  my  disgrace^ 
The  wittol,  or  the  pander  ? 

Ori,  Do  not  study  f  ny) 

To  print  more  wounds  (for  that  were  tynuv- 
Upon  a  heart  that  is  pierc'd  thro'  already. 

Gom.  I'hy  heart  ?  tbou  hast  pierced  Uiro' 
mine  honour,  false  one. 
The  honour  of  my  house  !  Fool  that  I  was, 
To  give  it  up  to  the  deceiving  trust       [ture. 
Of  wicked  woman !  For  thy  sake,  vile  creft> 
For  all  I  have  done  well  in,  in  my  life, 
I've  digg*d  a  grave,  all  buried  in  a  wife; 
For  thee  I  have  defied  my  constant  mistress. 
That  never  failM  her  servant,  glorious  War; 
For  thee  refus'd  the  fellowship  of  an  «irder 
Which  princes,  thro*  all  dangers,  have  been 
To  fetch  as  far  as  from  Jerusalem :      [proud 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ? 

Vel.  By/ail  goodness, 
You  wrong  my  lady,  and  deserve  her  not. 
When  you  are  at  your  best!  Kepent  your 
'Twill  hhew  well  in  you.  [ra:khiies&; 

Jbd.  Do,  and  ask  her  pardon. 

Ori.  N<r;  I  have  liv'd  too  long,  to  have 
my  faith,  [him 

My  tried  fnith,  call'd  in  question^  and  by 
That  should  know  true  affection  is  too  tender 
To  suffer  an  unkind  touch,  without  ruin. 
Study  ingratitude*,  all,  from  my  example ! 
For  to  be  thankful  now  is  to  be  false. 
But,  bc't  so ;  let  me  die  !  I  see  you  wish  it ; 
Yet  dead,  for  truth  and  pities'  sake,  report 
W  hat  weapon  you  made  choice  of  when  you 
kill'd  me. 

Vel.  She  faints ! 
'  Abd.'What  have  you  done  ? 

Ori.  My  last  breath  caimot 
Be  better  spent,  than  to  say  I  forgive  you ; 
Nor  is  my  death  untimely,  .siuce  with  me 
I  take  along  what  might  have  been  hereafter 
In  scorn  deliver'd  for  the  doubtful  issue 
Of  a  suspected  mother.  [Sfte  swoons. 

yd.  Oh,  she's  gout ! 

Abd.  For  ever  gone !— Are  you  a  man  ? 

Gom    r  ^r«m'  here! 

Abd.  Open  her  mouth,  and  pour  this  cor- 
dial in  it: 
If  any  ^{)ark  of  life  be  unquench'd  in  her, 
This  vnW  lerover  her. 

Vrf.  'I  is  all  in  vain  ! 
Siie's  •  liff  alrea'.ly.     Live  I,  and  she  dead  ? 

Gom.  Huw  like   a  murdiTcr  i   staudl— > 
Lo(;k  up. 
And  hoar  me  curse  myself,  or  but  behold 
ILc  \engt;ai:ce  1  will  Luke  for*t,  Oriaua, 
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And  then  m  peac«  forsikke  me !  Jealoosj, 
1'boa  loathsome  Tomit  of  the  fiends  below^ 
Yr'bat  desp'nite  hanger  made  me  to  receive 

thee 
Into  mj  besrt,  find  soul  f  Dl  let  thee  forth, 
Aad  so  in  death  fiud  case !  And  does  mj 

fault  then  [live 

Deserve  no  greaur  punishment?  N9;  111 
To  keep  Uiee  for  a  fin-y  10  torment  me, 
^nd  roaike  roe  know  what  hell  is  on  the  eartK  ! 
^U  joys  and  hopes  forsake  me !  all  men's 

malice. 
And  all  the  plagues  they  can  in6ict,  I  wish  it, 
Fall  thick  upon  lue !  let  my  tears  be  lau^h'd  at, 
And  may  mine  enemies  smile  to  heac  me 

groan; 
And,  dead,  may  I  be  pitied  of  none  ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Knter  Colonnu  and  Lucindtu 

Luc.  'Pray  yoo,  sir,  why  was  the  ordnance 
of  die  fort 
Discharg'd  so  suddenly  ? 

O/.  Twas  the  i^orernor's  pleasure. 
In  honour  of  the  Dane;  a  custom  us'd, 
1*0  speak  a  soldier's  welcome. 

Lue.  Tisa  fit  one. 
Buc  is  ray  master  here  too? 

Col.  Three  days  since.  [much, 

Luc.  Might  I  demand  without  ofVence  so 
Is't  pride  in  him  (however  now  a  slave) 
Tliat  i  am  not  admitted  to  his  presence  ? 

CoL  His  courtesy  to  you,  and  to  mankind, 
May  easily  resolve  you,  he  is  free 
From  that  poor  vice  which  only  empty  men 
Esteem  a  virtue. 

Luc.  What's  the  reason  then. 
As  you  imagine,  sir? 

Col.  Why,  I  win  tell  you: 
You  are  a  woman  of  a  tempting  beauty, 
And  tip,  however  virtuous,  as  a  nhin. 
Subject  to  human  frailties;  and  how  far 
.  They  may  prevail  upon  him,  should  he  see 
you. 
He  is  not  ignornnt ;  and  therefore  chuses 
With  care  t*  avoid  the  cause  that  may  produce 
Some  strange  t;ttcct,  which  will  not  well  keep 

raiik 
With  ti}e-rare  temperance  which  is  admir*d 
In  bis  life  hirlierto. 

Luc.  This  mUch  encreascs 
My  strong  desire  to  see  him. 

Col.  It  should  rather  [worship, 

Teach  you  to  thank  the  prophet  that  you 
That  you  are  such  aman*«,  who,  tho'  he  may 


Do  sny  thing  which  youth  and  heat  of  blood 
Invites  him  to,  yet  dares  not  give  way  to  them. 
Your  entertainment's  noble,  and  not  likn 
Your  present  fortune ;  and  (if  all  those  tears 
Which  made  grief  lovely  in  vou,  i^th*  relation 
Of  the  sad  story  that  forc'd  me  to  weep  too, 
Yoor  husband's  hard  fate,  were  not  counter* 
feit)  [pay 

You  should  rejoice  that  you  have  means  to 
A  chaste  hfe  to  bis  menmry,  and  brin^  to  him 
Those  sweets,  which  while  he  liv*d  he  could 

not  taste  of: 
But  if  you  wantonly  bestow  them  on 
Another  man,  you  offer  violence         [suffer 
To  him,  tho*  dead;  and  his  grievM  spirit  will 
For  your  immodest  looseness. 

Liic.  Why,  I  hope,  sir. 
My  willingness  to  look  on  him  to  whom 
I  owe  my  life  and  service,  is  no.proof 
Of  any  unchaste  purpose. 

Cof.  So  I  wish  too ! 
And  in  the  confidence  it  is  not,  lady, 
I  dare  the  better  tell  you  he  will  see  you 
This  night,  in  which  by  him  I  am  comumnded 
To  bring  you  to  his  cKamber;  to  what  end 
I  easily  should  guess,  were  I  Lucinda*^: 
And  therefore,  tho'  I  can  yield  little  rejison 
(But  in  a  general  love  to  women's  goodness) 
Why  I  should  be  so  tender  of  your  honour, 
I  willingly  would  bestow  some  counsel  of  you| 
And  would  you  follow  it? 

Jmc.  Let  me  first  hear  it, 
And  then  I  can  resolve  you. 

Col.  My  advice  then 
Is,  that  you  would  not  (as  most  Indies  use^ 
When  they  prepare  themselves  for  such  en* 

counters) 
Study  to  add,  by  artificial  dressings. 
To  native  excellence;  yours,  without  help, 
But  seen  as  it  is  now,  would  make  a  hermit 
Leave  his  death's  head,  and  change  his  after* 

hopes 
Of  endless  comforts,  for  a  few  short  minutes 
Of  present  pleasures ;  to  prevent  which,  lady, 
Practise  to  take  away  from  your  perfections. 
And  to  preserve  your  chastity  onstain'd: 
The  most  deform  d  shape  tliat  you  ram  put  on, 
Jo  cloud  your  body's  fair  gifts,  or  your  mimfs^ 
(It  being  laboured  to  so  clioste  an  ead) 
Will  prove  the  fairest  ornament. 

Luc.  To  take  from 
The  workmanship  of  Heaven  is  an  offence 
As  great  as  to  endeavour  to  add  to  it; 
Of  which  I'll  not  be  guilty.     Chastity, 
That  lodj^es  in  deformity,  appevs  rather 
A  mulct  impos'd  by  Nuiore,  than  a  blessing; 
And  'tis  commendable  truly  wiien  it  conquers, 


-  to  what  end 


T  easily  should  guess,  rce^e  1  Miranda ;]  Before  we  condemn  this  Miranda^  let  us  put  the 
sense  of  tms  passa;  e  into  plain  prose.  You  are  intended  to  be  brou;^ht  into  Miranda's  chnni' 
ber  this  night,  says  Colonna  to  Lucinda,  and  if  I  vvas  Miranda,  I  could  easily  guess  for  what 
end,  &c.  t.  e.  if  i  sent  for  you,  1  could  surely  tell  why  I  sent  for  you.  Is  not  this  niiiihty 
elegant?  I  doubt  not  but  my  reader  sees  where  the  fault  lies,  and  has  made  the  corrcctioM 
foi  me  I  *  J  easily  should  guess,  was  I  Lucinda^  Sympsou. 
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Tho*  ne'er  9o oft  assAuUcd,  in  resistance: 
For  mc,  I'll  therefore  so  dispose  mj^seif, 
That  if  I  hold  out  it  shall  he  with  honour; 
Or  if  I  yield,  Miranda  shall  find  somethinp; 
To  make  him  love  his  victory.  [Exit. 

CoL  With  what  cunning 
Tliis  woman  argues  for  her  own  damnation  ! 
Nor  should  I  hold  it  for  a  miracle, 
Since  they  arc  all  horn  sophisters,  to  uinintain 
That  Inst  is  lawful,  and  the  end  and  use 
Of  their  creation.     'Would  I  never  had 
IIop*d  hetter  of  her,  or  could  not  believe. 
The' seen,  the  ruin  J  must  ever  grieve !  [Exit, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Miranda,   Norandine,  Servants  wiih 
lights* 

Aflr.  V\\  see  you  in  your  chamber. 

AW,  Tray  you  no  further  I 
It  is  a  cerernony  I  expect  not; 
I  am  no  stranger  here ;  (  know  my  lodging 
And  have  slept  soundly  there,whcntlie Turks' 

cannon 
Play'd  thick  upon  it*  Oh,  'twas  royal  musick  ! 
And  to  procure  a  sound  sleep  for  a  soldier, 
Worth  forty  of  your  fiddles.  Asyuuloveme, 
Press  it  no  furtlier ! 

lilir.  Vou  will  overcome. — 
Wait  on  him  carefully. 

Nor,  I've  took,  since  supper, 
A  rouse  or  two  too  much^,  and,  ^y  the  gods, 
It  warms  my  blood. 

Mir.  You'll  sleep  the  better  for'L 

Nor,  Pox  ou't,  I  should,  had  but  X  a  kind 
wench  >  [cap ; 

To  pull  my  boot-hose  off",  and  warm  my  night- 
There's  no  charm  like  it.    1  love  old  Adum's 
way;  ftinic! 

Give  me  a  diligent  Eve,  to  wait  towards  bed- 
Hang  up  you'*  smooth-cliiu  page!  And,  uow 

I  think  on't, 
Wlicre  is  your  Turkish  prisoner  ? 

][Iir.,  In  the  castle; 
But  yet  I  never  saw  bcr. 

JVor.  Fy  upon  you  ! 


Sec  her,  for  sbame !  or,  bark  yo» ;  ^  7*^ 
would  [p*■•'^ 

Perform  the  friend's  part  to  rac,  the  fnena  » 
It  bein^  a  fashion  of  the  last  edition. 
Far  from  panderism,  now  tend  her  to  me- 
Vou  look  strange  on't  ^ !  No  enterlainmeui** 

perfect 
Without  it,  on  my  word,  no  livery  like  it! 
I'll  tell  her  he  lo<j'kj*  for  it  as  duly 
As  for  his  fee.— There's  nosuit  got  without  it; 
Gold  is  an  ass  to*t. 

Mir.  Go  to  bed,  to  bed  ! 
Aur.  Well,  if  she  come,  I  doubt  not  to 
ron\'ert  her ; 
If  not,  the  sin  lie  on  your  h^ad !— Goodniebt ! 
[Exeunt  iVW.  and  iServantw, 

Enter  Colunna  and  Luchida. 
Col,  There  you  shall  find  him,  lady :  You 
know  wfiat  I've  said* 
And  if  you  please  you  may  make  use. 
Lvc,  No  doubt,  sir. 
CoL  From  hence  I  shall  bear  all. 

[  He  rcliret, 
Mir.  Come  hither,  yonnp  one. — 
Besbrew   my  heart,  a  handsome  wcuch !— 

Come  nearer. 
A  very  handsouie  one  !— Do  not  you  grieve. 
You  are  a  prisoiier  ?  [sweet, 

Luc,  The  loss  of  liberty,  \ 

No  doubt,  sir,  is  a  heavy  and  sliarp  hnrden 
To  them  that  feel  it  truly:  But  your  servant. 
Your  humble  Imndniaid, never  foil  that  rigour; 
Thanks  to  that  noble  will!   No  want,  no 

hunpcr 
(Companions  still  to  slaves),  no  violence. 
Nor  any  unl^seennng  act  we  start  at, 
Ua\-e  1  yet  met  vi  ithal :  Content  aud  goudoesa. 
Civility,  and  sweetness  of  behaviour. 
Dwell  round  about  me;  tbcrciure,   worthy 

master, 
I  cannot  say  1  grieve  my  liberty.  [dicT, 

Aiir,  Do  not  you  fancy  me  t<M»  cold  a  tiul- 
Too  obstinate  an  enemy  to  y^Hitb, 
That  had  so  fair  a  jewel  in  my  cabinet, 
And  in  so  long  a  time  would  ne'er  look  on  it? 


••  A  rouse.]  This  see'ms  in  general  to  sijinify  what  we  now  call  a  cheerful  gla$x. — U  is  a 
word  which  frequently  occurs,  but  not  always  in  the  same  sense:  *  Fore  Heaven,  they  ha\e 
given  me  a  rouse  alnady^  says  Cassio  in  Othello,  act  iii.  scene  8>  and  Mr.  Sieevt-ns  sayp, 
that  *  a  rouse  appears  to  be  a  quantity  of  liquor  rather  too  larec  ;'  and,  in  proof  of  it,  citts 
Ilaralet  and  tlie  following  passage  inThe  Christian  Turned  Turk,  1619  ; 

* our  friends  may  tell 

*  We  drank  a  rouse  to  them.* 

But  neither  this  passage  nor  that  in  the  text  warrants  Steevens's  explanation :— -4  rouse  or 
tuo  nx)  MUCH  implies  that  a  rouse  is  not  in  itself  too  much,  no  more  Uiau  if  we  were  to  say 
a  filass  or  two  too  much. 

"7  Nor.  You  look  strange  onU,  no  entertaimnent*s perfect 
Without  it  J  or$  my  toord^  no  livery  like  it  ;J 
The  passage  '  I'll  tell  her  he  looks  for  it  as  duly 

*  As  for  his  fee ' 

which  I  have  recovered  from  the  folio  of  the  oldest  date,  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  succeeding 
editions;  but  i  must  confess  I  don't  understand  the  hitter  part  of  the  speech,  any  more 
than  I  know  reason  why  the  editors  of  the  copies  of  1679  and  1711  ttiought  proper  to 
drop  it.        Sympson. 
The  passage  seems  corrupt;  or,  at  least,  not  to  belong  to  this  place* 
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Col.  What  can  she  say  now  ? 

Luc,  Sure,  I  desir'd  to  bee  you; 

And  with  a  longing  wi?*h 

;    CoL  There's  all  her  virtue. 

Jmc.  Pursued  ttiat  full  desire,  to  give  you 
thanks,  sir, 
Tlie  ftiily  -jfirrifice  IVc  left,  and  service, 
For  all  the  virtuous  cart?  you've  kept  nic  safe 

Cot   She  holds  well  yet.  [with. 

Mir.  The  pretty  fool  speaks  finely. — 
Come,  sit  down  here. 

Luc,  Oh,  sir,  'tis  most  unsponily. 

Mir.  ri I  ha\  e  it  so ;  sit  close    Ni^w  tell  me 
Did  you  c*er  love  yet  ?  [^''uly^ 

•   Luc.  My  tears  will  answer  that,  sir  ■*. 

Mir.  And  did  you  then  love  tiuly? 

Luc.  So  I  thoui;ht,  sir. 

Mir.  Can  you  love  me  so? 

Coi.  Now  f  ' 

Imc.  With  all  my  duty; 
I  were  unworthy  of*  those  favours  else, 
You  daily  shower  upon  me. 

Mir.  What  think'st  thou  of  me  ? 

Luc.  I  thiuk  you  are  a  truly  worthy  gentle- 
man, 
A  pattern,  and  a  pride,  to  tlie  age  you  live  in, 
Sweet  as  tlie  comiuendations  all  men  aiveyou. 

Mir.  A  pretty  flatt'ring  rn^ue  ! — Dare  you 
kiss  that  sweet  man 
You  speak  so  sweetly  of?  Come. 

Col.  Farewell,  virtue! 

Mir.  W  ha  t  ha  si  t!>ou  got  between  thy  lips? 
(Kiss  once  more  ) 
Sure  thou  hast  a  spell  there ! 

Luc.  More  than  e*er  I  knew,  sir. 

C(U,  All  hojtes  go  now  ! 

Mir.  I  must  teii  j'ou 
A  thing  in  your  tar ;  and  you  must  hear  me, 
And  hear  me  willingly,  and  ^raiit  nie  so  too; 
'Twill  not  be  worth  my  asking  else. 

Luc.  it  must  be 
A  very  hard  thing,  sir,  and  from  my  power, 
I  shall  deny  your  goodnes.'i. 

Mir.  Tis  a  good  wench  !— 
I  must  lie  with  you,  lady. 

Luc.  'Tis  soinethhig  Strang ; 
For  yet  in  all  my  life  1  knew  no  bedfellow. 

Mir.  YouMl  quickly  lindxhat  kuowied^e. 

Luc.  To  wimt  end,  sir? 

Mir,  Art  tliou  so  innocent  tliou  canst  not 
guess  at  it? 
Did  thy  d reams  ne'er  direct  thee  ? 

Luc.  Taith,  none  yet,  sir. 

Mir.  ril  tell  tfiee  then :  J  would  meet  thy 

youth;  and  piiasure; 

Give  thee  my  youth  for  tliat,  (by  Heav'n,  she 

tires  me ! ) 

'  And  tciich  thy  fair  white  arms,  like  wanton 

A  thousand  new  (uihraces.  [ivies, 

Luc.  is  tliat  ull,  i>n  ? 
And  say  1  should  try,  may  not  we  lie  quietly  ? 
Upon  my  ( onscitnce,  t  could ! 

Siir,  Thut'tt  as  we  make  it. 


Luc.  Grant  that  that  likes  you  best,  what 
would  you  do  then  ?  f^^^y* 

Mir.  What  would  I  do?  Certainly  I'm  no 
Nor  brought  up  for  a  nun.  Hark  in  thiue  ear! 

Luc.  Fy,  fy,  sir  ! 

Mir.  i  would  get  a  brave  boy  on  thee, 
A  warlike  boy. 

Luc,  Sure  we  shall  get  ill  Christians. 

Mir.  W>11  mend  em  in  the  breeding  then. 

Luc.  Sweet  master ! 

CoL  Never  belief  in  woman  come  near 
me  more !  [virf»in 

Luc,  My  best  and  noblest  sir,  if  a  poor 
(For  yety  by  Heaven,  I'm  so)  should  chance 

so  far 
(Seeing  your  excellence,  and  able  sweetness) 
To  forget  herself,  and  slip  into  your  l>osom, 
Or  to  your  bed,  out  of  a  doting  on  you, 
(Take  i:  the  best  way)  have  you  tLat  cruel 
That  murdVin^  mind,  to [heart* 

Mir.  Yes,  by  my  troth,  sweet,  have  I, 
To  lie  with  her. 

Luc.  And  do  you  think  it  well  done? 

Alir,  That's  as  hbe*U  think  when  'tis  dorM. 
Come  to  bed,  wench  ! 
For  thou'rt  so  pretty,  and  so  witty  a  com- 
We  must  not  part  to-nigiit.  [panion, 

Luc,  'Faith,  let  me  go, 
Sir,  and  think  better  on't. 

Mir.  I'faith,  th(m  shalt  not ! 
I  warrant  thee,  I'll  think  on't. 

Luc.  Tvc  heard  *em  say  here, 
You  are  a  maid  too. 

Mir,  I  am  sn  re  I  am,  wenchy 
If  that  will  please  thee. 

Luc.  I  have  seen  a  wonder !  [ness. 

And  would  you  lose  that,  for  a  little  wanton* 
(Consider,  my  sweet  master,  hke  a  man,  now) 
For  a  few  honied  kisses,  slight  emhraccs. 
That  glory  of  your  youth?  that  crown  of 

sweetness 
Can  yon  rleliver  ?  that  unvalued  treasure 
Would  you  forsake,  to  seek  your  own  dis* 

honour  ? 
What  gone,  no  age  recovers,  nor  repentance ? 
To  a  poor  stranger? 

Col.  Hold  there,  again  thoii^t  perfect! 

Luc,  I  know  you  do  but  try  me. 

j\Ur.  And  [  know  [hod  I 

I'll  try  you  a  great  deal  further     Ti  ithet,  li» 
I  love  thee,  iuid  so  well — Cojue,  kiss  nie  once 

more ! 
Is  a  maidenhead  ill  bestow'd  o*  me  ? 

Luc,  What's  tins,  sir? 

[Taking  hold  of  hit  cross* 

Mir.  Why,   'tis  the  bud<;( ,   u»y  swtei,  of 

^  that  holy  order 
I  shortly  muse  recv  ive,  the  Crosi  of  Malta, 

Luc,  What  virtue  has  it? 

Mir,  All  ihut  we  call  virtuous. 

Luc.  Who  gave  it  ii»  ^i? 

Mir,  He  that  gave  <iil,^  u*  save  at. 

Luc,  Why  thi:n,  'tis  holy  toi>? 


'  Mu  years  will  ansatr  thai,  $ir.]  Corrected  frpna  Sympson's  conjcctur*. 
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Mir,  True  siso  of  tiolinets ; 
The  badgp  of  alfhis  soldiers  thi^t  profess  him. 
Luc,  The  budge  of  all  his  soldiers  that  pro- 
fess hioD  ? 
Can  it  save  in  dangers  f 
Mir.  Yes. 

Luc,  lo  troubles,  comfort? 
Mir.  You  say  true,  sweet. 
Imc.  Iu  sickness,  restore  health ? 
Mir,  All  this  it  can  do. 
Jjtc.  Pi^serve  from  evils  that  afflict  Qur 

frailties  ? 
Mir.  I  hope  she  will  be  Christian.^ A 11 

these  truly. 
Luc.  Why  are  you  sick  then,  sick  to  death 
with  lust? 
In  danger  to  t>e  lost?  ^o  holy  thouirht  [ties, 
In  all  £at  heart.'  Nothing  but  wamlring  frail- 
Wild  as  the  wind,  and  blind  as  denth  or  ig- 
lohahit  tliere.  [nornnce, 

Mir.  Forgive  me,  Heav*B !  she  says  true. 
Luc.  Dare  you  profess  that  badge,  pro- 

phane  that  goodness-*— 
Cm.  Thou  hast  redeemed  thyself  again, 
most  rarely ! 
-  Luc,  That  holiness  and  truth  you  makenle 

wonder  at  ? 
piast  all  the  bounty  Heav'n  giv^s.'  that  re- 
membrance-- 


CrA,  Oh,  excellent  woman ! 
Luc.  Fling  it  from  you  quickly, 
If  you  be  thus  rcsolv'd  ;  I  see  a  virtv« 
Appear  in't  like  a  sword^  both  edges^nnihii;, 
That  will  consunye  you,  aad  your  thoi^u. 

to  asiics. 
Let  them  profess  it  that  are  pure,  and  ooblr. 
Gentle,  and  ji^st  of  thought,  that  build  tlie 

Cross, 

Not  those  that  break  it!  3y  Ueaven,  if  vnr% 

touch  me,  '  fy^HU 

Ev'tt  in  die  act,  1*11  make  that  Cross,  and  cur^e 

Mir.  You  shall  not,  fair :  {  did  di&«ieipble 

with  you, 

And  but  to  try  your  faith  I  fashioo'd  al]  tbia. 

Yet  something  you  provok'd  me.     Thu»  fair 

Cross, 
Hy  me  (\f  he  but  please  to  help  6rst  gavp  it) 
Shall  ne'er  be  worn  upon  a  heart  corrupted. 
Go  to  your  rest,  my  modest,  honest  servant. 
My  fair  and  virtuotjs  nii|id,  and  sleep  secure 

tliere; 

For  when  yon  suffer,  I  forget  this  sign  here. 

Col,  A  man  of  men  too  1   Oh,  most  perfect 

gentleman !  [Chriuian, 

Lhc  All  sweet  rest  to  you,  sir!  I'm  h«lf  % 

The  other  half  1*11  pray  for ;  then  for  you,  sir* 

Mir,  This  is  the  foulest  play  1*11   shew. 

Good  night,  sweet !  [JgjDcan/. 


ACT   IV. 


8CENPL 

Snter  Mfmntferrat  and  Jlocca, 
Mountf,  nnflE  sun's  not  set  yet  ?    / 
-*•    Rocca,  Nq,  sir. 
Mount/,  'Would  it  were, 
^ever  to  rise  again  tp  light  the  worlH  I 
And  yet,  to  what  vaiq  }Arrpo$e  do  I  wish  it, 
Since,  thp*  I  were  environ  d  with  thick  mists, 
Black  as  Cymerian  darkness,  or  my  cciraes. 
There  is  that  here,  upon  which,  as  an  anril. 
Ten  thousand  hammers  strike,    and  every 

spark. 
They  forro  from  it,  to  mfl*s  ^otlier  sua 
To  light  me  to  my  shame  f 

Rocca,  I'uke  hope  and  comfort. 
Mount/.  They're  aids  indeed,  hut  vet  as 
far  from  me 
As  I  from  being  innocent  This  cave,  fashion'd 

$y  provident  Nature'in  this  solid  rock, 
o  be  a  deD  for  beasts,  alone  receives  me ; 
And  liaying  prov'ij  an  enemy  to  mankind, 
AU  human  helps  forsake  tne. 

Rocca.  ril  pp'er  leave  ypu ;         [courage. 
And  wish  you  would  call  back  tliat  i^oble 
That  oljj  invincible  fortitude  qf  y<|urs,  " 
^hat  us'd  to  shrink  at  nothing, 

Motinl/.  Then  it  did  not;  [*»eight 

put  *twas  when  I  was  honest!    Then,  V  th' 
Qi  9fi  my  happiness^  of  all  my  ^lories^ 


Of  all  delights  thi^t  made  life  precioas  to  me, 
A  durst  die,  Rocca!  Death  itself  then  to  we 
Whs  nothing  terrible,  becRiise  I  knew 
The  fame  of  a  good  knight  would  ever  live 
Fresh  on  my  memory :  But  since  1  fell 
From  my  integrity,  and  dismiss'd  those  guards. 
Those  strong  a^suranoos  of  iniiocence; 
That  consuucy  fied  from  me;  aod,  what** 

worse. 
Now  I  nm  loathsome  to  myself.  Bud  life 
A  burden  to  me;  rack*d  with  sad  rentem* 

brauce 
Of  what  I  have  done,  and  my  present  horrors 
UnsuflFerable  to  me  ;  toitur'd  with  despair 
That  I  shall  ue'er  find  mercy;  hell  about  me. 
Behind  me,  and  before  me ;  yet  I  dare  not. 
Still  fearing  worse,  put  off  my  wretched  being! 

Pnter  AbdnUq, 

Rocca.  To  see  this  would  deter  a  doubtful 

man  fpractioe 

From  mischievous  intents,  mueh  more  the 

Of  what  is  wicked.     Here's  thp  Moor ;  look 

Some  ease  may  come  from  her.        [ap,  sir ! 

Mount/.  New  trouble  rather. 
And  I  expect  it. 

Abd.  Who  is  tliis?  Mauntferrat? 
Rise  up,  for  shauie !  and,  like  a  river  dried  up 
\yith  a  long  drought,  from  me,  your  boua* 
teous  sea, 
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ReceWe  those  tidesp>of  comfort  that  flow  to 
If  eTer  I  look'd  lovely ;  if  desert  fyou. 

Could  e?er  cballenge  welcome;  if  revenge. 
And  unei^pected  wreak,  were  ever  pleasing, 
Or  could  endear  tiie  giver  of  «uch  blessings; 
All  these  I  come  adornM  with,  aj)d,  as  due, 
Make,  challenge  uf  those  so-long- wished  em- 
braces, 
Which  yuu,  unkind,  have  hitherto  dienied  roe. 
Mountf.  Why,  what  iiave  you  done  for 
Ahd.  Made  Gomera  [me  ? 

As  truly  miserable,  as  you  thought  lum  happy: 
Could  you  wish  more  ? 

Mounlf.  As  if  his  sickness  coiild 
jlecover  ipe !  The  injuries  1  rect2iv'd 
Were  Oriana's,  " 

Abd,  She  has  paid  dear  for  'em; 
8he's  dead. 

Mountf.  How!  [ther. 

Abd.  Dead;  my  hate  could  reach  no  fur- 
Taking  advantasce  of  her  in  a  swoun, 
Uader  pretence  to  give  a  cordial  to  her, 
Jpoison'd  her.— What  stupid  dullness  is  this  ? 
"What  you  should  entertJiin  with  sacrifice, 
Can  you  receive  so  coldly  ? 
Mount/,  Bloody  deecls 
Are  grateful  ofierii)gs,  pleasing  to  the  devil ; 
And  thou,  in  thy  black  shape,  and  blacker 

actions, 
Being  heirs  perfect  character,  art  delighted 
To  do  what  T,  tUo'  intiuit^ly  wicked,  , 
Jretnble  to  hear.    Thou  liast,  in  this,  ta*en 

from  me 
All  means  to  make  amends,  with  penitence, 
To  her  wrongM  virtues,  and  disspoil'd  me  of 
The  poor  remainder  of  that  hope  was  left  me, 
For  all  I  have  already,  or  must  suffer. 
Abd,  I  did  it  for  the  best. 
MfUtitf.  For  thy  worst  ends ! 
And  be  assur'd,  biit  that  J  think  to  kill  thee 
Would  but  prevent  what  thy  despair  must 

force  thee 
To  do  unto  thyself,  and  so  to  add  to 
^  Thy  most  assur'd  daipnation,  thon  wert  dead 
now, , 
But,  get  thee  from  my  sight!  and  if  lust  of  me 
Did  ever  fire  thee  (love  I  cannot  call  it) 
Leap  down  from  those  steep  rocks,  or  take 

advantage ' 
Of  the  next  tree  to  bang  thyself,  aifd  then 
X  may  laugh  at  it. 

Ahd,  In  the  mean  time,  I  must 
Be  bold  to  do  so  much  for  you :  Ua,  ha ! 
Mountf.  Why  grin'st  tiiou,  devil? 
Atd.  That  'tis  in  my  power 
To  punish  thy  ingratitude.    1  n^ade  trial 
But  how  you  stood  alfectcd,  and  since  { 
Knowi'm  us'd  Only  for  a  property, 
,  I  can  Biid  will  revenge  it  to  the  full : 
Foruadersund,  in  thy  contempt  of  me. 
Those  hopes  of  Oriana,  which  I  could 
Have  cbang*d  to  certainties,  are  lost  forever. 


Mounif.  Why,  lives  she? 

Abd,  Yes;  but  never  to  Mountferrat, 
Altho'  it  is  in  me^  with  as  much  ease 
To  give  her  freely  up  to  thy  possession. 
As  to  remove  this  rntih ;  which  yet  despair  of  r 
For,  l»y  my  muclv*wrongM  love,  flattery,  nor 

Uireats, 
Tears,  prayers,  nor  vows,  shall  ever  win  me 
3o,  wjih  my  curse,  i  leave  thee  !         [to  it : 

Mountf.  'Prithee,  stay ! 
Thou  know'st  (dote on  thee,  and  yet  thou  art 
So  peevish,  and  perverse,  so  apt  to  take 
Trifles  unkindly  i'rqm  me— 

Abd.  To  persuade'  me  [self. 

To  break  my  m*ck,  co  hang,  then  damn  my- 
W^ith  you  are  trifles! 

Mount/.  Twa^i  my  melancholy  [give ! 
That  made  me  speak  I  know  not  what :  Fur- 
I  will  redeem  my  fault. 

Rurca.  Believe  him,  lady.    • 

Mount/.  A  thousand  tiiiies  I  will  demand 

tiiy  pardon,  [kistics. 

And   keep  tlie  reckoning  on  thy  lip!>  with 

Abd.  There's  something  elsi,  CJMit  would 
prevail  more  with  me.* 

Mftuutf.   1  hou  shalt  have  all  thy  wishes : 
Do  but  bless  nic 
With  means  to  satisfy  my  mad  desires 
For  once  in  Oriana,  and  for  ever 
I  am  thine,  only  thine,  my  best  AbdcUa! 

Abd.  Were  1  assur'd  of  this,  and  timt  yoa 
Having  enioy'd  her^ [would. 

Mount/,  Anything!  make  choice  of 
Thine  own  conditions. 

Abd,  Swear  tlieu,  that  perform *d, 
(To  free  me  from  all  doubts  and  fears  here- 
To  give  me  leave  to  kill  her.  [after) 

Mount/  Ttmt  our  safety 
Must  uf  necessity  urg^  us  to. 

Abd.  Then  know, 
It  was  not  poison,  but  a  sleeping  potion. 
Which  she  receivM ;  yet  of  sutiicient  strength 
So  to  bind  up  her  senses,  that  no  sign 
Of  life  appear'd  in  her;  and  thus  thought 
In  her  best  habit  *9,  as  the  custom  is    [dead, 
(Vou  know)  in  Malta,  with  all  cert' monies 
She's  buried  in  her  family's  monument, 
r  th'  temple  of  St.  John :  I'll  bring  you  thither. 
Thus,  as  you  are  disguis'd.    Some  six  hours 
The  potion  willleave  working.  [hence 

Rocca,  Let  us  haste  then. 

Mount/,  Be  my  good  angel ;  guide  me ! 

Abd,  Bqt  remember 
You  keep  your  oath. 

Mount/  As  I  desiro  to  prosper 
In  what  I  undertake ! 

Abd.  I  ask  no  more.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 
Jpnter  Miranda,  Nordfidine,  and  Colonna, 
Col.  Here,  sir;  IVe  got  the  key :  I  bor- 
rowed it 


^  In  her  best  habit,  Sec]  This  speech  bears  an  obvious  similitude  to  one  of  Friar  La  orcDct 
IP  Shakespeare's  Romeo  aqd  Juli«t, 
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I  must  play  booty  Against  myself !  If  any  thing 

cross  ye, 
I  am  the  devil,  and  the  devil's  heir; 
Ail  plasues,  all  niisohiefs— - 

Mountf.  Will  you  leave,  and  do  yet? 

Abd   \  hnve  done  too  much, 
Far,  far  too  mucbf^br  soch  a  thankless  fellow  ! 
Jf  I  be  devil,  you  created  trie: 
I  fieverknew  t^se  arts,  nor  bloody  practices, 
(Plague  o'  yoMT  cutniing  heart,  that  mine  of 

mischief!) 
Before  your  flatteries  won  'cm  into  me.— - 
Here  did  [  leave  her,  leave  her  with  that  cer- 
About  this  hour  to  wake  again.  [tainty 

Mount f.  Where  is  she  ? 
This  is  tliTr  last  demand. 

Abd.  Did  I  now  know  it, 
And  were  I  sure  this  were  my  latest  minute, 
I  would  not  tell  thee :  Strike,  and  then  ni- 
curse  thee. 

Rocca.  I  see  a  light.    Stand  close,  and 
leave  your  angers! 
We  all  miscarry  else. 

Enter  Gomera,  and  Page  with  a  torch, 
AIhL  \  am  now  careless. 
Mounif'.  Peace,  'prithee  peace,    sweet! 

peace!  all  friends! 
Abd,  Stand  close  then. 
Gim,  Wait  there,  boy,  with  the  light,  'till- 
I  call  to  thee. 
In  darkness  was  my  soul  and  senses  clouded 
When  my  fair  jewel  fe.H,  the  niglit  of  jealousy 
In  all  her  blackness  drawn  aliout  my  judg- 
ment; 
No  licht  was  !ec  into  me,  to  distinguish 
Betwixt  my  sudden  anger  and  her  honour : 
A  blind  sad  |.ii«^rimagc  shall  be  my  penance; 
No  comfort  ot'  tlie  rlay  will  I  look  up  at ; 
Far  darker  than  my  jealous  i'inorance, 
Each  place  of  ray  abode  shall  be  ;  my  prayers 
No  ceremonious  lights  shall  set  off  ntoie; 
Bright  arms,  and  uTi  that  carry  lubtre,  life, 
Society,  ami  solacc«  I  forsake  ye ! 
And  were  ic  not  once  more  to  see  her  beauties, 
(For,  in  her  bed  of  death,  she  must  be  sweet 

still) 
And  on  licr  cold  sad  lips  seal  my  repentance, 
Thou  child  of  Heav*u,  fair  light,  1  could  not 
miss  thee  J'. 
Mount/.  I  know  the  tongue:    'Would  I 
were  out  again  I      ^ 
IVe  done  him  too  much  wrong  to  look  upon 
him. 
Abd.  There  is  no  shifting  now ;  boldness 
and  con ii deuce 


Must  cafry't  nownwa^  s  He's  but  one  neither. 
Naked  as  you  are,  or  a  strength  far  under. 
Mtmntf.  But  h*  has  a  caase  above  me  I 
Abd.  That's  as  you  handle  it. 
Korea.  Peace !  he  may  go  again^  and  ne* 

vcr  see  us. 
G€mi.  I  feel  I  weep  apace;  b«t  irhere's  tb^ 
'  flood,  Jin  ? 

The  torrent  of  ray  tears,  to  drown  my  fault 
I  would  I  could  now,  like  a  kmden  ckiid. 
Begotten  in  the  moist  South,  drop  to  nmbing  ? 
*  Give  me  the  torch,  boy. 

Rocca.  Now  he  must  discorer  us. 

Abd.  He  has  already.-^Never  hide  yoaf 

head;  '  [tlier 

Be  bold  and  brave !  Jf  we  must  die,  toge- 
Gom,  Who's  there?  what  friend  to -sor- 
row ? — The  tomb  wide  open  ? 
The  stone  off  too?  the  body  gone,  by  Heareo  f 
Look  to  tlic  door,  boy !  keep  ic  fast !— Wha 
»reye?  [ferrar. 

What  sacrilegions  villains?^ False  Mouut- 
Tbe  wolf  to  honour !  baslhv  liellish  hur.ger 
Brought  thee  to  tear  the  body  out  o'  th'  tomb 

too? 
lias  thy  foul  mind  so  far  wrought  on  thee  ?— 

Ha! 
Arc  you  there  too  ?  Nay,  then  I  spy  a  villainy 
I  never  dretfm'd  of  yet.    Thou  sinful  uslier. 
Bred  from  that  rottenness,  .thon   bawd   to 

mischief, 
D*  yon  blush  thro*  all  your  blackness?  wcm't 
that  hide  it  ? 
Abd.  I  cannot  speak. 
Gom.  You're  well  met,  with  your  dam,  sir, 
Art  thou  a  knigllt?  did  ever  on  that  sword 
Thf;  Christian  cause  sit  nobly  ?  could  that 

hand  fight, 
GuidecJ  by  fame  and  fortune  ?  'that  heart  in- 

Aanie  thee, 
With  viituous  fires  of  valour?  To  fall  off. 
Fall  otf  so  suddenly,  and  with  such  foulnesSy 
As  the  false  angels  did,  from  all  their  glory! 
Ihou  art  no  kuight!    Honour  thou  ncrer 

hi  ard*st  of. 
Nor  brave  desires  could  ever  build  in  that 
^      breast!  ,  [^(mJs 

Treasf»n,  and  tainted  thouehts,  are  all  the 
Thou  worsijp'st,   all  tlie  strengtli  thou  hast, 
and  fortune!  [villain. 

Thou  didst  things  out  of  fear,  and  false  heart. 
Out  of  close  traps  and  trcachVies;  they  hava 
rais'd  thee 
Mountf.  Thou  rav'st,  old  man. 
Gom.  Before  tlwu  get'st  off  from  me, 
Hadsi  thou  the  glory  of  thy  first  fights  on  thee, 


'  want  lighl  more. 


Now  this  by  an  easy  chaiia;e  may  he  made  out  thus: 
fair  light,  I  shtiuid  not  miss  thee.' 


But  neither  Sympson  nor  Seward  seems  to  have  observed,  that  the  whole  speech  turns  on 
Gomera's  abandoning  li^^tt  for  darkness,  which  is  the  only  key  to  explain  the  lust  line-  bot 
adverting  to  that,  it  becomes  intelligible.    Sympson  explains  the  passage  quite  wroaa. '       * 


Act  4.  Sb^ne  4.] 
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(Which  thou  hast  basely  JoBt)  thy  noblest 
fortunes,  [tliee, 

And  in  their  greatest  lustres,  I  would  make 
Before  we  pare,  confess  (nay,  kneel,  and  do  it, 
JSaVjcrvng  kneel,  coldly,  for  mercy, cryinsi) 
Tliou  art  the  recrcant'st  rogue  tune  etcr 

nourish 'd; 
Thou  art  a  doe,  1*11  make  thee  swear,  a  dog**, 
A  ujangy  cur  dog!   D*  you  creep  behind  the 

altar  ? 
J^ook,  ht>w  it  8we.ats,  to  slielter  such  a  ra^nl ! 
t'irst,  with  thy  venomous  tooth  infect  her 

ciiaste  life, 
And  then  not  dare  to  do?  next,  rob  her  rest. 

Steal  her  deild  body  out  o*  th'  giUve 

.    Mountf.  I  have  not.  * 

Coin.  'Prithee,  come  out ;  (this  is  no  plac6 
to  quarrel  in) 
Valiant  Alountferrat,  come! 
MouiUf,  i  will  not  stir. 
Gom,  Thou  hast  thy  sword  about  thee, 
•thnt  £jr»od  sword  (hat  oe*er  faiPd  thee :  'Pri- 
thee come !  [hoy ! 
We'll  have  but  6ve  strokes  for  it.    On,  ou^ 
Here  is  one  woiild  fain  be  acquainted  with 

thee. 
Would  wondrous  fain  cleave  that  cajf 's  head 

of  yours,  sir: 
Come, 'prithee  let*s dispatch !  the  moon  shines 
finely :  [else ; 

'Prithee,  be  kill'd  by  me !  thou  wilt  be  haug'd 
But,  it  may  be,  ihou  longest  to  be  haog'd. 

IttKca,  Out  with  him,  sir! 
iTou  shall  have  my  sivurd  too;  ^hcn  he's 

dispfltrh'd  once. 
We  have  the  world  before  ufl. 

Gom.  Wilt  thou  walk,  fellow  ? 
I  never  knew  a  rojiue  hants  arse-ward  so^ 
And  such  a  despehtte  knave  too. 

Abd.  'PraV  g^»  with  him ! 
Somethin;;  1^11  promise  too 

Mountf.  You  woiild  be  kill'd  theii  ? 
No  remedy,  I  scfe. 

Giim.  If  thou  dar'st  do  it? 
Mountf.  Ye^,  now  I  dare.    Lead  oiit;  I'll 
follow  pre&eutly ; 
Under  the  mount  Til  meet  yooi 

GoMu  Go  before  ine ; 
I'll  have  you  in  a  string  too. 

Moun/f,  As  I'm  u  );entlematt. 
And  by  ihis  holy  place,  I  will  not  fail  thee. . 
Fear  not,  thou  shalt  be  kill'd,  tBkt  my  word 
1  will  not  fail.  [for  it ; 

Gam .  I  f  thoQ  scap'sty  thoti  hast  cats  luck .  ^ 
The  mount? 

Mountf,  The  sam^.     Make  liast^,   I*ni 
there  before  eUe. 


Qom.  Go,  get  ye  home.  Now  if  he  scape, 

I'm  cpward. 
Mount.  Well,  now  I  am  reaolv'd  ;  and  be 

shall  6nd  it.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Eater  Miranda,  iMcinda,  and  Colanntu 

Mir.  How  is  it  with  the  lady  ? 

Ltic,  Sir,  as  well 
As  it  Can  be  with  one,  who  feeling  knows  now 
What  is  tlie  cnrse  the  divine  justice  laid 
On  the  first  sinful  woman. 

Alin  U  &hc  in  tratail  ?  [miild 

Luc.  Yes,  sir;  lind  yet  thfe  troubles  of  her 
Afilict  her  more  than  what  her  body  suffers ; 
For,  in  tlie  eictremity  of  her  psiin,  she  cries 

out, 
*  Why  am  I  hefe  ?  where  is  my  lord  Gomcra?' 
Then  sometimes  names  Miranda,  and  then 

sighs, 
As  li  to  speak,  what  questionless  she  loves 
If  heard,  n.igbc  do  lier  injury.  [welJ^ 

Col.  Heaven's  Sweet  mercy 
Look  gently  on  her ! 

Mir.  'Prithee  tell  her,  my  prayers  [vida 
Are  present  with  her ;  and,  good  weoch,  pro- 
That  she  want  nothing !  What's  thy  nauie  ?  . 

Luc.  Lucinda;  [in  it! 

Mir.  Lncinda  ?  there's  a  prosperous  omen 
Be  a  Lucina  to  her,  and  brmg  word 
1  hat  she  is  safe  d^liver'd  of  her  burdeOy 
A  lid  thy  reward's  thy  liberty.  Come,  Colonnaj 
Wo  will  gd  see  haw  th'euguieer  bas  uiouuted 
The  cannon  ihe  Great-master  sent.  Be  careful 
To  view  the  works,  and  learn  the  discipline 
That  is  us'd  here !  1  am  to  leave  the  wOrld  ; 
And  for  your  sertice,  which  I  have  found 

fiiitlifi/1. 
The  charge  that's  mine,  if  1  have  any  power. 
Hereafter  luay  coucero  yon. 

Cot.  I  sriU  find 
A  noble  master  in  ydu. 

Mir,  1'ib  but  justice; 
Thou  dost  deserve  it  iu  thy  care  and  duty. 

[freuRfi 

SCenk  IV. 

Enter  Gbmera,  Mountferrat,  Rocca,  and 
AbdiUa. 

Gom,  Hera's  even  ground ;  111  stur  no  foiit 
beyond  it 
Before  I  ha^e  thy  head. 

Mountf.  Draw,  Rocca! 

</oOT.  Coward,  I'*?® 

Hath  inward  guilt  robb'd  thee  as  well  otcou* 


s*  Thou  art  a  dog,  Fll  nake  thet  itbear^  a  dog."]  Th^  6rst  folio'  copy  has  an  addition  tof 
this  verse,  which  is  wrote  there  thus : 

'  I'll  make  thee  ^w6ftr  a  dog  stav*d.* 
Silt  what  business  ttav'd  has  here  i  cannot  discove^;  a  etav'd  dog  in  the  bear-garden  lan^ 
guage,  I  believe,  is  no  more  than  a  dog  taken  off  the  bear,  by  wrenching  liis  mouth  open  to' 
make  him  leave  his  liold.    Possibly  the  Poets  might  have  wrote  it  thus:  *  a  dog  iturvk,*  ami 
then  *  a  mangy  cur  doig'  may  follow  agreeably  enough.        Si;mp9vn* 

Vol.  IL  4  K 


^'^^  As  honesty^  that  without  odds  thou  dar*st  not 
Answer  a  single  fueniy? 

Mounif,  All  advantage 
Thnt  T  can  take,  expect. 

Rocca.  We  know  youVe  valiant; 
Nor  do  we  purpose  to  make  further  trial 
Of  what  you  can  do  now,  but  to  dispatch  you. 

Mount/.  And  therefore   fight  and  pray 
together. 

Com.  Villains,  [one 

Whose  baseness  all  dfsgrikceful  xcords  made 
Cannot  express !  so  strong  is  the  good  cause 
That  seconds  me,  that  you  shall  feel,  wkb 

horror 
To*  your  prgud  hopes,  what  streucth  i»  in 
that  arm,  [justice. 

Tho'  old,  that  holds  a  sword  made  sharp  by 

AOcL  You  couie  then  here  to  prate  ? 

[Fight. 

Mountf.  Help,  Rocca,  now, 
Or  I  am  lost  for  ever ! — How  comes  this  ? 

[He  is  disarmed. 
Ave  villainy  and  weakness  twins? 

Rocca.  I'm  gone  too. 

Gom.  You  shall  not  scape  me,  wretches ! 

Ahd.  I  mast  do  it; 
.AN  will  go  wrong  else.  [Shoot $  him. 

Gom.  TreachVous,  bloody  nvomau. 
What  host  thou  done? 

Jbd.  Done  a  poor  woman's  part, 
And  in  an  instant,  vf  hftt  these  men  so  loag 
Stood  foolintf.  for. 

Mountf.  This  aid  was  unexpected; 
I  kiss  thee  for*t. 

Rocca.  His  right  ann*8  only  shot. 
And  that  com pell'd  him  to  forsake  his  sword; 
He's  eUe  unwoandcd.  » 

Mountf.  Cut  his  throat  I 

Ahd.  Forbear! — 
Yet  do  not  hope  'tis  with  intent  to  save  thee. 
But  that  thou  nuiyst  live  to  thy  further  tor- 
ment, fferrat. 
To  see  who  triumphs  o'er  thee.  Come,.  Mouirt- 
•Hefejoin  thy  foot  to  mine,  and  let  our  hearts 
Meet  with  our  hands !  The  contract  tliat  is 

made 
And  cemented  with  blood,  as  this  of  ours  is, 
Is  a  nwre  holy  sanction,  and  much  surer, 
TTian  all  the  superstitious  ceremonies 
You  Christians  use. 


lliE  KNTIGHT  OF  MALTA, 


[Act  4.  SceMi. 


Enter  Norandine. 

Rocca.  Who's  this? 

Mount/.  Bet  ray 'd  again  ? 

A  or.  By  the  report  itmade,and  by  the  wind, 
The  pistol  was  discharg*d  here. 

Gom.  Norandine, 
As  ever  thou  lov'dst  valour,  or  wear'st  armi 
To  punish  baseness,  shew  it !  -  i 

Nor.  Oh,  the  devil !  [Beauty, 

Gomera  wounded,  and  my  breche  *\  Black 
An  actor  in  itr 

Ahd.  If  thou  strik'st,  I'll  shoot  ibee. 

Nor.  How !  fright  we  with  y^ur  pot-guef 
—What  art  thou? 
Good  Heav'n,  the  rogue,  the  traitor  rogue, 

MouDtOwwit! 
To  swinge  Uie  nest  of  you,  is  »sport  unlook'd 
Hell's  plagues  consume  you !  [for. 

Mount/.  As  tiiou  an  a  man, 
(I'm  wounded)  give  me  time  to  answer  thee! 

Gom.  Durst  thou  urge  this?  this  hand  cad 
hold  a  sword  yet. 

Nor.  Well  done  I  to  see  this  villain  makes 
niv  hurts 
Bleed  n-esh  again ;  but  had  I  not  a  bone  whole,. 
In  such  a  cause  I  should  do  thus,  thus,  rascals! 

Enter  Corporal  and  Watch. 

Corp.    Disarm  them,   and  shoot  any  that 

resists. 
Gom.  Hold,  Corporal !  I  am  Gcmienu 
Nor.  Tis  well  yet,  Umt  once   in  an  age 
you  can 
Remember  what  you  watch  for :  I  had  tiiougbt 
You  had  again  been  making  out  your  parties 
For  sucking  pigs-:   Tis  well.      As  you  will 

answer 
The  contrary  with  your  lives,  see  these  forth- 
Corp.  That  we  shall  do.  [coming ! 

Nor.  You  blecKl  apace.     Good  soldiers. 
Go  help  i>im  to  a  surgeon. 

Rocca.  Dare  the  worsts*, 
And  suffer  like  yourself. 

Abd.  From  me  Icnm  courage.- 
Nor.  Now  for  Miranda !  this  news  will  be 
to  him 
As  welcome  as  'tis  unexpectid.     Corporal, 
TlK?rf 's  something  for  thy  care  to-night,  Aly 
horse  there  I  '  [Ejeuiit, 

»  Bi-ache.]  *  Brache^  says  bishop  Warburton  (note  on  Othello,  act  ii.  scene  1,)  *  is  a  low 

*  species  of  houndt  of  the  chate,  and  a  term  generally  used  in  contempt.     Vlitius  in  his  notes 
'  on  Gratius  says,  Hacha  Saxonihus  canera  signiHcabat,  unde  Scuti  hodie  Rathe  pro  cane 

*  femiiia  habent,  quod  Anglis  est  Brache.     No»  ver6  (he  speaks  of  the  Hollanders)  Braeh 

*  non.  quemvis  canem  sed  sagacem  vocamus.    So  the  French,  Bruque,  espece  de  chien  de 

*  chassc.'         R, 

M  Rocea.  Dare  the  worst."]  J  suspect  a  speech  of  Mountferrat's  is  dropt  upon  us,  here, 
and  perhaps  the  reader  may  be  of  my  opinion.        Sympson, 
.  burely,  no;  Mouutferrai  s  party  have  been  talking  apart,  to  be  sure«        J.  N* 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Oriana  and  Lucinda, 


OrL  TTOW  does  my  boy  ? 

•*■-■■    Luc.  Oh,  won Hrous lusty,  madam; 
A  little  knight  already :  You  shall  live 
To  see  him  toss  a  Turk. 

Ori    Gentle  Lucinda,  fvice  ; 

Much  roust  I  thank  thee  for  thy  cnre  aud  sor- 

SnUr  Miranda^  Nttrandine,  and  CoUmna, 

And  may  I  grow  but  strong  to  see  Valetta  », 

My  husband,  and  ray  brother,  thou  shalt  i\\\^\ 

I  will  not  barely  thank  thee.  / 

Mir,  Look,  captain,   we  must  ride  awai^ 

this  uinrnin<i{: 
TTic  Aubortic  sits  to-day,  and  the  Great-mas- 
Writes  plainly,  I  ihust  or  deliver  in     ^  [ter 
(The  year  cxpir'd;  ray  probation-vn ecd. 
Or  take  the  cloak.  You  liktv^jse,  Nor.mdine, 
For  your  full  service,  and  your  la^t  assistance 
In  falf.e  Mountferrat^s  apprehension, 
Are  here  commanded  to  absociute  me, 
JVIy  twin  in  this  hii»h  honour. 

AW.   I  will  none  on*t ! 
Do  tliey  think  to  bind  me  to  live  chaste,  sober, 
And  trnnpL-rately,  all  days  of  my  life?,    [so! 
They  may  as  eoon  tic  an  KiiLli!^hmun  to  live 
I  shall  be  •  Sweet  Dane,  a  «weit  captain, 
Go  up  aad  down  dritiknig  smull-beer,  and 

s^  taring,  [still; 

*0d%  neu^ttes/  No;  Til  live  a  sou  ire  at  arms 
And  do  thou  so  too,  nn  thou  be  st  wise. 
Tve  found  the  myaccry  now,  why  the  grntle- 

:iicn 
\Vej»r  hut  three  bars  of  the  cross,  and  the 
Tiic  whole  one.  [knights 

Mh.  Why,  captain  ?  >, 

AW.  Marry,  sir, 
To  put  us  in  remcmbrnnce,  we  arc  bnt 
Three  quarters  cross'd  in  our  licence  and 

pleasures; 
But  the  poor  kniuhts  crosb'd  altotjether. 
The  brothers  at  anns  may  yet  meet  wilh 

their  sisters  at  arms,  [kni^!)t» 

Now  and  ihen,  in  brotherly  love ;  but  ihe  poor 
Cannot  get  a  lady  for  love  nor  money  : 
Tis  not  so  in  otiicr  countries,  I  wis.     'Pray 

hoste  you ! 
For  I'll  along,  and  see  what  will  come  on*t. 

[Exit, 
Mir.  Colonna,  provide  straight  all  neces- 
saries 
Fdr  this  remove,  the  litter  for  the  lady. 


And  let  Lucinda  bear  her  companj  ! 
You  shall  attend  or  me. 

CoL  With  all  my  duties.  [Rvit, 

Ulir.  How  fare  you,  gracious  mistress  ? 

Ori  Oil,  Miranda, 
You  pleasM  to  honour  me  with  that  fair  title 
When  J  was  free,  and  could  dispose  myself; 
But  now,  no  smile,  no  word,  no  look,  no 
Can  I  impart  to  any,  but  as  theft  [toucti, 
From  my  Gomera;  and  who  dares  accept 
Is  an  usurper. 

Mir.  Leave  us. — I  have  touch'd  thee, 

[Exit  Luc, 
Thou  fairer  virtue,  than  thouVt  beautiful  !— 
IJold  but  this  test,  so  rich  an  ore  was  never 
Tried  by  the  hand  of  man,  on  the  vast  earth.— 
Sir,  britditest  Oriana !  Is  it  sin 
Still  to  profess  I  love  you,  still  to  vow 
I  shall  do  ever?  Ilenv'n  my  witness  be, 
'Tis  not  your  eye,  your  cheek,  your  tongue, 

no  part 
That  snpL'rticially  doth  snare  youn^  men^ 
Which  has  caught  me  I  Head  over  in  your 

thou^iics 
The  story  that  this  man  hath  made  of  you, 
A  11(1  think  upon  hik  meiit. 

Ori.  Only  thought 
Can  c<miprchend  it ! 

Mir.  And  can  you  be 
Sr)  cruel,  thankless,  to  destroy  his  youth 
TI:alsav'dyonr  honour,  gave  you  double  life, 
Your  own,  and  your  fair  infant's?  that  when 

Fortune 
(The  blind  foe  to  all  beauty,  that  is  good) 
Bandied  you  from  one  hazard  to  another, 
Waseven  Heaven's messenjier,  by  Providence 
Cali*d  to  the  temple,  to  receive  you  there 
Into  these  arms,  to  give  ease  to  your  tfjrows. 
As  if 't  had  thundered ;  take  thy  due,  Miranda, 
For  she  was  thine!  Gomera*s  jealousy 
Struck  death  unto  thy  heart ;  to  him  he  dead, 
And  live  to  me,  that  ^^nve  thee  second  life ! 
I^t  nje  but  now  enjoy  thee !  Oh,  regard 
1  he  torturmg  fires  of  my  affections  I 

Ori.  Oh,  master  them,  Miranda, as  I  mine! 
Who  follows  his  desires,  such  tyrants  serves 
As  will  oppress  him  insupportably. 
My  flames,  Miranda,  rise  as  high  as  thine. 
For  i  did  love  thee  'fore  my  n)arriai;e ; 
Yet  would  1  now  conscut,  or  could  i  think 
Thou  wen  in  earnest,  (which,  by  all  the  souls 
That  liave  for  chastity  been  sanctified, 
I  cannot)  in  a  moment  I  do  know       [blood. 
Ihou'dst  call  iair  Temperance  up  to  rule  thy 


to  see  Valet ta. 


My  husband,  and  My  brother.]  Sympson  transposes  the  words  thus : 

* to  see  Vu/cita, 

*■  My  brother,  and  my  huiimnd'^ 
again  misunderstanding  (we  tuppuse,  fur  he  does  it  tacitly)  VaUtta  to  mean  the  Grand* 
mastery  not  the  city, 
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[Act  S.  Scene  t» 


Thy  eye  was  ever  chastf ,  thy  countenance 

tooj  honest, 
Anrt  all  thy  wootpgs  wa^  like  mi^idcns*  talk, 
\VIjo  yieldeth  untb  pleasures,  and  to  lust, 
I?  a  poor  captive,  that  in  golden  fetters, 
And  precious,  as  he  thinks,  but  holding  g\-ves, 
Frets  out  his  life. 

Mir.  Find  such  anotlier  womnn, 
An<l  take  her  for  his  labour,  any  man  I 

Ori,  I  was  r\ot  worthy  of  tijee,  nt  my  best, 
fUeav'n  knew  I  was  not ;  I  had  had  tlice  else) 
Mucl)  Ipss  now,  gentle  bir.  Miranda'tj  deeds 
Have  been  as  white  as  Oriana^s  fame. 
From  the  beginning  to  this  point  of  time, 
And  shall  we  now  begin  to  stain  both  thus? 
Think  on  the  legend  which  we  t«o  siiall 

breed, 
Continuing  «8  we  are,  for  phastcst  dnijies 
And  boldest  soldiers  to  peruse  and  read, 
Ay,  and  read  thorough,  free  froni  any  act 
Toxause  the  modest  cast  the  book  away. 
And  th^  most  honoured  captain  fold  it  up. 
Jlfiir.  Fairest,  let  go  my  hand !  n)j  pulse 

beats  thick,  [vein  ! — 

And  my  movM  blood  rides  hi;»h  ni  every 
lord  of  thyself  now,  soldier,  and  ever  ! 
I  would  not  for  Aleppo,  this  frail  bark, 
T()is  bark  of  flesh,  no  bettor  steers-muu  had 
Than  has  MountferratV — May  you  kibs  me, 

lady? 
Ori.  ^o;  thou^h't  be  no  essential  injury, 
It  b  a  circumstance  due  to  m v  lord. 
To  none  else ;  and,  my  dearest  friend,  if  hund^ 
Playing  together  kindle  he^t  in  you, 
^'hat  may  the  f;ame  at  lips  provoke  unto  ? 
Mir,  Ob,  what  a  tongue  is  herji !  Whilst 

she  doth  teach 
My  heart  to  hate  niy  fond  unlawful  love, 
phe  talks  roe  moje  in  love,  with  love  to  her; 
My  fires  she  quencheth  with  her  argumeiits. 
But  as  she  breathes  'em  they  blow  fresher 

fires. —  [wife ! 

Sit  further !  now  my  flame  cools.  Husband ! 
There  is  some  holy  mystVy  in  thos^  names 
That  sure  the  unmarried  cannot  understand. 
Oti,  Now  thou  art  s^aight^  and  dost  en- 
amour me 
3o  far  beyond  a  carnal  earthly  love, 
Jly  very  soul  dotes  on  thee,  and  my  spirits 
po  embrace  thipe;  my  mind  doth  thy  mind 

kiss ; 
And  in  this  p\jre  conjunction  we  enjoy 
A  hcavenlier  pleasure  than  if  bodies  met : 
lliis,  this  is  perfect  love  1  the  other  sliort. 
Yet  languishmg  fruition.    Ev'ry  swain 
And  sweating  groom  may  clasp,  but  ours  re- 
Two  in  ten  ai^es  cannot  reach  unto.      [fiu*d 
Nor  is  our  spiritual  love  a  barren' joy  ; 


For  mark  what  blessed  issue  we'll  beget, 
(Dearer  than  children  to  posterity) 
A  irreat  example  to  men'^  continence. 
And  women's  chastity ;  that  is  a  child 
More  fair  and  comfortable,  than  any  heir ! 

Mir,  If  all  wives  were  but  such,  Lust  would 
not  find 
One  corner  to  inhabit;  sin  would  be 
So  strange,  remission  suprrnuous. — 
But  one  petition,  I  have  done. 

Ori,  What,  sweet?  [death 

jlJir.  To  call  me  lord,  if  the  bard  hand  of 
Seize  on  Gomera  first. 

Oi'i.  Qh,  much  too  worthy. 
How  much  you  nndervah;e  ^oar  own  price, 
Toi;i\eyour  unbouuht  self  lor  a  piK>r  itoujan. 
That  has  been  once  sold,  us'd,  and  lost  hc^ 

shqw ! 
I  am  a  carmen t  worn,  a  vessel  crack'd, 
A  zone  untied,  a  lily  trod  np^m, 
A  fra*;rant  flower  cropt  by  another's  hand. 
My  coh^ur  suliied,  and  n\y  odour  chanjj'd. 
If  when  I  wa?  new-blossoniM,  I  did  fear 
Myself  unworthy  of  Miranda'^  sprinc;, 
Tlius  over-blown,  and  seeded,  I  am  rather 
Fit  to  adorn  his  chimpcy  than  his  bed. 

Mir.  Uise,  miracle!   save  Malta  with  thi 
virtue !  [spokel 

If  words  could  make  me  proud,  how  has  sb^ 
Yet  I  u  ill  try  her  to  t!ie  very  block. — 
Hard  hearted  aiid  uncivil  Oriana, 
Ingratcful  pa^crof  my  industries, 
That  with  a  soft  painted  hypocrisy 
(^)zcw'st,  and  jeer'st  ray  perturbation. 
Expect  a  weii!;hty  and  a  fell  revenue's ! 
My  comfort  is,  all  men  will  think  thee  false; 
Beside,  tliy  husband,  having  been  thus  long 
(On  this  occasion)  in  my  fort,  and  power — 

TsHitr  Jjforandine,  Calonnu,  and  Lttcinda 
nitji  u  Child, 
V\\  hear  no  more  words !— Captain.let'saway ! 
With  all  care  see  to  her ;  and  you,  Lucinda, 
Attend  h(  r  diligentljr :  She*s  a  wpnder  ! 
Nor,  IJave  you  fount|  she  was  well  deli- 
vered ? 
What,  hud  she  a  good  midwife?  is  all  well? 
Mir,  YouVe  merry,  Norandine. 
Luc,  Why  weep  you,  lady? 
Ori,  Take  the  poor  babe  along. 
Col,  Madam,  'lis  here. 
Ori,  Dissembling  death,  why  didst  thou 
let  me  live 
To  see  this  change,  my  greatest  cause  to 
grieve  ?  [Exeunt  m 

SCENE  n. 

[%awc/,  i.  c.  flourish  of  trumpets*^ 


«  Expect  a  witty  and  a  fell  revenge.]  The  coupling  of  tliese  two  epithets,  perhaps,  never 
was  from  Uie  Poet's  pen.    I  am  inclined  to  think  that  we  have  the  same  corruption  here,  as 
\n  The  Wild-Goose  Chace :  and  tlmt  in  both  places  we  should  read  not  ZPilt^f  but  veighty, 
^  Sympson. 

3«  5cfn«  II,  Enter  Astorius,  Ca$triot,  Valetta,  Gomera,  Synnet,  Knights,  tno  Bishops^ 
Mountferrat  guarded  by  Corporal  and  Soldiers,  Abdi/la,  a  Gentlfmctt  zcith  a  c^ak;  sword^  and 
ipur^;  Gomera.]  This  stage-direction  corrected  by  Sympson, 


Acts.  Scene 9.] 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA, 


Enter  Asiariut^  Cattript,  Falettay  Camera, 

Kni^/iis,  tzpo  Bis/iopM,  Mountferrat  guarded 

by  Corporal  arid  SoidierSy  Abdeifa,  a  Geu- 

fieman  tuUh  a  cUxtk,  iword,  and  spun. 

Val.  A  tender  husband  hast  thou  shew*d 
thy*«lf. 
My  dearest  brother,  and  thy  memury, 
After  thy  life  >7y  in  brazen  characters 
Shall  monumentally  he  regisier'd 
To  ages  consequieqt,  till  Time's  running  hand 
Beats    back    the    world  to  undistinguished 

chaos  3*, 
And  on  the  top  of  that  thy  name  shall  stand 
fresh,  and  without  decay. 

Gum,  Oh,  honour'd  sir! 
If  hope  of  this,  or  any  bliss  to  come. 
Could  liftrnv  load  of  grief  off  from  my  soul, 
Pr  expiate  the  trespass  'gainst  my  wife, 
That  in  one  hour's  suspicion  I  be{;nr, 
J  mi^ht  be  won  to  be  a  man  again. 
And  fare  like  other  husbands,  sleep  and  eat, 
Lftugh,  aud  forget  my  pleasin;;  penitence ; 
put  'till  old  Nature  can  make  such  a  wife 
Again,  I  vow  ne'er  to  resume  tlic  order 
And  habits  that  to  men  are  necessary ; 
All  breath  Til  spend  in  sighs, '  all  sound  in 

groans. 
And  kno\%'  no  company  hut  my  wasting  moans. 

Aslo,  This  will  be  wilful  murder  on  yourself. 
I^^or  like  a  Christian  do  ^ou  bear  the  chance 
Which  the  inscrutable  will  of  Ileav'n  admits. 

GoOT.What  would  you  have  my  weakness 
do,   that 
Sufier'd  itself  thus  to  be  practis'd  on 
By  a  damn*d  hell-hqund,  i^nd  his  agent  dam, 
The  impious  mklwife  to  abortive  births. 
And  cruel  instrument  to  his  decrees? 
By  forgery  they  first  assaiPd  her  life, 
Heav'n  playing  with  us  yet  in  that,  heWrought 
My  dearest  friend,  the  servant  to  Ijer  virtue. 
To  combat  me,  against  his  mistress'  truth. 
That  yet  effectless,  this  enchanting  witch 
Bred  baneful  jealousy  ai:ainst  my  lady,  [her 
My  most  immaculate  lady^  which  sei^'d  on 
Almost  to  death.    Oh,  yet,  not  yet  content; 
Sbe  in  my  hand  put  (to  restore  her  life, 

•^  After  my  life,"]  Amended  by  Sympsoq, 

" till  Timers  running  hand 

Beats  hack  the  world  to  undistiuguis'd  chaqs.]  Running  is,  I  allow,  a  proper  epithet  ta 
Time,  but  Time*$  runnir^g  hand  heating  the  world  to  chaos,  does  not  seem  to  me  a  very  clear 
s^nd  consistent  metaphor;  and  as  ruining  is  so  very  near  tlie  trace  of  the  letters,  and  appears 
to  have  much  more  propriety  aud  energy  than  the, former,  I  think  it  bids  fair  fur  haviugbeei\ 
the  orignal.        Seward. 
»  Val.  One  oftK  Esguard. 
£sg.  The  gentlemen  are  come^  Mr.  Seward  $aiv  with  me,  that  to  put  *  One  of  the  Esguard 
intoValetta's  moutb»  was  false  and  ridiculous.    The  ^ta^e  directiou  was  uodoubteiJly  giveii 
iy  our  Authori  thus ; 

Snter  one  <if  the 'Ea^uttni, 
Esg,  *  The  gentlemen  are  come* 
Val.  *  Truce  then  awhile 


Asl  imagin'd)  what  did  etech 
Their  dev'lish  malice.     Furthch 
Was  this  poor  innocent :  That  tool 
They  doubled  death  upon  her !   Not  s^ 

there, 
They  have  done  violence  unto  her  tomb, 
Not  granting  rest  unto  her  in  the  grave, 
r  wish  jMirnnda  had  enjoy 'd  my  prize; 
For  sure  I'm  punish'd  lor  usurping;  her. 
Oh,  what  a  tiger  is  resisted  lust ! 
How  it  doth  forage  all ! 

Mount/.  Part  of  this  tale  [her. 

I  grant  you  true;  but  'twas  not  poison  given 

Abd.  f  would  it  had !  we  had   been   far 
enough, 
If  we  had  l>een  sq  wise;  and  had  not  now 
Stood  curt'sing  for  your  mercies  here. 

Mnuntf.  Beside, 
What  is  become  o'  th'bodv  we  knovv  not. 

Val.  Peace,  impudents  f 
And,  dear  Goinera,  practise  patience, 
As  I  myself  must:  By  some  means  at  last 
We  shall  dissolve  this  riddle. 

Com.  Wherefore  comes. 
This  villain  in  this  festival  array. 
As  if  he  triumphed  for  his  treachery  } 

Cast.  That  IS  by  oar  appointment :  Giv« 
us  leave ; 
You  shall  know  why  anon. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  and  Colomta, 

Val.  One  of  the  Esguard  ». 

Esg,  The  gent  If  men  are  come, 

Fal.  Truce  then  awhile,  f  resolv'd  ? 

With  our  sad  thoughts!— What,  are  ye  both 

JVor.  Not  I,  my  lord:  Your  down- right 
captain  still 
I'll  live,  and  serve  you.    Not  that  altogether 
I  want  compunction  of  conscience ; 
I  have  enough  to  save  me,  and  that's  all : 
Bar  me  from  dnnk,  and  drabs  ?  ev'n  bans 
me  too !  [first ! 

You  must  ev'n  make  your  captains  capons 
I  have  too  much  flesh  for  this  spiritual  knight*. 

hood, 
And  therefore  do  desire  forbearance,  sir, 


*  With  your  sad  thoughts.' 
Enter  Miranda,  Norandine  and  Colanna, 
f  Yf^^t,  are  you  bo^h.resolv'd?*  &c. 


Syn^spn. 


y 


I 


k^lOm  OF  MALTA. 


[Act  5.  Scene  9. 


Thy  eyo  was  tyj^ 

too,  hojp^y 

a 

And  all  tW; 

/ 

>Vho>f| 

Mven,  duty 

^       A  with  this  bright 

y 

jon  that  40  in  thought 

*  against  your  virtue; 

A««*^.. 

more  joy  with  your  new 

Than  poor  Gomera  c  cr  enjoy 'H  with  his! 
(But  'twas  mine  own  crime,  and  I  suffer  for't,) 
Lon^  wear  your  dignity,  and  worthily. 
Whilst  I  obscurely  in  some  corner  vanish ! 

Jliir.  Have  btronger  thoughts,  and  better. 
— First,  1  crave, 
According  to  the  order  of  the  court, 
I  may  dispose  my  captives*  and  the  fort, 
TliRt  with  a  clean  nnd  purified  heart 
The  fitlier  I  may  indue  my  robe. 

AlU  'Tis  granted. 

Enter  Oriana  veiPd,  Lfidies,  Lucindn  with  a 
Child, 

Mir,  BriHg  the  captives ! — To  your  charge 
And  staid  tuition,  my  most  uohic  frjend, 
I  then  comiflend  this  lady.    Start  not  off! 
A  fairer  and  a  chaster  never  liv'd. 
By  her  own  choice  you  are  her  guardian  ; 
For  telling  her  I  was  to  leave  my  fort. 
And  to  abandon  quite  all  worldly  cares, 
Her  own  request  was,  to  Gomera*s  hands 
She  might  be  giv*n  in  custody,  for  sh*  had 

heard 
He  was  a  gentleman,  wise,  and  temperate. 
Full  of  humanity  to  women-kind, 
And,  *cause  he  had  been  married,  koew  the 

better 
How  to  entreat  a  lady. 

VuU  What  countrywoman  is  she.^ 

Mir.  Born  a  Greek, 

VtiL  Gomera, 'twill  be  barbarous  t^deny 
A  lady,  that  unto  your  refine  flies, 
And  sieeks  to  shrowd  her  under  Virtue*s  wing. 

Gom.  Excuse  me,  noble  sir!  Oh,  think  me 
So  dull  a  deviH**,  to  forget  the  loss  [not 

Of  such  a  matchless  wile  as  I  possessed, 
And  ever  to  endure  the  sight  of  woman  ! 
Were  she  the  abstract  of  her  sex  for  form, 
The  only  warehouse  of  perfection. 
Wore  there  no  rose  nor  lily  hut  her  cheek, 
No  rousick  but  her  tongue,  virtue  but  her.s 
She  roust  not  rest  near  me.  My  vowi^graveo 
Here  in  my  heart,  irrevocably  breath *d ; 
And  when  I  break  it 

A»to.  This  is  rudeness,  Spaniard ; 


Unseasonably  yon  play  thcTimdnist*', 

Put  on  a  disposition  is  not  yours, 

Which  neither  tits  you,  nor  becomes  yoa. 

Gom.  Sir [persuade. 

Ca$t,  Wc  cannot  force  you,  but  we  wouM 

Gom.  Beseech  you,    sir,  oo  more !  I  am 
resolv'd 
To  forsake  Malta,  tread  a  pilgrimage 
1  o  fair  Jerusalem,  for  my  lady's  soul. 
And  will  not  be  diverted. 

Mir,  You  must  bear 
^This  child  along  wi\e  then. 

Gom,  What  child? 

AIL  How's  this?  [ous  ! 

Mir,  Nay  then,  Gomera,  thou*rt  injuri- 
This  child  is  thine,  and  this  rejected  iady 
Thou  hast  asc(fien  known  as  thine  own  wife; 
And  this  Til  make  good  on  thee,  with  roj 
sword. 

Gvm.  Thou  durst  as  well  blaspheme ! — 1/ 
such  a  scandal — 
(l  crave  the  righisdue  to  a  gentleman) 
Woman,  unveil ! 

Ori,  Will  you  refuse  me  yet?  [Unveiling, 

Gom.^  My  wife ! 

VaL  My'sihtcr! 

Gom.  Somebody  thank  Heaven  ! 
I  cinnot  speak. 

AIL  All  praise  le  ever  giv'n! 

Mtiitntf,  This  sa%es  our  lives.    Yet  'woaltf 
she  f>ad  l>een  dead  I 
The  very  sight  of  her  afflicts  me  more 
Thau  fear  of  punibhntent,  or  my  disgrace* 

VqL  How  came  you  to  die  temple  ? 

Mir.  Sir,  to  do 
My  poor  devotions,  and  to  offer  thanks 
For  scapiiig  a  ten)ptation  near  perfonn'd 
With  this  fair  virgin. — I  restore  a  wife 
Earth  cannot  parallel;  and,  busy  Nature, 
If  thou  wilt  still  make  women, but  remember 
To  work  *em  by  this  sampler!— Take  heed. 
Henceforth  you  never  doubt,  sir,  [sir, 

Gom.  When  I  do, 
Death  ta|ip  me  suddenly ! 

Mir.  To  encrease  your  happiness. 
To  your  best  wife  tike  this  addition. 

Gom.  Alack,  my  poor  knave  ! 

[To  the  Child. 

VaL  The  cpnfession 
The  Moor  made,  it  seems,  was  truth,    [ever 

Nor.  Marry  was  it,  sir;  the  only  truth  that 

Issued  uut  of  hell,  which  her  black  jaws  rt> 

semble.  [g^^hig 

A  plague  o*  your  bacon-face !  you  must  be 

Drinks,  with  a  vengeance !  Al»>  tliou  branded 

bitch ! 
Do  you  stare,  goggles  ?  I  hc*pe  to  make 
Winrer-hoois  o'  thy  hide  yct^  she  fears  not 
damning ! 


*•  Pardon  what  in  thought.]  So  the  former  editions. 

••  5o  dull  «  devil  J  Seward  pro|X>ses  reading,  to  Fi'LL  a  devil;  *i.  e.*  Ctays  he)  *  Think  me 
'  not  so  af together  a  ritvil  as  to  forget  the  worth  of  her  I  have  killed.  The  use  ofjuil  in  tliis 
'  manner  I  could  give  many  instances  of.'.  This,  however,  wc  much  doubt. 

**  Timonist.]  i.  e.  limon  of  Athens,  alluding  to  the  misauihropy  of  that  character. 


\ 


Act  5.  Scene  i2.] 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 


IlelMir^  can't  parch  her  blacker  than  she  is. 
Do  you  grin,  cnimney-sweeper? 
On.  What  is't,  Miranda? 
^ir.  That  you  would  please  Lucinda  might 

attend  you. 
Coi.  That  suit,  sir,  I  consent  not  to. 
Luc,  My  husband.' 
My  Nearest  An^elo?  • 

'Nor.  More  jiggam-bobsf  Af  not  this  the 
fellow  that  [vice? 

Swam  like  a  duck  to  the  sliore  in  our  sra-ser- 
CoL  The  very  same.  Do  not  you  know  me 
now,  sir? 
My  name  is  Angelo,  tho'  Colonna  veilM  it, 
Your  countryman  and  kinsman,  bom  in  Flo- 
rence; 
Who  from  the neighbour^island  here  oFQoza 
Was  captive  led,  in  that  unfortunate  day 
When  tne  Turk  bore  with  him  three  thousand 

souls.' 
Since,  in  Constantinople  have  I  Iiv*d, 
Where  I  beheld  this  Turkish  damsel  first. 
A  ttrdious  suitor  was  I  for  her  love ;        [hide 
And,  pityinp;  such  a  beauteous  case  should 
A  soul  prophan'd  with  infidelity, 
I  labour'd  her  conversion,  with  m^  love. 
And  doubly  won  her  :  Ti>  fair  faith  her  soul 
She  first  bctruth'd,  and  then  her  faith  to  me. 
But  fearful  there  to  consummate  this  contract, 
We  fled,  and  in  that  flight  were  ta'en  a^ain 
By  those  same  gallies  Yore  V'alctta  fought: 
Since,  in  your  service  I  ottcndeil  here, 
Where,  what  1  saw  and  heard  hath  joy'd  me 

m(^e 
Than  all  my  past  afflictions  srievM  before. 
Val.  Wonders  crown  wonders  I  Take  thy 
wife. — Miranda, 
Be  henceforth  caifd  our  Malta's  better  angel ; 
And  thou  her  evil,  Mountferrat.  [black 

Nor,  We'll  call  him  Cacodcmon,  with  his 
Gib  there,  his  Succubn,  his  deviPs  setd. 
His  spawn  of  Phlegethon,  that,  o'  my  con- 
science. 
Was  bred  o*  th'  spumc,of  Cocytus.— Do  you 

snarl,  you  black  Gili? 
She  looks  like  the  picture  of  America. 
VuL  Why  stay  we  now? 
Mir.  T\ui>  last  petition  to  the  court ; 
I  may  bequeath  the  keepinj;  of  my  fort 
To  this  my  kinsman,  towVd  iM  maintenance 
Of  hiui  and  his  fair  virtuous  wife:  Discreet, 
Loyal,  and  valiant,  I  dare  give  him  you. 
FaL  You  must  not  ask  in  vain,  sir. 
Col.  My  best  thanks 
To  you,  my  noble  cousin,  and  my  service 
To  the  vvholecourt:  May  Ideserve  this  bounty! 
VaL  Proceed  to  th*  ceremony.  One  of  our 
Degrade  Mountferrat  first !  [Esguard 

Mountf.  I  will  not  sue 
For  mercy;  'twere  in  vain:  Fortune,  thy 
worst!  [3fii«c«,, 

«■  Bare  of  thy  honour^  Sympson  thinks  we  should  read,  *  bare  of  their  honour.' 
43  Invest  Miranda.]  The  ceremonies  of  receiving  a  knight  into  the  order  of  Malta,  moy  be 
«|eu  at  lar^e  in  Vertoc*s  History  of  the  Kuights  uf  Malta,  vol.  vi.  p.  18.      K. 


An^altar  discover^dty 
it.    The  two  Biihu, 
it;  Mountferrot,  «>. 
ascends  vp  the  attar. 

See,  see,  the  stain  of  hon 
Of  virgins' fair  fames  t 
That  broken  hath  his  oatli  ot^ 
Dishonour'd  mugh  this  holy  < 
Off  with  his  robe,  e&pel  him  ?or7l 
place,  [^^ 

Whilst  we  rejoice,  and  sing  at  his  dis 

Val.  Since  by  thy  actions  thou  hast  mad« 

thyself 
Unworthy  of  that  worthy  sign  tliou  wcar'st. 
And  of  our  sacred  order,  into  which 
For  former  virtues  we  receiv*d  t&e  first, 
According  to  our  statutes,  ordinances, 
For  praise  unto  the  good,  a  terror  to 
The  bad,  and  an  eiample  to  all  men ; 
We  here  deprive  thee' of  our  habit,  and 
Declare  thee  unworthy  our  society, 
From  which  we  do  expel  thee,  as  a  rotten. 
Corrupted,  and^ontntiious  member. 

Esg.  U«ing  th*  authority  the  superior 
Hath  giv'n  unto  me,  I  untie  xbis  knot. 
And  take  from  thee  the  pleasing  yoke  of 

Heaven : 
We  take  from  off  thy  breast  this  holy 'cross. 
Which  thou  hast  made  thy  burden,  not  thy 

prop; 
Thy  spurs  we  spoil  thee  of,  leaving  thy  heels 
Bare  of  thy  honour  <%  that  have  kicked  against 
Our  oriler's  precepts*    next  we  reave  thy 

sword, 
And  give  thee  annless  to  thy  enemies, 
For  being  foe  to  gooilness,  and  to  God ; 
Last,  'bout  thy  stiff  neck  we  this  halter  liang, 
And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  court. 
VaL  Invest  Miranda  4s. 

SONO. 

Fair  child  of  Virtue,  Honour's  bloom. 
That  here  with  burning  zeal  dost  come^ 
With  joy  to  ask  the  white-cross  cloak, 
And  yield  unto  this  pleasing  yoke ! 
That  being  young,  vows  chastity, 
And  chusest  wilful  poverty; 

As  this  flame  mounts,  so  mount  thy  zeal  * 
thy  glory  [story ! 

Rise  past  tlie  stars,  and  fix  in  Heav'u  thy 

1  Bishop.  What  crave  you,  gentle  sir? 
Mir.  Humble  aclmittance      ^ 

To  be  a  brother  of  the  holy  hospital 
Of  great  Jerusalem. 

2  Bishop.  Breathe  out  your  tow. 

Mir  To  Heav'u,  and  all  the  bench  of 
saints  above, 
(Whose  succour  I  implore  t'  enable  me) 
I  vow  henceforth  a  chaste  life ;  not  to  enjo^ 
Any  thing  proper  to  myself;  obedience 


ftT  OF  MAtTA. 


[Act  5-  Scene  f . 


/d  marriage 

xs,  and  gird  him 

\4ind  types  of  speed, 
its? 
[Presenting  the  cross. 
At  died 
.  figure,  for  our  sins. 
\,re  then  we  fix  it  on  thy  left 
sfd«»,  Tf>r  "^     [service 

Thy  increase  of  faith,  Christian  defence,  and 
T6  th*  poor ;  and  thus  near  to  thy  heart  we 
|)Iant  it,  [heart ; 

That  thou  mayst  love  it  ev*n  with  all  thy 
With   thy  right  hand   protect,    preserve   it 

wliole; 
For  if  thou  fighting  'gainst  HcaT*n*s  enemies 
Shalt  fly  away,  ahanduiiing  the  cross. 
The  ensign  of  thy  hply  general, 
With  shame  thou  justly  shalt  be  robb*d  of  it, 


Cbas*d  from  our  com|>any,  and  cut  away 
As  an  infectious  putrified  limb. 

Mir,  1  ask  no  favour. 

I  Jiiihap,  Then  rt4:eivc  the  yoke 
Of  him  that  makes  it  swcctand  light;  in  wbicb, 
Thy  soul  find  her  etcnial  rest! 

ruL  Most  welcome  ! 

AIL  Welcome,  our  ftoble  brother! 

Val.  Break  up  the  court.— Mountferrat, 
tlio*  your  deeds. 
Conspiring  'gainst  the  lives  of  innocents. 
Have  forfeited  your  own,  we  will  not  stain 
Our  white  cross  witli  your  blood :  Your  doon^ 

is  then 
To  marry  this  -co  agent  of  your  mischiefs; 
Which  done,  we  bani$»h  you  to  tb'  continent  *% 
If  either,  after  three  days,  here  lie  found. 
The  hand  of  law  lays  hold  upon  your  lives. 

Kar.  Away,  IVench  stallion  I  NoW 
You  have  a  Barbary  rfiare  of  your  own ;  gtf 

.  leap  her. 
And  engender  young  devilinss ! 

VaL  We  will  find  sometliing,  noble  No- 
rand  ine, 
To  quit  your  raeriK — So,  to  civil  feasts. 
According  to  our  custr>nis;.and  all  pray 
Thfe  dew  of  grace  bless  our  new  Knight  to* 
day !  [Kreunt  cmmt. 


«♦  We  banish  you  the  continent.]  Would  not  one  think,  thohgh  they  ore  here  in  an  islnnd^ 
that  they  were  actually  upon  the  continent?  Certainly  the  English  of  our  days,  and  that  of 
•ur  Poets,  has  und(  rgone  great  alterations,-  if  wc  ought  not  to  read  by  a  small  cddition/ 
<  .^ He  bani^h  you  to  th'  continent/  Sj/fupaou.^ 


END  or  TIl£  SECOND  VOLUltlE. 
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